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Exhibits
T 	Unbroken Traditions: Basketweavers of 

the Meadows-Baker Family in Northern 
California is on display until May 21, 2023.

P 	The baskets featured in this exhibit 
were made by several generations of 
women from the Meadows-Baker family. 
Many members were Mountain Maidu, 
and their baskets draw from a deep 
understanding of ecology, incorporate 
intricate weaving techniques, and 
employ creative and meaningful design 
elements.

P 	Unbroken Traditions is an exhibit 
developed by the Valene L. Smith 
Museum of Anthropology at California 
State University, Chico by faculty, staff, 
and students in the university’s museum 
studies courses. The baskets on display 
in this exhibition were generously loaned 
to the Sutter County Museum by the 
Kurtz family.

T 	SPEAKER SERIES: Our Speaker Series events take 
place most months and feature experts on a variety 
of topics. Upcoming events may include topics like 
the history of the Sutter Buttes, the history of public 
mental health in California, and indigenous ecology. 

T 	KIDS’ MOVIE NIGHTS: Evenings for kids and 
families with free pizza and a movie! Kids’ Movie 
Nights are sponsored by the Yuba City Early Risers 
Kiwanis Club.

T 	OPEN PLAY IN THE GARDEN: Join us every Friday 
morning this June & July for outdoor play in the 
Artisan Community Garden with sensory nature and 
art activities.

T 	TREES & TRADITIONS: Nutcracker Christmas 
on Friday, December 1st. Save the date and join us 
for the Museum’s annual fundraiser featuring festive 
food & drinks, local music, and, of course, holiday 
trees and traditions.

There are many events that you can look forward to seeing at the Sutter County 
Museum this year.

Events



02
SP

RI
NG

 2
02

3 
 |  

 S
UT

TE
R 

CO
UN

TY
 M

US
EU

M

News
We have great news about exciting projects we are working on at the 
Sutter County Museum!

T 	The Museum received a $25,000 grant from California 
Humanities to research, develop, and install a permanent 
exhibit on Black History in Yuba-Sutter. This will be taking 
place over the next 2 years in collaboration with the local LOFT 
Institute, community partners, and volunteers, with a goal of 
opening the exhibit in 2024.

T 	In collaboration with the Enterprise Rancheria Estom Yumeka 
Maidu Tribe and the United Auburn Indian Community of 
the Auburn Rancheria, the Museum is working on adding an 
educational Native Plant Garden to the property. This garden 
will be installed by the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers and serve 
as a free, outdoor resource for the community to showcase the 
use and stewardship of California native plant species by local 
Native American communities.

T 	The Museum has been awarded $383,183 in grant funding 
from the California Cultural and Historical Endowment state 
agency! This support will allow us to add a comprehensive 
flood exhibit, make upgrades to the Nisenan and Gold 
Rush exhibits, and create educational programming that 
more directly supports our local schools and teachers. More 
information on this project and ways to get involved will be 
shared soon!

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:

Q	Mail a check to:
	 Sutter County Museum
	 1333 Butte House Road
	 Yuba City, CA 95993
Q	Come visit us! You can use a credit card, cash, or check to donate in person
Q	Donate online through our website
Q	Legacy giving: please contact megarcia@co.sutter.ca.us to learn more

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

To learn more about the Museum’s exhibits, events, and projects, visit our website at www.suttercountymuseum.org. 
Sign up for our e-Newsletter by scrolling to the bottom of the page to receive monthly updates.
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In December of 1905, the articles 
of incorporation of the Northern 
Electric Company were filed with 
the Sutter County Clerk by an 
electric railroad promoter. A lengthy 
document was also placed on record 
wherein the company would begin 
condemnation proceedings against 
some 80-odd landowners along the 
route of the road.

It was assumed that while there 
may have been a difference 
as to prices of land for 
rights-of-way between 
the company and 
landowners, it 
was felt that in 
the majority 
of cases, the 
matter would 
be “amicably 
settled” 
without the 
parties going 
to trial in court.

By October 5 of 
the following year, 
the laying of rails 
and ties for the 

Northern Electric crossed the 
Butte County line, and work began 
north of Live Oak. As the Northern 
Electric subsequently wound its way 
across Sutter County, nearly all of 
the stations were given the names 
of the property owners.

Among the stations going westward 
from Yuba City were the names of 
Harter, Stohlman, and Tarke. North 
of Yuba City, stations were named 

after such families as 
Pease, Stafford, 

Walton, 
Bihlman, 
Chandon, 
and Sanders, 

named for 
the family 
of William 
Sanders, a 
prominent 
early-day 

rancher.

William 
Sanders 
was born in 
Tennessee on 
December 6,  
 

 

WILLIAM SANDERS:
Pioneer Director of Early-Day Bank
by Carol Withington
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1839. At the age of 17, he left his 
home farm and came across the 
plains to California. While enroute, 
he worked his passage by driving an 
oxen team, arriving in Sacramento 
four months after his departure. 
Following work in a sawmill, 
Sanders went to Butte County, 
where he was employed for five 
years.

From 1864 to 1868, Sanders engaged 
in freighting from Oroville to Butte 
Valley. He drove an ox team during 
the winter months and then worked 
the remaining time on the 160 acres 
of land which he homesteaded 
six miles north of Yuba City. He 
eventually turned his complete 
attention to his ranch, where he 
concentrated on farming and 
experimenting on crops.

During the ensuing years, Sanders 
acquired additional land. His home 
ranch comprised 894 acres, while 
six miles farther north, he had a 
farm consisting of 160 acres, and 
six miles southwest, still another 
farm of 123 acres. In addition, 
Sanders owned more than 1,400 
acres of pastureland in the Buttes 
and various other tracts in Sutter 
County. Altogether, Sanders 
successfully accumulated a total of 
3,567 acres.

On June 6, 1869, Sanders married 
the former Matilda A. Longcor, a 

native of Illinois, who had come 
to California in 1859, settling in 
Browns Valley. Through this union, 
there were six children, five of 
whom survived. They included 
George Lee, a doctor; Ada A. 
Sullenger; Ida E. Pease; Sara C. 
Porter; and William H., who became 
manager of the Sanders Ranch.

During the 1880s, there was a 
demand for a banking institution 
in the area. Under the direction of 
the Farmers’ Cooperative Union, 
a bank was established under the 
laws of the State. Among the early 
directors were B.F. Walton, Henry 
Best, George Ohleyer, George W. 
Carpenter, and William Sanders. 
By 1907, the bank had accumulated 
a capital stock of $50,000 with a 
reserve of $50,000 and a profit and 
loss account of $31,000.

A new two-story building, located 
at the corner of Bridge and Sutter 
Streets, was constructed in that 
year and was reported as one of 
the “finest that any interior town 
of the State can boast and one that 
combines solid and substantial 
qualities with unsurpassed beauty of 
architecture and interior furnishing 
and equipment.” The upper story 
was designed for a lodge room 
and banquet room and included a 
kitchen, ante room, ladies’ parlor, 
and other rooms. It survived the 

MATILDA SANDERS.
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devastating fire that destroyed much 
of downtown Yuba City in 1908.

On December 19, 1912, the Sutter 
County Bank, as it was known, 
changed its name to the First 
National Bank and was the only 
National Bank in Sutter and Yuba 
counties.

Unfortunately, Sanders never saw 
the two-story bank structure. He 
died at his home place on January 
8, 1905, two years before the bank’s 
construction. He left no will, and 
his large estate, valued at nearly a 
quarter million dollars, was divided 
among his widow and five children. 
With an extensive interest in the 
farming lands and other property of 

Sutter County, Sanders was highly 
regarded as a “kind and loving father 
and devoted husband.”

As one of the directors of the 
Farmers Union Bank, forerunner of 
the First National Bank in the area, 
Sanders was also regarded by his 
friends and associates as “the soul of 
integrity and honor.”

PROUDLY DISPLAYED ON A FLOAT IN 1923 IS A 
MODEL OF THE FINAL INCARNATION OF THE BANK 
LINKED TO THE FARMERS’ COOPERATIVE UNION 
OF SUTTER COUNTY. THE BUILDING HAS BEEN 
REMODELED, BUT IT STILL STANDS AT THE CORNER 
OF BRIDGE AND SUTTER STREETS.
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Frederick T. Reische 
– A Homespun Story
By Sharyl Simmons

Based on Memories of Grandpa Reische, written by his children and 
grandchildren in loving memory.

