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The Beginning 

Rules:  

1. The name of the Home shall be, The I. O. O. F. Orphan s Home of California.

  
2. The object of the Home shall be to take under its sheltering care homeless and 
otherwise dependent orphan and half-orphan children of  the Order and provide them 
with a home maintenance and education during the period of their dependence.  

3. The I. O. O. F. Orphan s Home of California is established by the Rebekah Assembly 
under a resolution adopted in May 1896.  

6. The Board of Trustees shall have full power to regulate the affairs of the Home, to 
make such rules for the same and elect or appoint such person as officers and assistants as 
shall be required.  

15. The Home shall be under the direct supervision and charge of a Superintendent or 
Matron who shall be elected be the Board of Trustees.  

16. The Superintendent or Matron shall reside at the Home.  

18. Each child admitted to the Home is expected to come with at least one change of 
clothing.  

21. When children shall became residents of the Home, they shall be regarded as 
belonging to the Home.  

22. The object will be to teach every child to be industrious and self-reliant and to place 
within his or her reach some tangible means of support; and each child will be expected 
and required to perform his share of the work of the Home.  

23. The Trustees may place a child in individual homes as such are found to admit them.  

Special Rules  

1. No child resident of the Home shall be allowed to use tobacco or intoxicating liquors 
in any form.   

2. Each and every child be required to observe the Sabbath, to attend Sabbath school and 
to learn some form of prayer.  

11.  Our country s flag shall float over our Orphans Home on all fair days.  

12. A fire drill shall be had at least once a month.  



       
Introduction   

The legal name for the home in Gilroy was the I. O. O. F. Orphan s Home.  In 
using the name the children as well as those in charge always used the name I. O. O. F. 
Children s Home.  They never thought of themselves as orphans or institutionalized, but 
as part of an extended family.  

One of the parents had to be a member of the IOOF or Rebekah Lodge.  Each 
child had been raised in a conventional home and unfortunately had lost one or both of 
the parents.  Take a look down memory lane and find that these were a great group of 
individuals who lived in the Home.   

They had chores and took care of the animals.  The boys and girls had to make 
their beds, dress, clean up, and be on time for meals and activities.  Each Sunday they 
walked through town to Sunday School.  Each child had pride in the Home and in one s 
self.  Everyone worked together.  The children in the Home had a sense of security, well-
being and self-worth.      

This book is about memorable stories by some these who lived in the Home.  In 
our search we found a story by Alice, when she was in the Home 1899-1902.  We are 
grateful to her and the other ones who took the time to write of their experiences about 
living at the home in Gilroy.    

The section on the alumni stories deals mainly with those who served in the 
military.  Thirty-four Home Kids served in WW I, and sixty-two served in WWII, and 
nine in Korea.  One was killed in action during WWI and two in WWII.     

I have three stories by people who never lived in the Home.  They expressed their 
feelings about the Home.    

The Rebekah New Home Building Committee was being pressured to move the 
Children s Home from Gilroy to San Jose.  On April 21, 1917, in response to the 
Committee Mr. Will F Blake, the owner of The Gilroy Advocate published the following 
editorial in the newspaper.  This editorial expressed the feeling of the town toward the 
children and the Home.   

"In all large cities where Homes and Orphanages are established the people in those 
cities look upon the children as "institutional" children.  They are not given the 
advantages of mingling or being equal with other children of their age, and will grow up 
with a feeling that they are shunned and looked down upon because they are orphans.  
In Gilroy this distinction has never been shown to the children of the Home.  Here they 
have mingled freely with the best families of the town, in our schools, churches, and at 
our little social gatherings.  All respect them and encourage the children to grow up to be 
self-respecting, useful men and women.     



  
Gilroy has always pointed with pride to the children of the Orphans' Home. 

They are the equal in manners, training, and intelligence of any in the community, but we 
believe that a great mistake has been made in removing them to an atmosphere of 
snobbishness, where they will be subject to the humiliation and insults of the caste 
system, so common in larger cities and towns."  

Second, the State Chief Children's Agent felt that the Home should stay in Gilroy. 
Part of his letter in 1920 to the Committee is as follows;  "The manner in which the 
Gilroy public welcomes the children of the Odd Fellow's Home has made them appear 
far less institutionalized than children in other orphanages.  When they are absorbed into 
a large community that has no special interest in their presence, this very delightful 
social intercourse will be denied them."  