Local history books are a gold 
mine when trying to find out the 
basics about local families. Both 
History of Sutter County published 
by Thompson & West in 1879 
and History of Yuba and Sutter 
Counties by Peter Delay published 
in 1924 are full of biographies. 
Both publications were printed by 
subscription – people paid to have 
their biographies included, which 
paid publication costs of the books.  

In History of Yuba and Sutter 
Counties, the entry on Frederick 
Theodore Reische is as follows:FREDERICK THEODORE REISCHE (1865-1958).
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Frederick T. Reische – well known and popular among the most progressive ranchers of 
Meridian, Frederick T. Reische works industriously and lives contentedly two miles to the 
north of that town. He was born in Brown County, Illinois on August 9, 1865, the son of 
Francis Louis and Louisa (Smith) Reische, both natives of Prussia and both representing the 
best element in the German Fatherland. The father was a blacksmith by trade and married 
in his native country; soon afterward he and his wife migrated to the United States and 
made their way to Quincy, Ill., where for twenty years he toiled at the gleaming forge. Then 
he took up farming in Brown County; and there he passed away at the age of seventy. Mrs. 
Reische had died some time before, in her sixty-first year. They had a family of five boys and 
four girls. John is in Illinois. Samuel is at Meridian. Louisa, now Mrs. Hill, lives at West Butte. 
James is in Illinois. Melvina is deceased. Richmond is also in Illinois, as are Mary, the next 
born, and Minnie, the youngest. The eighth in order of birth is Frederick T., of this review.
Frederick T. Reische attended the Illinois schools and when of age started out for himself, 
coming to California in 1885. For seven years he worked for his brother, Samuel Reische; 
and then, in 1897, he bought twenty acres on the Sacramento River, a part of the famous 
J. K. Woods place, two and one-half miles north of Meridian. About 1911 they added 100 
acres to their holdings and now have a dairy, alfalfa and grain farm. Mr. Reische never loses 
an opportunity to “boost” the locality in which he lives and prospers. He is public-spirited, 
performing his duty as a citizen, and endeavoring to vote for the best man and the most 
important, approved measures regardless of party behest.

Mr. Reische was married at Meridian on September 29, 1896, to Miss Mattie J. Mitchell, a 
native of Colusa, and a daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Abraham Mitchell. The mother, who was 
a noble woman, passed away when Mattie was a baby. Her father was a Methodist minister 
at Meridian for years, and he closed a very useful and honorable career at the age of sixty-
six. There were six children in the Mitchell family: Bert, Lou, Fearn, Clara, Mattie, now 
Mrs. Reische, and Minnie, now deceased. Mattie Mitchell attended the Meridian schools. 
Mr. and Mrs. Reische have had seven children: Chester A., now at Meridian, and Charles, 
Lucille, Gertrude, Glenn, Bernice, and Grace.1 Mr. Reische is an Odd Fellow, a member of 
the lodge at Meridian.

For many families, there is very little information about previous generations. Some families are fortunate to find 
an entry in a book that tells them an outline of an ancestor’s life. One family, the Reisches from Meridian, chose to 
honor their father and grandfather by printing a collection of memories about Frederick (Fred) Reische in 1998, 40 
years after his death. Because they took the time to do this, a brief family outline is transformed into a story about 
a man and his love of his family and pride in his farm.

Grayce Leonard and her daughter, Noydena May Brix, provided a brief look at Fred and Mattie’s (full name Martha 
Jane) children. I’ve highlighted the ones who contributed to Memories of Grandpa Reische. The original book is in 
the Museum’s research library and is available by appointment if you’d like to see it.

1	 Delay’s history has some of the children’s names spelled incorrectly. The correct spellings are used throughout, except for 
the excerpt from Delay’s History of Yuba and Sutter Counties.
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Chester Reische (1896-1973) He went away to college at Berkeley, California. While there he was drafted 
into the service for World War I. After that he never came back to the ranch to live. He married Eleanor 
Ohleyer and lived in Meridian. They had six children – Jean, Ann, John Voriece, Susan, Farrell, and 
Carol Ray.

Charles Reische (1900-1982) He stayed on the ranch and helped Dad run it. He married Nora Peterson 
and had one son, Laverne. After Mattie had her stroke, someone had to stay with her. After Lucille went 
back to school, either Charles or Fred stayed at the house to help Mattie, and the other worked on the 
ranch. Fred left the ranch to Charles in his will.

Lucille Reische (McVey) (1903-2008) She was in high school when Mattie took sick. She stayed out of 
school for a year to run the house. Later she finished high school and went to Chico State College for one 
year. She married Chet McVey and they had one son, Clifford. She and Chet moved to Marysville, and 
she worked for the Penney store. They later moved to Colusa where she still worked for the Penney store. 
She worked there for over 30 years.

Gertrude Reische (1905-1978) She married Kerch Mayberry right out of high school, and they had six 
children – Loretta, Janette, Kerch Jr. (Bud), Jerry, Charlie, and Shirley.

Glenna Reische (Kay) (1907-1992) She graduated from Sutter High School and went to Marysville 
Business School. She worked as a secretary for Shell Oil Co. in Colusa. Later she married Earl Kay and had 
two children – Patsy and Robert. They lived in Meridian.

Berniece Reische (1910-1985) She graduated from Sutter High School and never married. She stayed on 
the ranch and kept house for Fred. All the family loved her, and the grandchildren all went to stay with 
Fred and Berniece at different times.

Grayce Reische (Leonard) (1912-1999) She worked for Federal Outfitting and Bill Hemphill. She 
married Noyd Leonard and had two children – Noydena (Brix) and Leonard. Noyd was in the life 
insurance business, and they lived in different cities – Yuba City, Red Bluff, Sacramento, Los Angeles, and 
Seattle. During World War II, while Noyd was in the service, Grayce and the children lived on the ranch.

Family Memories
LUCILLE REISCHE MCVEY 
Dad wasn’t much to talk about his 
childhood or family and growing up. 
One thing he used to tell us about 
was when he was a child and he was 
out in a field and a bad wind storm 
came up. He ran and got in a low 
place and grabbed onto a bush. He 
said the wind whipped him so hard 
he didn’t know if he could hold on.  

On Sunday when we were real 
small, after Sunday School, we 
would hitch up the surrey and 
go over to Uncle Sam and Aunt 
Emma’s. They took the Examiner 

and saved the funny papers for us. 
We enjoyed them for hours. They 
always had lots of fruit and melons 
we didn’t have, and we would load 
up with them. Some of us had to sit 
in the back of the surrey and hang 
our legs over the side.

I remember one time Dad, Chet, 
and Charlie were taking the old 
wagon (they hauled sacks of grain 
on it) and were going to Marysville 
– an all day trip. I heard them 
talking and the next morning I 
got up ready to go too. I went and 

remember what a day! We ate in a 
hotel! We started out before light 
and got home after dark.

I remember when Dad went to 
Marysville and bought our first 
car – a Studebaker, seven or nine 
passenger with pull up seats in 
the middle. When he had driven it 
from Marysville safely, he stopped 
outside the lane coming into our 
place and called all of us kids to 
come out and push it in the yard. 
Then, later, one by one, we learned 
to drive.
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We used to take Berniece down to 
San Francisco to a doctor to see if 
he couldn’t make her grow a little. 
We went the day before and stayed 
with Dr. Verda Reische.2 Dad always 
wanted her to take us to a movie. 
I think she took him to his first. 
Anyway, she always knew she had to 
hunt up a good show – sometimes 
over in San Francisco. He really 
enjoyed movies! Sometimes he 
would go to Marysville with Mama 
(after her stroke) and take her into 
the show. I don’t know if she enjoyed 
it or not, but she went with him.

GLENNA REISCHE KAY3

Frederick Theodore Reische was one 
of eight children and attended the 
Illinois school system. In 1885 he 
started out on his own by coming 
to California. For seven years he 
worked for his brother, Samuel 
Reische, and in 1890 he purchased 
20 acres of land on the Sacramento 
River. This parcel had been part of 
the J. K. Wood place and was 2½ 
miles north of Meridian. About 1911 
he added 100 acres to his holdings. 
He was married to Mattie J. Mitchell 
on September 19, 1896. The couple 
had seven children. 

Dad drove a stage out of Marysville 
and up into the foothills before he 
married Mattie. When he worked 
for Uncle Sam, he was bucking4 

2	 Dr. Alverda Reische, Fred Reische’s niece who was a pediatrician living in Berkeley and practicing medicine in the Bay Area. 
She taught grammar school in Meridian for eight years and then fulfilled her dream of becoming a doctor following her 1920 
graduation from the UC Medical School in San Francisco. She was the University of California’s first female member of the 
Phi Beta Kappa.

3	 Glenna Kay was very interested in Meridian history and was a source for many of the articles about Meridian found in old 	
	 issues of the Bulletin.
4	 Throwing sacks of grain.
5	 Mattie’s older sister, Clara Thalls. Their father was the minister in Meridian.
6	 The influenza pandemic started in 1918. It is generally called the Spanish Flu, although it’s believed to have originated 	

in Kansas in the United States. Spain was neutral in World War I and didn’t censor its newspapers. They reported the effects 

sacks on the river. One Saturday 
night when he got through 
harvesting, he went to town because 
he needed some new shoes. At 
the time he had an orchestra, and 
he played the accordion. Well he 
wanted a pair of shoes for good and 
they had a deal where he could get 
another pair for $1.00. He bought 
two pair. He wore one pair for a 
while and the second pair was just 
sitting there so he put them on and 
wore them to work. He was on his 
feet a lot and he got bunions. 

As little children we had these 
hobos come along the road. If Dad 
was around or at the house, he’d 
send us kids outside. Then he’d take 
that hobo inside and cook him a full 
meal… fried eggs, toast, and some 
kind of meat. And the hobo would 
go on his way. Then that guy got 
to sending other hobos. He sent us 
kids out of the house because he 
wanted to talk to the guy and make 
him feel at home.

He was courting Mama and she 
hadn’t been going to church 
on Sunday. Auntie Thalls5 was 
displeased with her. So she told Dad 
about how Auntie felt and he said, 
“Well I’ll go to church with you.” 
Mama went back and told Auntie  
that she had invited Dad to go to 
church with her. Auntie replied, “If 

he walks in this church, I will kill 
myself.” So Mama went back and 
told Dad and he said, “Well, now I 
know I’m going.” They showed up 
in church and Auntie was very nice 
to them.

Mama worked in the post office all 
those years in Locey’s store right 
there in Meridian. And old Locey 
had wanted to marry her. And old 
man Yates wanted to marry her. He 
told her, “Mattie, you’re driving your 
ducks in the wrong direction to the 
wrong market.” Dad liked to tell that 
story. And Mattie married Dad.

I was at school when Mama had her 
stroke. I was about 9 or 10.  I had 
to drive the buggy to school with 
Berniece and Grayce. The others had 
gone to high school so I must have 
been in the 5th grade. We had gone 
to school, and we got home. I always 
stopped to let Berniece and Grayce 
out to hold the lines. I went into 
Locey’s to get the mail and Burris 
said, “How’s your mother?” And 
then she shut up. Mama had a stroke 
and they called the kids home from 
high school, but they didn’t bother 
with us little kids because they 
didn’t know for a week and a half if 
she would live or not. She had  
this war flu,6 and the doctor put her 
to bed for 10 days. When she got up, 
she was as weak as she could be. All 
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of us were in school except Chet. 
She had a pretty hard time getting 
us all off to school. I think Lucille 
was a junior in high school because 
she stayed home for a year and then 
went back and finished. Charlie 
never did go back. Charlie and 
Lucille stayed home to take care of 
the family after Mama’s stroke. Chet 
was already out of school.  

As kids we sat around the kitchen 
table, and we had a lamp in the 
middle. We all had our books. I 
don’t think Chet and Charlie were 
there because they were much older. 
We’d put Mama to bed and then 
we’d sit down and do our lessons.  

When Dad didn’t have anything 
else to do, he’d go out with a barley 
sack and pull up the star thistles. 
It was relaxation for him – he had 
something else to think about. 
When he got old he did that. He had 
one of the cleanest ranches around 
the country. He would tell us kids, if 
we had any spare time to go out and 
pull up the star thistles.  

We only took a bath once a week 
and so when we got out that was 
our treat. The little ones went first 
and laid across Dad’s lap. He got a 
hairbrush, and he would just scratch 
our back until we nearly fell asleep. 
Then he’d carry us into bed and do 
the next one. Mostly he just did us 
three little kids.

I can see him yet. He didn’t think 
any of us girls were strong enough 
to tighten the lids on the jars of 
canned food. He would come in, 
when they were beginning to get 

of the flu while most countries censored the news of the sweeping pandemic, and thus this strain of flu was identified by 
the nation reporting it.

cold, and tighten the lids. Lucille 
always screwed them on as tight as 
she could and then the heat from 
the fruit would melt the rubber. So 
he came in and we had about 50-
60 jars canned. He started around 
and tightened every one up and 
broke the seal. All our fruit spoiled. 
When we canned fruit, we had like 
a cannery. We dipped [the fruit] 
in the lye and put it in cold water. 
Then we’d peel it. One would pit it, 
and another would cut off the pieces 
that were damaged. We’d all go in 
the house and relay it in there. We’d 
put up 100 quarts of fruit a day.  

Wild grape vines grew over on the 
river levee. Dad would go pick a sack 
full of certain tender leaves. Then 
he’d pick buckets of cucumbers. We 
had a big crock and he’d lay a layer 
of grapevines and just twirl them 
around like a wreath. He’d have 
seven or eight layers of grapevines 
and cucumbers. Then he’d put salt 
brine on them and leave them set 
for two weeks before eating the 
cucumbers. They tasted like our dill 
pickles. He didn’t put dill in them, 
the grape leaves gave it that flavor. 
We’d have one or two crocks opened 
down in the cellar. We’d sneak down 
there if we wanted something extra 
to eat.  

When the boats would come up the 
river, they would whistle coming 
around the bend. This was down 
by Ed Reische’s place, and it would 
whistle for the bridge to open. 
The sound could carry up the river 
and we’d yell that there’s the boat 

whistle. We’d wait a few minutes 
and then we’d all go up on the 
levee and wait. All us little kids. 
And when the boat came near us, 
it would pull up and go slow. We’d 
just wave and wave.

That was the only lickin’ I ever got. 
Freddie Stauss and I were building 
a play house, and the boat came. 
We had a nickel or something to 
spend so Freddie and I went and 
got what we wanted off the boat. 
Dad saw us on the boat, but they 
were busy buying groceries. You 
could buy groceries, clothes, and 
yardage goods – everything. When 
we spent our money, we went back 
on the plank to our play house. We 
could have fallen in the river. They 
looked for us and the boat wouldn’t 
go on until they found us. Dad just 
took me by the hand and said, “you 
will never do that again.” We didn’t 
think we had done anything wrong, 
but he laid me across that cellar 
door and switched my legs. And 
that’s the only time.

Dad couldn’t go into the fields 
unless somebody was there at 
the house with Mama. That’s why 
Lucille stayed home. On a north 
windy day you would always find 
them in the sun alongside the 
barn. One time the north wind was 
blowing like mad and the chimney 
flue caught on fire up on top of the 
house. Lucille got Mama out to the 
front fence and had her hang onto 
the fence. Then Lucille went out in 
the field and got Dad and Charlie 
and they put the fire out.
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GRAYCE REISCHE LEONARD
I was six when my mother had a 
stroke after having the flu. She was 
paralyzed on her right side and lost 
the ability to speak. She needed a 
cane to walk. Mother died when I 
was 17. Dad tried to be there for us. 
I must say he was really wonderful, 
and I would say he was BOTH 
mother and father to us.

There are many happy memories I 
have of him such as coming home 
from church on Sunday. Dad didn’t 
go with us but stayed home and 
fixed dinner. We had chicken pie 
with hot biscuits. He used the time 
that we were all at church to take 
a bath and shave. Sometimes he 
would shave off his moustache and 
try to scare us. After dinner we 
would walk along the levee or out 
in the field where the cows, horses 
and pigs were. Just to walk with him 
was nice.  

After Mother had the stroke, Dad 
always prepared breakfast for all 
the family. The menu was fried 
eggs, hash brown potatoes, bacon, 
and hot biscuits. A treat was hot 
water with cream until we were old 
enough to have coffee.