The third is by the Secretary and Past President. Rebekah Assembly 1951.   

The IOOF Orphans' Home at Gilroy is not the usual orphanage. It is more like a 
home than an institution. Every convenience imaginable is provided for the children. In 
fact, those in residence there have better surroundings and more advantages than the 
child of the average family. Any child who desires may have musical training, and 
membership in the Home Orchestra is the worthwhile goal of many of our children.

  

During the years seven hundred children lived with our large family, some of 
them from infancy till graduation from high school; others for shorter periods. The young 
people who left this Home made places of respect and responsibility for themselves in the 
communities to which they have gone 

 

    Mary R. Rewcastle.   

Your guides on your trip down Memory Lane at the Home in Gilroy, California, 
are:  

Ray & Kitty Burgess                    
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    The Seventh Child  

In a letter dated September 11, 1979, to the alumni, Alice Miller Palmgrew said, "I 
am writing a book about my life". Her book was entitled The Seventh Child and chapter 
two is devoted to her life in the Home. Alice with her sisters Florence and Ida Bell entered 
the Home on May 7, 1899. Alice left the Home to go into foster care on January 21, 1902. 
In the 1979, letter Alice states, "she (Mrs. Bates, the foster parent) never loved me and I 
lived with them till I was nineteen". 

Ida Bell left the Home on August 21, 1905. 
Florence stayed in the Home until September 23, 1909. 
Another sister, Ruth entered the Home, January 12, 1905, and graduated in 1915.  

Chapter Two  

Mr. Raeder, the husband of the head Matron, met us at the railway station. He had 
driven over in the orphanage surrey. Aunt Aurelia alighted with me in hand, and when I 
missed a step the ever-watchful conductor waved to the engineer that a little girl had been 
hurt. I thought, "Am I that important?" My two sisters followed closely behind. Aunt 
Aurelia beckoned for them to come to the surrey and to sit in the second seat with me 
between. We were so happy as we could see the two bay horses and as they made their 
way, their manes and tails, silken and long, kept in rhythm with the 'clop-clop' of their 
hooves striking the hard dirt road.  

It wasn't long 'til we crossed the railroad track and caught a glimpse of the 
orphanage, as it lay on the edge of town. It was a large gray cumbersome building on a 
large acreage. There was a southern-style fence in front of it, and the black-iron lacy gate 
rested on a cement base.  

Mr. Raeder opened the gate for us and we followed along the cement path. There 
were border plants leading to the front steps with planter boxes on either side with beautiful 
flowering petunias in them. Mr.Raeder rang the doorbell. Two of the older girls responded 
and ushered us to the Matron's office on the left. She was tall and had dark brown eyes that 
sparkled and showed a pleasing personality. She rang for the girls' matron, Miss Schroeder. 
Miss Schroeder was a petite, little lady who ushered us to the wide-carpeted flight of stairs 
on the left that led us to the girls' dormitory. Aunt Aurelia and Mrs. Raeder had much to 
discuss. We saw a large room with many single beds, and the girls were playing with their 
dolls, their sewing baskets nearby. I was so happy as Miss Schroeder introduced us to them 
and then proceeded to show us our beds. There was a long line of clothes closets where we 
would hang our clothes, and the window boxes where we would keep our belongings. Soon 
it was noon and time for dinner.  

In the orphanage the children were regimented. I was so glad I was born with an 
understanding heart. It was easy for me to obey and, coming from a large family, it was 
also an asset to have been taught to share.    

Needless to say we were very hungry. Miss Schroeder ushered us downstairs to 
the recreation room. Here we saw the other thirty-two children. They were forming two 
lines-the boys in one and the girls in the other, with the taller ones down to the little ones.  
Mrs. Raeder held a large brass bell, the first tap upon which we marched into the dining 
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room, as one of the older girls played the march on the piano. We were shown our places at 
the table in the right age group, so I was happy my two sisters were there. At a second tap 
on the bell, we noisily pulled out our chairs and stood behind them as we repeated the 
Lord's Prayer. Then with a third tap on the bell, we sat down. There were six at each table 
so we could quietly enjoy any conversation.  

After dinner we went to our room and to our beds to rest. I fell asleep. Aunt Aurelia 
ate in the private dining room with Miss Schroeder. By turns, one of the older girls waited 
on table, which was a learning process for them.  

On awakening, I listened to their stories and learned their names. As it was near the 
end of the school year, they told us of something that was going to be fun soon-the annual 
treat of going camping to a place at the base of the Santa Cruz Mountains.  

It wasn't long 'til suppertime came, so we went down to the recreation room where 
some of the children played games, some read-there being a large selection of books to 
choose from and read. Miss Schroeder was always near to see that all was well. I knew that 
I would be happy there and at the same time helping our mother. There were still three 
children at home: Earl, Cage and Ruth with her.  

Time for bed, so Miss Schroeder led the way and again we were willing to be sure. 
The next day was Saturday. After arising, tending to our needs and going down for 
breakfast, we went up to the dormitory for Miss Schroeder to tell us three what our duties 
would be. Mine were to clean the long row of washbasins and dust the steps and banister of 
the steps leading to the hallway. These done, we were free to play and to get better 
acquainted.  

School was our next interest and it wasn't long `til vacation-time came. I was 
enrolled in the second grade, and it gave me just a little time to get a little bit acquainted 
with the other students before the term was over. I loved school, walking to and from it in a 
band, and the children were a picture of good behavior, those from the orphanage.  

One day soon after our arrival, we were playing out on the porch outside the 
dormitory and one of the older girls, Isabel Newport, asked me if I had any pins of any 
kind, and she requested me to lay them down. I was afraid they would fall between the 
cracks of the floor, but Oh No! she picked them up for her own! Thus, I had my first lesson 
in trickery. She was a braggart and would tell of her father owning such a large farm at 
Vacaville, so big a farm that it would take a man on horseback all day to ride from one end 
to the other. Her mother had passed away. The orphanage was a refuge for orphans of 
members belonging to the: Independent Order of Odd fellows.  

One of the most exciting events occurred as we were waiting for the train to pass 
one day. We saw President McKinley in his compartment, alone, and he had the palm of 
his hand resting on his face as though he was in deep thought. We could hardly wait to 
reach school and tell our teacher, Miss Beauchamp. No doubt the car was reserved for him 
and his secret service men. In Arcata a statue of him stands in the middle of the Plaza  

One Saturday, we were in the recreation room and we heard my mother's voice out 
in the hallway.  We rushed to the door and greeted her. She had come from Arcata, 
planning to live in nearby San Jose, as she wanted a warmer climate away from the sad 
memories of Arcata. It was such a joy to see her, and she remarked how we had grown and 
we all had a happy day.   
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We spent two weeks of our vacation camping, with the girls going the first 

week-then the boys the second week-Miss Schroeder was in attendance, at a camp planned 
with her guidance, in a spot at the foot of the Santa Cruz Mountains. There we played 
games, enjoyed sleeping in tents and eating outdoors. Two of the most enjoyable things 
occurring at camp were a patriotic adventure and the: annual trip to Gilroy Hot Springs.  

The patriotic adventure was as follows: The boys would go out from the camp area 
with the Star Spangled Banner, to anchor it at some high spot-then allow the girls to later 
retrieve it on their own venture. So the boys went out. When they came back, they told us 
where to look and we hurried to get our nation's flag and bring it back to camp. It was a 
hard way to go for we smaller children, climbing to the top of a ridge where the boys had 
left the flag anchored. But when we got to the top of the ridge, thirsty and hot, what did we 
see but a lovely farmhouse painted red with white trim, with all the farm buildings 
corresponding. There was a large fenced area with a white and green trimmed structure and 
a trough of water. We banded together and we made the decision to take the 
sagebrush-lined trail and walk down to ask for a drink of water for we were so very thirsty. 
When we arrived at the bottom, we saw a woman with a white apron coming toward us and 
we asked her for a cool drink. She was so gracious and went into the house. She came out 
with a large, white crockery pitcher and a very small glass in her hand and told us that the 
well had gone dry and they were trucking water in for home and cattle use. We each had a 
drink and thanked her so much for her kindness. We turned away to band together to start 
back up the trail. About one-third of the way, I gave out completely. My sisters grumbled, 
of course, at permitting me to walk with them and proceeded to make a basket of their 
hands and arms to carry me. I kept saying, "I am going to die," but they were very patient 
with me.  