I married Noyd Leonard in 1932. 
We had two children, Noydena and 
Leonard. During World War II, 
Noyd was in the Army, and the two 
children and I went to live with Dad 
and Berniece on the ranch. I was 
always glad that my children got to 
be with and come to know Dad so 
well. They loved and respected him 
so much. My sister, Berniece, who 
never married, lived on the ranch 
where she kept house for Dad. She 
had a big influence on Noydena 

and Leonard too. She was a good 
disciplinarian, kept a nice house, 
and was such a good cook.

JEAN DEMATTOS
Grandpa was a kindly man with 
enough love for all his family. 
People came from far and near to 
honor him on his birthday. So many 
came that the picnic had to be held 
in a park, always as near to August 
9th as possible. Grandpa always 
dressed in slacks, a white shirt, and 
soft slippers.

Friday night was show night in 
Colusa. A 10-cent ticket was a real 
treat and we had to take turns 
going. Foggy nights were a real 
challenge to keep Grandpa on the 
levee road. We even had to ride on 
the hood or front fender to show 
him the way.

There was always a string of cows 
to be milked. Grandpa used a one-
legged stool, belted around his 
waist, and a shiny milk bucket. He 
always had a talking conversation 
with each “bossy.” This made the 
barn a cozy place to be on a cold 
evening. A cup of warm milk, right 
out of the cow, in a tin cup was a 
real treat.

On Christmas Eve Dad would take 
all of us to the ranch to get milk. 
We would know that when we got 
home, Santa Claus would have been 
to our house.

How do I remember Grandpa? 
He was a handsome, gentle man 
who raised a family alone and gave 
each of them (and us) a faith in 
the goodness of mankind and the 
desire to work and make the most of 
our potential. Grandpa was a good 

MILKING STOOL. THE SEAT WAS BELTED AROUND 
THE MILKER’S WAIST. THERE IS A SINGLE LEG ON 
A SWIVEL ON THE BACK OF THE SEAT. YOUR LEGS 
PROVIDED THE 2ND AND 3RD STOOL LEGS WHEN 
YOU SAT DOWN. YOUR HANDS WERE FREE TO 
CARRY THE MILK PAIL FROM COW TO COW. THIS IS 
ON DISPLAY AT THE BARN EXHIBIT IN THE SUTTER 
COUNTY MUSEUM.
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listener, and I never heard him raise 
his voice in anger, criticize anyone, 
or deny any of us a word of praise 
and/or encouragement.  

JOHN VORIECE REISCHE
I will always remember the qualities 
of Grandpa that made him an 
outstanding man, in my mind, as 
well as a citizen of the Meridian 
community. His attributes and 
high principles of love, honesty, 
modesty, generosity, kindness, 

and understanding have always 
placed him in a special place in my 
memories. These qualities have 
often given me inspiration for living 
a positive life.

Trips to “Den Dolly” were make 
believe walks down the levee to 
the pear tree as a release of the 
monotony and something to help 
pass the time with Grandpa at the 
ranch. The trip was always a time 
to talk about many things. As a wee 
youngster, I always begged to be able 

to drive the horses to and from the 
hay fields. This was usually allowed 
on the straight drives, as taking 
turns was risky with a wagon full of 
hay. There was always a feeling of 
exhilaration and importance when 
I was allowed to drive the horses, 
even though they did most of their 
own driving.

In 1950, Grandpa and I took a trip 
to Illinois to visit his brothers, 
sisters, and their children. This was 
a happy occasion for both of us, but 
particularly for me. I had Grandpa 
to myself during this time, and we 
learned to know each other very 
well. I was a young adult and had 
been away and involved in World 
War II. So our conversations were 
of adult subjects. His conservative 
foundations gave me a lot to ponder 
for many years after our trip.

3RD, 4TH, AND 5TH GRADES, MERIDIAN GRAMMAR 
SCHOOL, CIRCA 1930. JOHN REISCHE IS AT THE FAR 
RIGHT OF THE BOTTOM ROW. ANN REISCHE IS THE 
7TH FROM THE RIGHT, SECOND ROW FROM THE TOP.

4TH AND 5TH GRADES, MERIDIAN GRAMMAR 
SCHOOL, 1928.  JEAN REISCHE (DEMATTOS) IS 
IN THE 2ND ROW FROM THE TOP, 2ND FROM THE 
LEFT; ANN REISCHE (BIGGS) IS IN THE THIRD ROW 
FROM THE TOP, 4TH FROM THE LEFT.
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ANN BIGGS
When Grandpa heard I was pregnant, 
he asked me if we had a son, could 
we name him after him. He said of all 
his children and grandchildren, none 
carried his name. Therefore, when 
Jack was born, he was named Jack 
Frederick. Grandpa was so pleased! 
He told us many times how proud we 
had made him.

Grandpa would always take several 
of us up on the levee (when the road 
was still alongside the river) for a 
walk. We would always ask where 
we were going. Grandpa would 
always reply, “just down the levee 
to Dandelly.” We would go down 
to Auntie Thall’s house and back. 
Today, if J. R. and I take a ride to no 
place in particular, we always go to 
“Dandelly.”

SUSAN REISCHE TREXLER
I remember choosing who would go 
to the movies on Friday night. It was 
not just the movie, but staying all 
night and sharing the fried potatoes, 
biscuits, and gravy the next day for 
breakfast.

Grandpa always slept on the back 
porch, even in the winter.  

So many years have gone by now, 
and I am a 75-year-old. I know 
others have written about things 
I have forgotten about. He was a 
very special man, a very special 
grandfather. He was always caring, 
never shouting, always hugging and 
sharing. And I loved him dearly.

LORETTA BRUGGMAN
My memories of Grandpa always 
included Aunt Berniece. As a child, 
Grandpa and Berniece always 
brought our family Christmas 

presents. On other holidays, they 
brought baked goodies, milk, 
eggs, and oranges. I always looked 
forward to their visits. Mama and 
the kids used to walk from Colusa to 
the ranch, and Grandpa would give 
us a ride home.

I spent almost every summer on 
the ranch for at least two weeks. 
I helped gather the eggs, drank 
fresh milk that Grandpa and Uncle 
Charley would squirt in our mouths 
while milking the cows. They tried 
to teach us to milk a cow, but no 
luck with me.  

Grandpa would catch us climbing 
on the hay in the barn. We also 
rode the pigs, but he didn’t always 
know about that. I remember sliding 
down the cellar door, getting slivers 
where it hurt the most, and Grandpa 
removing them.

Every Friday night was a treat – we 
would go to Colusa to the theater. 
Grandpa just loved cowboy movies 
– Tom Mix, Roy Rogers, and many, 
many more.

CAROL RAY TREXLER
I don’t know how far back some of 
these memories go as he was always 
there, stable, loving, patient, and 
understanding. He always made me 
feel special and important. He took 
the time to give me an appreciation 
of life, the ranch, his love of the 
land and his family. Of course, I 
came into his life many years after 
his many trials and tribulations 
with his children, money, and 
especially Grandma Reische and her 
unfortunate illness.

As a small girl, I remember spending 
the days at the ranch following him 

around while he did the chores. A 
special treat was riding with him on 
the harvester while it cut the barley. 
I was fascinated watching him sew 
closed a barley sack. He was quick 
and efficient with his big needle.  

Staying overnight was a special 
treat. I would jump up in the 
morning and run into the kitchen 
where it was warm. Then came the 
breakfast of the Gods – hash brown 
potatoes fried in lard, two or three 
slices of home cured bacon, and 
two large ranch eggs. He always 
cooked it, and to this day, hash 
brown potatoes have never met his 
standards.

As I grew older, Friday nights 
became a ritual. Grandpa so loved 
the western movies shown in 
Colusa. Laverne and I went with 
him, and later when he could no 
longer drive, Verne drove. I’ve heard 
many of us share this memory of the 
Friday night movies in Colusa.

NOYDENA LEONARD BRIX
My mother, Grayce Reische Leonard, 
was the 7th child of Frederick and 
Mattie Reische. In 1941, my father 
was drafted into the U.S. Army, and 
my mother, brother Leonard, and I 
went to live with Grandpa Reische 
on the farm outside Meridian. We 
were there until 1947.