At last we reached the top again and started to go on the trail where the boys had 
told us to go, trying to reach the rocky pinnacle where they had anchored our flag. One of 
the older girls made the climb and with the aid of a small rock, released it and we were all 
so happy we shouted with glee. The boys had also told us of the trail that led down the 
mountain with a brook of wonderful water babbling along. Needless to say, when we found 
it we cupped our hands and had our fill of this cool, refreshing water. Then we made our 
way down to camp and the boys could hardly believe it when they saw our glorious flag. 
We were taught in grade school and Sunday school to always revere it, and of course we 
forgot how tired we were. We were triumphant to be holding the flag of our United States.  

The other highlight of the week was our trip to the Gilroy Hot Springs, just a short 
way from our camp. There, it was so very hard for me to understand that I could just jump 
right in the water and not drown. We came right to the top of the water, over and over 
again. Oh! It was fun! We went in with our 'birthday suits,' as the spring area was in an 
enclosure all of its own.   

It was back to school, then, and our daily routines. I was in the third grade that year 
and walking to and from school, there was always a new interest. One was observing a 
bird's nest on an old branch of an elm tree. One day one of the boys saw a snake in the nest. 
Oh! He was sure provoked, and he climbed up and got the snake by the tail and flung him 
round and round 'til a couple of the newly hatched birds came out of its mouth. Then, of 
course, boy-like he began to chase us! Did we run for home!  

We went to our dormitory and changed our dresses for a coverall apron and then out 
to play again. But the older girls had duties, some of them folding sheets in the laundry, 
and others ironing them and some of the other linen. The orphanage hired two washwomen; 
six days a week and they used the old washboard, too! I used to feel so sorry for them. 
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The next day was Sunday, and we went to Sunday School and Church. We naturally 

walked to the Methodist Church. Then it was home again afterward. But at church we had 
to be especially good and we learned there to pray, to grow up and become good citizens 
and Christians. Afterwards, at home for our Sunday dinner, we had a good roast beef 
dinner. Sunday evening's supper was usually a jelly sandwich for each of us, with the cook 
getting some time off on Sunday, and we lined up at the back door of the kitchen to each 
receive one's sandwich. Then of course, we went up to the recreation room for an evening 
of visiting, reading and games.  

One great anticipation was Christmas and talking about it coming soon. We were 
told that at Christmas-time the Grandmaster of the Independent Order of Odd Fellows 
always sent a large wooden box for the thirty-five children. So we talked about it 'til at last 
Christmas day came. We had a huge tree at Christmas, decorated by the older children, and 
received our gifts from Santa Claus. Oh! We were all so happy! We sang Christmas carols 
and admired each other's gifts. Christmas of the year that Mr. Brundage was the 
Grandmaster of the Independent Order of Odd Fellows of the state of California, I received 
a large doll as my gift out of the large wooden box.  

One fine day, I was sitting on the back steps holding my beautiful big doll. It must 
have been Fall, as I had a cute lined cape over my shoulders. I was thinking of my mother. 
She was employed by a family who had rooms for the elderly; rooms with cozy chairs in 
their corners for them to sit in; larger rooms for couples, with an easy chair for each of the 
dear ones, so they could talk of times past in comfort together. I named my doll Emma, 
after my mother. She was so lovely.  

Three of the boys came up the steps of the Porch and surrounded me, and said that I 
was to follow them up to the boys' dormitory. They then put me in one of their clothes 
closets and shut the door. I took a peeks, and a boy was holding vigil at the door. It was 
stuffy in there. 1 was so glad when the boys' matron came to the closet with overalls and 
shirts in hand, to hang them up in the closet. She rescued me and I heard later that the boys 
had all been whipped. 
. 

Every morning the bell was rung from the belfry. We got up and went to the 
bathroom, then to the washroom. There was a 1ine of washbowls against the wall and we 
tended to our needs. Then we would dress and ready ourselves to go down to the recreation 
room. Breakfast was served by the older girls and I remember that the oatmeal mush tasted 
so good. The menu would be bacon and eggs on alternate days. As time went by, I became 
very fond of Miss Schroeder and Mrs. Raeder. They could not, of course, show partiality 
and, of course, as children we craved love and understanding.  