Aunt Berniece (Miecie) never 
married and kept house for Grandpa 
and cared for us all. Miecie and 
Grandpa were the warm, loving 
family that Leonard and I knew in 
our early years. My mother worked 
as a secretary in Colusa for I. G. 
Zumwalt Co. (farm implements) 
and was gone most of the day during 
the week. Daily routine on the ranch 
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centered around school and then 
after school chores or whatever 
was going on with Grandpa and/or 
Uncle Charlie. Uncle Charlie and 
Aunt Nora also lived on the ranch 
in a separate house with their son, 
Laverne. Verne, Leonard, and I 
would usually entertain ourselves. 
As we got older, the games became 
less frequent, and the chores, 
especially during walnut harvesting 
time, became more common.  

Our daily routine went something 
like this. About 6:00 a.m., Grandpa 
would get up and start the wood 
burning stove (that was also gas 
cooking). He and Miecie would 
prepare breakfast (hash browned 
potatoes, fried eggs, toast, and 
coffee). The adults would eat first, 
then Grandpa went out to milk the 
cows with Uncle Charlie. Leonard 
and I would eat breakfast and be 
ready to ride to school with the close 
neighbor, Clarice Wood, who picked 
us up at the top of the levee at 8:30 
a.m. My mother had left for work by 
then, so Miecie or Grandpa had to 
scoot us out of the door on time.

One activity that Grandpa did 
alone was collect honey from 
the beehives. On those special 
days, he would wear his “Beehive 
Outfit” – a big hat with netting 
around his face, big gloves, and 
a long sleeved jacket. He always 
wore long sleeved shirts, even in 
the summer. He loved honey and 
honeycomb, and it was intriguing 
to see if he could avoid being stung. 
He always warned us to stay away, 
but I remember getting too close. 
Fortunately, Miecie always had 
baking soda to apply to the sting.

Summer harvest time was busy as 
they brought in the wheat, barley, 
alfalfa hay, and corn for animal 
feed. One of our fun activities was 
to be able to ride the harvester and 
watch Grandpa sew sacks. As the 
grain was processed through the 
harvester, it filled the burlap sacks. 
Then Grandpa would sew them up, 
very quickly and slide them down 
the chute to the ground. They would 
be picked up in the pick-up truck 
later, which was also a prized job.  

LEN LEONARD
One of my first memories is staying 
on the ranch with my mother and 
sister, Noydena. We stayed there 
off and on until I was through the 
4th grade at the Meridian Grammar 
School. My teacher was Jean 
DeMattos.

I remember going to the theater in 
Colusa to see a good John Wayne 
western movie. Grandpa would let 
Verne drive the car after we left the 
ranch. He wasn’t really old enough 
to drive, but Grandpa let him 
anyway. Sometimes it would be so 
foggy Verne would ride on the front 
fender with a flashlight and yell 
back to Grandpa which way to turn. 
Now this may not seem too much 
of a problem on a normal road, but 
this is a levee road right next to 
the Sacramento River. There were 
normally three or four kids in the 
old 1939 black Chevy. Scary, right? 
Sometimes Patsy and Bobby would 
go with us too.

Grandpa and I used to listen to the 
Lone Ranger and Tonto on the radio. 
He would sit in his rocking chair, 
and I would sit on the floor beside 
him. You just loved being with this 

old gentleman because you knew he 
really loved you.

PATSY KAY THOMPSON
I remember him coming at noon 
for dinner. He would come onto the 
back porch and wash his hands in 
a little enamel wash pan. Then he 
would wet his hair and comb it with 
a comb and brush he kept in a little 
wooden box under a mirror on the 
wall of the house. Then he came into 
the kitchen and took his seat at the 
table, and Berniece would bring out 
the food. I will remember the smell 
of Grandpa at the table – the smell 
of soap, wet hair, and the fields.

I remember some of the things that 
Grandpa Reische used to wear that 
were different from other people. 
He always wore a long sleeved shirt 
and when he dressed up, he would 
put on elastic arm bands. I never 
knew what these arm bands were 
for, but they were very much part of 
his outfit. He also wore felt slippers 
a lot. I knew that he had a bunion, 
but the felt slippers were a special 
piece of clothing to him. He also 
wore a vest when he dressed up and 
very often a tie.  

Grandpa Reische always slept on 
the back porch. In the summer, the 
shutters were lifted so the evening 
breezes would blow through the 
sleeping porch. And in the winter, 
the shutters were fastened down 
so the wind did not blow through. 
I remember looking at Grandpa’s 
mattress one day and seeing a dent 
in it – he must have slept in the 
same spot every night for many 
years to create this hole. And he 
had about six blankets and quilts 
on his bed. I wondered how he 
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was comfortable with that weight 
when he slept, but in the winter, he 
certainly needed them.

On the back porch, sitting on top of 
his dresser was a little cabinet with 
a single drawer and door. This was 
where his jar of salve was kept. I 
remember the smell that came from 
the cabinet every time the door was 
opened. He put it on aches and pains, 
cuts, bites, etc. He not only put it on 
himself, but on the farm animals. I 
never knew the name of the ointment 
– it was just called salve.

One of Grandpa’s regular activities 
in the winter was to clean the clock 
he kept on a shelf in the kitchen. He 
would take it down, take out all the 
parts, and put them in a pan of oil. 
Then he would clean them carefully, 
wiping off any rust and/or dirt. 
Lastly, he would put all the parts on 
a pan and put them in the oven at a 
very low heat for quite a few hours. 
When he felt they were dry enough, 
he would take the pan out, let the 
parts cool, and then reassemble the 
clock.7  

Many evenings after dinner, 
Grandpa would sit and play the 
piano and sing. He didn’t know how 
to read music, so he would chord 
out the base and pick out the tune. 
His favorite songs were Darling I Am 
Growing Old and I’ll Take You Home 
Again Kathleen. He also liked to sing 
about Barney Google and His Goo Goo 
Googly Eyes.

LAVERNE REISCHE

7  My Meridian grandfather did the same thing with clocks that weren’t keeping time.
8  Louis Reische (1879-1886).
9  Louisa Reische Hill (1856-1938) lived in West Butte. Several of her children never married and presumably lived in the 

It is hard for me to realize that he 
was not a young man (68) when 
I was born because he was always 
healthy and working. I have no 
memory of him when he was not 
in his 70s. He was an early riser, 
always ate a large breakfast (eggs, 
bacon, and fried potatoes), and still 
was out to do the milking, feeding, 
haying, planting, etc. He always 
had a vegetable garden, chickens, 
hogs, horses, and cows. He taught 
by letting you do the job he was 
teaching you like driving horses 
while hauling hay, or mowing, or 
drawing the hay into the barn. I 
think he let most of his grandkids 
drive a car at an early age. I know I 
used to drive to Colusa to see the 
show with him when I was 11 or 12 
years old. It took a couple of pillows 
for me to see, but we made it. I 
remember a couple of very foggy 
nights when I had to ride on the 
fender of the old 1934 Chevy to keep 
us on the levee road, as there was no 
white line in those days. It’s hard to 
realize he was near 80 at that time.

I also remember his poor bunioned 
feet. He always had to cut his shoes 
so he could wear them, and he often 
wore slippers. He claimed to have 
gotten the bunions while loading 
barges with grain at the Meridian 
landing. He was wearing his shoes 
too tight and pointed at that time. 
In later life, he walked almost every 
day, out across his fields. And he 
always carried a hoe.

I remember him playing Odd or 
Even with me while resting in 

his front yard. We used the small 
oranges that had dropped off the 
trees to play the game. He also 
taught me a couple of number 
puzzles that I still use with my 
grandchildren. He used to sing little 
ditties, which all of us learned.  

Grandpa liked to do things his way 
but was a diplomat about it. He used 
to tell my dad, “Let’s do it this way, 
and if it doesn’t work, we can try 
your way.”

Grandpa liked to argue, especially 
with his sons-in-law. I think he 
picked whatever side they didn’t like 
just so he could argue with them.

When he was a child, he told me he 
cut his knee with an axe. Someone 
plastered it with fresh manure to 
stop the bleeding. Looks to me like 
that should have killed him.

Grandpa was very touched by the 
death of his nephew, the oldest 
son of Sam Reische.8 He died in 
Grandpa’s arms of diphtheria. He 
told me of sitting with him and 
trying to help him clear his lungs.  

He drove the stage from Marysville 
to Colusa for three months. He 
went by way of Sutter, through the 
Buttes and across Moon’s Ferry. 
He did this for about three months 
during the winter.

I can remember going with him 
to visit his sister’s three children, 
the Hills of West Butte.9 We would 
also visit his brother, Sam, at his 
farm along the slough. I remember 
standing on the levee with him, near 
Sam’s house, the afternoon before 
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the levee broke in 1940. It seemed 
to me that the water was very high 
on the levee that day. The levee 
broke early the next morning about 
½ mile down the river.

Grandpa was not a religious person, 
but I never heard him take the 
Lord’s name in vain. He liked to 
“discuss” religious matters with any 
preacher who came by. The only 
swear word I can remember him 
saying was “shit,” and that was rare.

I have known only a few men 
who were as kind and gentle 
with children. He loved all of his 
children, and his grandchildren. He 
was honest, courageous, and was 
looked up to by all who knew him, 
even those who didn’t always agree 
with him.  

You will notice that most everything 
I have to say about this man has 
been good. That is because that is 
the way I have always seen him. He 
always encouraged me in everything 
I did, was first to take my side if he 
thought I was right, and told me so 
if he thought I was wrong. Many 
of his children probably thought 
he was too permissive with his 
grandchildren, but we kids didn’t 
think that at all.

CLIFFORD MCVEY
I remember when I was very 
young, Grandpa would get up every 
morning at 4:30 or 5:00, get dressed 
and build the fire in the wood stove, 
and put on the coffee pot. Then he 
would go out, get the cows, and get 

family home.

10	The Star was an American automobile assembled by the Durant Motors Company between 1922 and 1928. Also known as 	
	 the Star Car, it was created as a competitor against the Ford Model T and Chevrolet.
11	Cortez Square Park.

them ready for milking. He would 
come back in and start breakfast – 
fried potatoes, sausage or bacon, 
biscuits, and sometimes gravy. He 
always had three or four eggs. That 
was breakfast every morning. Then 
he’d go out and milk the cows – him 
and Charlie. Then they’d start their 
daily work going out into the fields 
and what not.

Grandpa Reische always had a bunch 
of hogs. He’d go out and feed them. 
He had about five or six barrels out 
there, and they’d fill them full of 
barley and water and let them sit 
for about two weeks and then feed 
it to the hogs. By then, the barley 
was fermented pretty good – almost 
alcohol – and those pigs really liked 
that barley.  

Of course on Friday nights, we 
always had to go to Colusa to the 
cowboy shows. Berniece just hated 
that. She didn’t like those movies 
one bit, but she always had to go. 
Grandpa would drag her along. That 
was one of his favorite things – to go 
to those shows on Friday night.

On Sundays, Berniece went to 
church and Grandpa took his bath. 
Berniece would come home from 
church and generally bring a big 
hunk of ice. Grandpa would make a 
big freezer of ice cream. He did that 
nearly every Sunday. Charlie really 
liked ice cream, and they didn’t give 
him a dish –  he got a big bowl.

Grandpa always had a big garden 
and an orchard out there with  
 

peaches, pears, and apples. They 
canned every year. Whatever was 
left that they couldn’t can, he had a 
place to the south of the house, and 
he’d put different fruit up there and 
he dried it. Then in the winter, he’d 
eat that fruit. That was one of his 
favorite things. 

About once a month, on Saturday, 
Grandpa would get the old Star10 
out for a trip to Marysville.  He’d 
get a rag, put a little oil on it, and 
wipe the old car off. They went into 
town to get flour, sugar, and all the 
necessities. They grew most of their 
food. Marysville was quite a town. 
They had street cars, and I can 
remember big stores. That was quite 
a treat. They would go around noon 
and go to a Chinese market and buy 
cheese, sliced ham, and some bread. 
We’d go to the park, I think it was 
on C Street.11 Berniece, Grayce, 
Grandpa, and I would have lunch 
there in the park. Then everyone 
would go their own way. About 2:00 
we’d go back to the Chinese market 
and buy our groceries. Grandpa 
loved cheese, and he had to have a 
big wedge of cheese all the time. He 
didn’t like milk. After we’d get our 
groceries, we’d come home and that 
was the treat for the month – we’d 
all get to go to Marysville.

In those days, neighbor helped 
neighbor. They were down at Auntie 
Thall’s helping her or up to Lester 
Woods helping him. The neighbors 
were always over helping Grandpa 
and Uncle Charlie. You had to do 
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that in those days. You didn’t have a 
lot of equipment to work with, and 
everything you did was work. It was 
hard work. I remember Grandpa, I 
believe he was 89 or 90 years old, 
out there running that tractor in the 
spring getting ready to plant barley. 

Monday morning Grandpa got up 
and he put a big brass kettle – kind 
of an odd-shaped, oblong-shaped 
kettle. He put that on the stove. It 
must have held ten gallons of water. 
He’d build a fire in the old wood 
stove, and it got pretty hot in there 
in the summer. Monday was wash 
day. Grandpa would get that water 
to boil. He would do his chores, 
and then he’d come in and help 
Berniece. They’d get out there and 
they always had a bar of lye soap, 
and Grandpa would get out his knife 
and shave the soap in that hot water. 
It took them to noon to do the wash, 
and Grandpa was always there to 
help Berniece.

I remember one day when Grandpa 
and I were at the house alone. A 
hobo came to the door and asked 
Grandpa if he could do some work 
for something to eat. Grandpa told 
him to sit down, and he fried up 
a couple of potatoes, some eggs, 
and some ham or sausage. He gave 
the guy the meal and some bread. 
The hobo ate that right up – he was 
really hungry. When he got through 
he thanked Grandpa repeatedly, 
and Grandpa said, “just a minute,” 
and fixed up a little sack of food 
for that man. You know, Grandpa 
had a heart of gold. I never saw him 
turn anybody away. Every hobo or 
anybody that came to the door and 
said they were hungry, Grandpa 

always fixed them something to 
eat. And if he didn’t, Berniece did. 
He never made them do anything. 
He said they were poor people and 
they couldn’t afford to buy food and 
they probably didn’t have any work 
because there wasn’t any work. That 
was about 1928-29, and things were 
really tough.

I remember Grandma Reische. She 
was crippled and couldn’t talk. She 
could make sounds, but she couldn’t 
talk, and she would always come in 
the kitchen. She had this rocking 
chair, and she’d sit in that chair and 
she’d rock. She always had a little 
pocket, and she always kept little 
candy suckers in there. She liked 
candy. And I was always trying to get 
around Grandma and reach down 
there in her pocket and get a piece 
of candy. She would always holler at 
me and make this sound and try to 
slap my hand. Then she’d smile at 
me and reach in her pocket and give 
me a little piece of candy. Grandpa 
was so kind to her. He’d come in and 
help her. At night when she had to 
go to bed, he’d take her in there and 
put her to bed, and he was always 
waiting on her.

_____________________________

I think Laverne Reische 
eloquently described his 
grandfather:  

Grandpa was never a rich man 
as regards money, but I never 
heard him complain. He was 
given a hard row in life with 
a wife who was ill and seven 
children to care for. Even 
though I was not there to 
witness that part of his life, I 
have never heard reports that 
would suggest that he felt that 
he was imposed upon by all of 
his problems or that they were 
anything but a part of life. I 
think what speaks best for him 
is that I never heard any of his 
children or his grandchildren 
speak badly about him. In fact, 
almost everyone has/had very 
fond memories of our father/
grandfather. 

With all the family’s memories 
written down or recorded, 
the Reische family has a gift 
that will last for generations 
– memories of Fred Reische 
and what it was like to grow 
up in the first half of the 20th 
century. With a little effort, 
you could create a personal 
or family history that will 
celebrate your family and give 
generations to come an idea 
of what it was like living in the 
21st century.
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Dr. William McMurtry: 
North Butte Pioneer
by Honora Laney and Carol Withington

Editor’s note: Decades apart, Honora 
Laney and Carol Withington composed 
biographies of Dr. William McMurtry. 
We have combined elements from both 
to paint a picture of an early Sutter 
County resident. 

DR. WILLIAM MCMURTRY, IMAGE TAKEN FROM 
GROUP IMAGE OF THE MARYSVILLE SOCIETY OF 
CALIFORNIA PIONEERS C. 1880. PHOTOGRAPH BY 
J. J. REILLY.

On September 23, 1849, a company 
of men from the city of Boston 
arrived in Nevada County and 
immediately built four cabins on 
the south side of a ravine where 
they spent the winter. The Rev. 
H. Cummings headed this group 
of miners, and diggings started 
soon after their arrival. This ravine 
became quite profitable. According 
to records, within six years, several 
placers yielded nearly $4 million.