I was assigned to perform regular duties. Mine were to wash the long line of wash 
basins in the cleanup room and to dust the rungs of the stairway banister leading up to the 
girls' dormitory. Every bit of the work around the house, assigned to the children, was 
finished each morning before we left for school. The boys mopped the linoleum surfaced 
halls. I remember the boys in their bare feet, as I look down at them from the stairs while 
dusting. Saturday and Sunday were no exceptions for our duties.  

In the Fall of 1900, a childless couple came to the orphanage to ascertain if they 
could take a girl around the age of eight. Mrs. Raeder took them into the office to explain 
what would be expected of them in such a case. She then had me in mind. I was a happy 
child and the nickname I was given was 'Smiles.' She rang for the girl's matron, Miss 
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Schroeder, who brought me in to see Mr. and Mrs. George Bates of La Grange, California. 
Mrs. Bates said "I do not like her, as she reminds me too much of a girl we took out of the  

Good Templar's Home in Vallejo." I wasn't told of the final decision until near 
Christmas and I wondered why I received a nice little valise for my present from: Santa 
Claus. Mrs. Raeder after a short while, took me to the office and told me the young couple 
had a good backing as they owned, in a partnership with his uncle, a thriving general 
merchandise store in their little town of La Grange and owned cattle ranches also. Mrs. 
Bates had relented and made the decision to take me, so on January 7th; I was made ready 
to leave the orphanage.  

Mr. James Andrew Hammond made monthly visits to his elderly mother in Santa 
Cruz from La Grange, and it was prearranged that I would be sent from the orphanage to 
travel with Mr. James Hammond to La Grange for another chapter of my life, in the home 
of Mr. and Mrs. George Bates.  

So I said goodbye to my sisters and went off with Mr. Hammond.     

  

The Home from 1897 to 1921  

Alice (Miller) Palmgrew,  1899-1902    
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Home News   

In 1910 to 1912 the Rebekah Orphan s Home published a newsletter.  The older 
boys printed the paper at the Home.  The older children and matrons contributed the 
articles.  The paper came out each month and subscriptions were one dollar per year.  
These are some of the stories from those newsletters.       

       Preparation for Santa Cruz  

Mr. Norris and one of the boys went to San Jose in the surrey to get a new team of 
horses for the Hone. They were a beautiful pair of blacks named Billy and Teddy.  Mrs. 
Karsner and Mrs. Moreland accompanied with little Ruth Dunn, a friend of the former, 
carne down in the surrey on the return journey. The horses were smaller than the other 
ones, but they were a fine pair.  

The turkeys that we started to raise are now big birds. They run over the entire 
grounds and eat every thing they can find regardless of the nature of the plants.  

Every summer the boys make their own money by working in the surrounding 
orchards and ranches. The girls, also, work picking and cutting fruit in the orchards and the 
packinghouse.    

The cherry crop was about three weeks earlier this year than last.  Those that picked 
cherries did so after school and on Saturdays, but not during vacation.  This made a big 
difference in the total amounts earned because there were about three weeks of cherry 
work last year.   

The boys that have bicycles found them very useful as they worked as far as five 
miles away from home.  

The standard wages for day labor here was one dollar and a half. The big boys 
made this much.  The next size boys earned one dollar and a quarter a day.  At piecework, 
the wages were from fifty cents to a dollar and fifty.   

An average of about twenty-five children worked each day and together they made 
about thirty dollars a day.  This money was used any way the children wished to use it.  
Most of the children worked to get money for Santa Cruz.  
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Every day and night the children talked about Santa Cruz.    

There was no other topic for conversation that was half so pleasant and stirring.   
Every little enjoyable incident of the last summer's outing and was discussed over and 
over.  It was more pleasant to talk about each time.  The same camping ground has been 
secured.  We knew well that we had a good one.  One more tent will be used because of the 
increase in the number of children.  The matron was the faithful cook as she was last year.  
For the cook it was not an easy life to cook Santa Cruz.  Nearly fifty children came to 
camp for meals after having played at the beach all day.  They were little more than 
hungry.  Mr. Norris went over with the big wagon and carried a good deal of baggage.  
Some of the older boys accompanied him and had the camping ground ready when the rest 
of the people arrive a day later.  The team started on August first, and the children on the 
third.  The outing lasted for about three weeks.   