By the fall of 1850, a number of 
other settlers arrived. Shortly 
thereafter, Jules Rossiere opened 
a store, laying the foundation of 
the flourishing trade this new 
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community, appropriately named 
Boston Ravine, was beginning to 
enjoy.

For two years, this community 
continued to thrive. Even the 
nearby, encroaching settlement 
of Grass Valley could not 
overtake Boston Ravine. More 
and more miners arrived daily, 
and with additional buildings to 
accommodate them, Boston Ravine 
quickly assumed the appearance of 
a “bustling little community.”

By the spring of 1851, a hotel and 
restaurant, known as the Gold 
Hill Exchange, was opened by Dr. 
William McMurtry, an enterprising, 
energetic Kentuckian who was to 
become in time a prominent resident 
at North Butte in Sutter County.

McMurtry was born in Mercer 
County, Kentucky. At the age of 
20, he began practicing medicine, 
which was to become just one of 
the many professions he engaged in 
throughout his lifetime.

McMurtry purchased a farm near 
Elizabethtown, Kentucky. He 
built a sawmill there along with 
a racetrack. He also raised fine 
horses; however, this new venture 
did not prove successful, so 

McMurtry returned to his medical 
practice near Louisville. Misfortune 
continued to plague him, for his 
health became impaired by malaria, 
and his patients, being quite poor, 
were unable to pay their bills.

In 1830, he married the former 
Sarah Van Anglen, a native of New 
Jersey, and through this union, they 
had five children: John, Cynthia, 
Sara, Louis, and Junius.

With a continuing determination 
to try his fortune, McMurtry and 
his 18-year-old son John traveled to 
St. Joseph, Missouri and purchased 
four yokes of oxen and a covered 
wagon and in April of 1849 headed 
for the goldfields of California.

They headed west following the 
Platte River out to Ft. Laramie, 
across the Rockies to Ft. Bridger, 
across South Pass and down into 
the Utah territory, past the Great 
Salt Lake and into Nevada Territory. 
Turning north across the Humboldt 
to Honey Lake in eastern California, 
they then followed the Feather 
River to Oroville.

They decided to try their luck in 
the gold regions near Grass Valley, 
but it was October and early rains 
turned roads into a quagmire. They 

decided to spend the winter at 
Lawson’s Ranch south of Oroville, 
erecting a cabin about ten miles 
below the mouth of Deer Creek. 

By February of 1850, they were able 
to reach Long Bar in Yuba County 
where McMurtry and his son did 
some mining. Their profit, however, 
came from buying cattle from poor 
immigrants, fattening them up, and 
selling them for triple the price. This 
money was invested in the Gold 
Hill Exchange at Boston Ravine. In 
the spring of 1851, leaving son John 
in Grass Valley, McMurtry rented 
out the restaurant and returned 
to Kentucky for the remainder of 
his family. For the return trip, he 
sailed from San Francisco, crossed 
the Isthmus, boarded another boat 
for New Orleans, then back up the 
Mississippi to Big Springs, Kentucky.

The McMurtrys followed the same 
route as the first trip, except he 
decided to strike west across the 
Truckee Desert to the mouth of the 
Truckee River. They rested for a 
few days at the end of September, 
but October 1st brought snow, and 
mindful of the fate of the Donner 
Party, they hastened across the 
Sierra to Grass Valley. 
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A family letter survives from Dr. McMurtry’s brother-in-law dated October 4, 1852:

Dear Sister:
We have received three letters from you and Cynthia McMurtry since you left Harrodsburg, one 
from St. Louis, one from Independence, and one from the camp 60 miles from Laramie dated July 
17, 1852. Lewis McMurtry showed me a letter he got a day or two ago from your son, John, in which 
he stated that he had heard that you and family are in a few days journey of Centerville. I hope that 
you have all got in safe and well. Lewis stated that John’s letter contained a draft directed to him. 
Cynthia’s description of your outfit, your mode of traveling, etc. is very graphic and interesting, and 
I half envy your trip (although I have no doubt that you had a fatiguing journey). Still after all your 
difficulties, if you are satisfied with California, it will repay you for your risk and labor.

I suppose you have seen sublime and picturesque scenery on your route. You have viewed Indians, 
buffaloes, and other wild beasts. You have thought of deserts of Arabia, and the long, long caravans 
stretching over the dreary wastes, but you have had many an oasis on your route. Still after the first 
few days, the excitement of camping, cooking, and starting in the morning somewhat subsided and 
maybe (I do not know, however, it might have been a more dreary travel than I imagined – yet on 
your journey, there has been no doubt a great variety).  When I was in New York, I saw the California 
Steamer go out crowded with passengers and the ladies fair waved their white kerchiefs to the 
breeze and bid adieu to friends on the shore...

The McMurtrys stayed in Grass 
Valley until 1854, but in November 
of 1852, Dr. McMurtry made the 
first improvements on holdings 
he staked out near the north end 
of the Buttes by fencing property 
and putting hogs on it. It is 

assumed he took a 160-acre tract 
as a homestead, but there is no 
record of it. By 1854, because of his 
tendency to be generous to hard-up 
immigrants and busted miners, he 
ended up “dead broke.” All of his 
energy went to raising chickens and 

hogs on his property at North Butte. 
At the close of the year, the doctor 
found himself with a $1,000 profit.

In December 1854, Sarah McMurtry 
recorded a declaration of “sole 
trader” as follows: 

I, Sarah M. McMurtry, wife of William McMurtry of the County of Sutter, in pursuance of the Sole 
Trader Act, an act to authorize married women to transact business in their own name as sole traders, 
passed April 12, 1852 (do declare that I am in) the business of the dairy, raising of stock of all 
descriptions:  to wit; cattle, horses, hogs, sheep, and poultry, and the making of hay. I further declare 
that the sum invested does not exceed five thousand dollars.

								        Signed – Sarah M. McMurtry

The first deeding of land recorded to 
the McMurtry family involves Sarah 
– a patent for the year 1861 from 
the U.S. Government for 40 acres. 
During the ensuing years, McMurtry 
continued his medical practice and 
also began raising sheep. By the late 
1870s, he had acquired more than 
2,700 acres of land located at North 
Butte on which a home was erected.

The ranch, abundantly dotted with 
white oaks and “glossy-leafed” live 
oaks, was given the name of “Butte 
Sylvania.” Although some of the 
acreage was rented for farming 

purposes, much of the land was 
devoted to the raising of wheat.

In 1868, McMurtry donated his 
land for a school site. A one-room 
schoolhouse was erected and served 
the Butte Sylvania District, which 
was later included in the North 
Butte District.

Sarah McMurtry died at age 72 in 
September 1882. She was a popular 
resident, as it was noted in her 
obituary that “she was followed to 
her grave by forty-three carriages” 
and “her friends were legion.” A 

few years later, McMurtry married 
his sister-in-law Cynthia Van 
Anglen, and the family moved to 
Oakland. On March 6, 1892, word 
was received in the local area that 
Dr. McMurtry had died. The funeral 
took place at his former residence at 
North Butte where, at age 89, he was 
buried alongside Sarah.

A large monument in a family plot 
was later erected. Made of marble, 
this monument can still be viewed 
in the North Butte Cemetery as a 
lasting tribute to these enterprising 
Sutter County pioneers.
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African American Miners
By Carol Withington

When African Americans arrived in 
California during the Gold Rush, 
success in the mines also meant 
success on a different level. The 
possibility of success in mining 
opened the doors to purchasing not 
only their freedom, but freedom for 
their families as well. In addition, 
proceeds from diggings assisted 
these miners in pursuing their 
dreams, despite the many struggles 
that lay ahead.

Delilah Beasley, author of The Negro 
Trail Blazers of California, conducted 
interviews with African American 
miners and was often told that 
although they were not protected 
under California law, white miners 
were often “fair and kind” to them. 
This could mean the difference 
between success and failure when 
excluded from legal protection.1

SWEET VENGEANCE MINE
In 1848, a group of African 
American miners organized a 
company and worked a claim in 
Browns Valley. The miners included 
Gabriel Simms, James Cousins, 
M. McGowan, Abraham Freeman 

1	  The Fugitive Slave Act, both Federal and state versions, endangered the freedom 
of all African Americans who could not produce papers proving their free status. 
In California, an African American could not testify in a court of law, which 
meant that any crime committed against them had to be witnessed by a white 
person who could testify on their behalf. Attempts to change this law began in 
1852, and the right of testimony in civil and criminal cases was one of the main 
concerns of the First Colored Convention in 1855. The law was not overturned 
until 1863.

Holland, Edward Duplex, and Fritz 
Vosburg. By naming their mine 
“Sweet Vengeance,” it appears they 
hoped to prove to everyone that 
they were more than capable of 
achieving success. And to this end, 
they reached their goal.

By the time the mine closed in 1854, 
each had become wealthy enough 
to either accumulate property, 
establish their own businesses, 
or pay for their freedom and the 
freedom for other family members. 
But best of all, one of them would 
become a Civil Rights leader.

ACCOMPLISHMENTS
Gabriel Simms, a native of Virginia, 
was able to open the Franklin 
Hotel on First Street in Marysville 
with his proceeds. The hotel was 
situated near a “cluster” of other 
African American businesses. James 
Cousins, an Ohio native, worked 
as a barber on D Street. He was 
able to purchase the freedom of 
several relatives and bring them to 
California due to monies received 
from the Sweet Vengeance Mine. 
Abraham Freeman Holland also 
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purchased freedom for his family 
and reportedly made a fortune from 
the mine. He was credited with 
assisting fellow miner Fritz Vosburg 
in a fight with claim jumpers.

Fritz Vosburg, a native of 
Pennsylvania, also worked as 
a barber on D Street. With his 
proceeds from the Sweet Vengeance 
Mine, he organized a company 
with James Riker, and together 
they manufactured “Coconut Oil 
Soap” in San Francisco. Vosburg 
was also manager of the Phillips and 
Company Public Bathhouse in San 
Francisco.

In addition to his many business 
pursuits, Fritz Vosburg was a Yuba 
County delegate to the 1856 State 
Convention of Colored Citizens 
along with M. J. Brown and George 
Symes.

One successful miner would use 
a portion of his proceeds in a 
leadership capacity, which would 
represent not only Yuba County, 
but Northern California in a 
continued fight for rights. By the 
last half of the 1850s, Edward 
Duplex, a native of Connecticut, 
emerged as one of the most 
important members of the African 
American leadership outside of San 
Francisco. He was a Yuba County 
representative at the first California 
Colored Citizens State Convention 
in 1855, where he was selected 
to become part of the exclusive 
Executive Committee.

According to Delilah Beasley, 
the activities of the Executive 
Committee were part of the 
Underground Railroad. The 
Committee also assisted fugitives 

in many ways. Whenever possible, 
the Committee provided temporary 
lodging, purchased food and 
medicine, located jobs, or provided 
small amounts of money, as well 
as offered legal protection against 
kidnappers.

A secret system of codes was 
created. As there were no telegraph 
or rapid mail systems during those 
years, the African American barbers 
proved the ideal course of action 
for communicating. In Marysville 
alone, there were over twenty 
barbers not including Duplex’s own 
establishments, along with one in 
Yuba City and one in Wheatland.

These coded messages were relayed 
around the State and by inland 
waterways – the main highways of 
the day. One can only speculate the 
possible role that Marysville played 
during that time regarding the 
Underground Railroad under the 
leadership of Edward Duplex. But 
this would be the first step – there 
were still many hurdles for African 
Americans to overcome.

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.
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Memorials & Gifts
November 2022 - February 15, 2023

In Memory of Joan “Joni” Adams
Kelly Gash 
Phyllis Smith
Carol & Roger Withington

In Memory of Gordon Bordsen
	 Alice Chesini

In Memory of Mark Breeding
	 Sharyl Simmons 
	 Phyllis Smith

Julie Stark

In Memory of Beverly Carlson
	 Sharyl Simmons

In Memory of Mary Spilman Crane
	 Stanley Crane

In Memory of Robert Ettl
	 Alice Chesini

In Memory of Robert Hall 
	 James Staas

In Memory of Betsy Lee
	 Sharyl Simmons

In Memory of Tom Pfeffer
	 Julie Stark

In Memory of Tim Rudge
	 Nadine Mitchum 
	 Sharyl Simmons

In Memory of Norma Sanborn
	 Alice Chesini

In Memory of Gary Tindel
	 James Staas

In Honor of Debbie & Mike Reid
	 Molly Bloom & Nick Lashway

In-Kind Donations
	 Jo Estes
	 John LaBouyer
	 Donna & Barry McMaster

Outright Gift
American Association of  
   University Women
Joe & Ludel Bouchard
Dianna Ceballos
Alice Chesini
Janice Deaton

	 Diane Hilbert
	 Brett & Kelly Meyer
	 Modern Woodmen of America
	 Larry Murray
	 Suzanne & William Nakashima
	 Loadel Piner
	 Randolph & Barbara Schnabel
	 Soroptimist International  
	    Marysville-Yuba City
	 Gabriela Wackerli
	 Thomas P. Winn Foundation
	 Yuba-Sutter-Colusa United Way
Patio Paver
	 Shiela Messick

Trees & Traditions Donations  
Ray & Karen Brooks 
Manny Cardoza
City of Yuba City
Russ & Donna Clark
Colusa Rice Company
Cordi Winery
Babs Cotter
Marika Garcia & Christopher 
Holmes
Scott & Barbara Hankins
Vern & Phyllis Hill
Randie & Doug Marr
Zachary & Amber Milner
New Earth Market
Pearl Guys
Pizazz Party Rental
Plumas Bank
Debrah & Mike Reid
Todd & Jennifer Retzloff
Patrick & Wendy Rosales
Rotary Club of Yuba City
San Francisco Giants
Margit Sands
Sapphire Marketing Group
Charles Smith & Linda Plummer
Steven Smith
Sunsweet Growers
Sutter Buttes Regional Land Trust
Sutter Orchard Supply
Takeda Pharmaceuticals
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New and Renewing Members 
November 2022 - February 15, 2023

Allen County Public Library
Bancroft Library Acquisitions
Tim & Linda Beilby
Molly Bloom & Nick Lashway
Joe & Ludel Bouchard
Ray & Karen Brooks
Carolyn Brown
Ma’Carry Cairo
Dianna Ceballos
Alice Chesini
Jim & Jayedene Chesini
Francis Coats
Nance Contreras
Roland & Roberta D’Arcy
David and Sandy Davini
Hollis Day
Teresa Day
Janice Deaton
Michael Dockrey
Teeann Duncan
Gene Erfle
Stacey Erickson Faragher
David & Judi Freiler
Carmen Frye
Mary Ann & John Frye
Marika Garcia & Christopher 
Holmes
Scott & Barbara Hankins
Kimberly Heisch
Walter Helm
Allen & Kathe Herr
Robert Inman
Steve, Patricia & Gretchen Justus
Anthony & Joan Kurlan
Virginia & James McElroy
Meriam Library Acquisitions
Judy & Wayne Meyer
Middle Mountain Interpretive Hikes
Nadine Mitchum
Lila Mora

Larry Murray
Suzanne & William Nakashima
Mary Lou Naughton
Joann Nixon
Thea & Carl Norum
Lee Roy & Sarah Pryor 
Debrah & Mike Reid
Nancy Uriz Sallee
Jeanne Schultz
Micah Shaneyfelt
Carmen Smith
Charles Smith & Linda Plummer
Keith & Vera Smith
Julie Stark
Lynne Takahashi
Craig & Maureen Tarke
Michelle Uzelac
Gabriela Wackerli
Jon & Susan Whiteman
Dennis Wilson
Rose Marie Wood

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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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.

Basic*	 $35
Basic Plus*	 $60
Bronze**	 $100
Silver**	 $250
Gold**	 $500
Harter Circle**	 $1000

Business Basic***	 $250
Business Basic Plus***	 $500
Business Sustaining***	 $1000
All Business Memberships include  
Basic benefits as well. 

BERNIECE
BISCUITS
CHORES
CUCUMBER
DANDELLY
FAMILY
FARMER
GRANDCHILDREN
HARVEST
HISTORY
HOBO
HONEY
INFLUENZA
MERIDIAN
OHLEYER
REISCHE
RIVER
STAGECOACH
SWITCH
WESTERNS

Puzzling

Membership Levels Business Levels

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.

*$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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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!