Camping at Santa Cruz  

0n the third of August, 1910, our wagon set out for Santa Cruz at six o'clock in the 
morning, with our tents, bedding, cooking utensils and other necessities.  Mr. Norris and 
four boys made up the crew.  They made good time and reached Santa Cruz next morning 
at ten o'clock.   

The fourth of August was the day set for the departure of the rest of us.  Everything 
went well and we left Gilroy at 10:45, and reached Santa Cruz at 1:35 by bus.  

There was a good deal to do at camp so some of us went there and the rest to the 
Casino.  By night things were in good shape.  The entire lot that we camped in was ours. 
Last year there were other campers in it.  We used six large tents, and the ladies had a 
cottage with three small rooms and a kitchen in it.  The table was made of redwood planks 
and was about forty feet long.  A canvas awning over it improved matters and did fine 
service.  

The change from bed to hard ground was naturally rather annoying, but we quickly 
became accustomed to it.  Another change was enacted.  At home we retire about eight or 
nine o'clock and rise at six sharp; in, Santa Cruz we came in very late and slept until eight 
or after in the morning.  Breakfast was served between eight-thirty and nine, and dinner at 
six P.M.  The meals we had were ideal.  There was no end of work. Cooking for such a 
crowd in such small quarters, but our matron succeeded wonderfully well in supplying our 
ravenous appetites.  

The principal amusement for us was swimming.  We would get into suits at ten 
o'clock in the morning and swim or lay in the sand until four or five in the afternoon.  
There was a fine fresh water-swimming hole in the mountains, about two miles from camp.  
We made good use of this out of the way resort and spent pleasant days there.  Several 
among us had a continual longing for fishing.  These folks were in their glory at the wharf 
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for out in a boat.  The fine breezes and smooth bay of Santa Cruz afforded these boys 
plenty of sport.  One day a small party of us went to the foothills for a day s picnic.  Here 
was another very fine day.  In fact the whole three weeks were crowded with short pleasant 
days.  The time flew too quickly to suit us.    

Several times the children would plan to do certain things on certain days, but the 
days would come and go before anyone realized it, and the plans were broken. This was 
especially true of plans made to visit the lighthouse that opened on Tuesdays and 
Saturdays only.  

The weather was fairly good.  The sun came out about ten in the morning, as a rule, 
and would shine brightly all day.  A breeze would spring up about that time and hold out 
until late in the afternoon.  A heavy fog set in every night, and sometime remained the 
whole day.  But we were far too busy to take much notice of the weather and had a grand 
good time whether it was cloudy or bright.  

We broke camp on the 28th of August and arrived home at 1:15, Friday. Mr. Norris 
arrived in Santa Cruz with the wagon the day before we left and loaded things up on 
Friday.  The same four boys who went down accompanied the wagon on the return 
journey.  

The trip back was completed on Sunday morning.     

        Electric Lights   

The Home property was connected to the city water.  The lights ran on gas.  By 
1900 the on-site acetylene gas plant was failing and had to be replaced.  A few years later 
they used city gas.  The gas was used for lighting and cooking.    

A furnace that was fueled by wood and coal in 1897 heated the Home.  The annual 
supply of coal had been stored in the basement.  The boys indeed looked like a grimy crew 
of stokers when they came from the basement while the work was in progress, and like a 
troupe of actors, with beautiful darkened eyebrows, when they came to the table.  The 
wood had, also, been hauled and stored.  

For about the first six years of its existence the Home was lighted by gas made in 
our own plant in the tank house.  This gas was very poor indeed, so a few years later city 
gas was installed.  A great improvement immediately resulted, the fixtures were improved 
and the light was better.  Gas was used until November when the electric lights were 
installed.  A San Jose firm did the wiring of the home.  All the wires are concealed.  The 
fixtures were put in by another firm from San Jose.  In an emergency or power failure the 
gaslights can still be used.  
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Heavy Rains      

School began on the third day of January 1911.  During Christmas vacation we 
slept an hour longer than usual.  The first bell rang at seven o'clock.  The breakfast bell 
rang at seven thirty.  The days were short, but pleasant.  Our evening meal came at five-
thirty.  Of course it was dark by that time so we used our electric lights.  After supper we 
went to the play hall and read till eight or eight thirty.  Then it was bedtime.  

We have been having heavy rains.  In past years the heavy rain would prevent us 
from leaving our grounds.  The slough would block us on the west and south and thus keep 
us from crossing the bridge to town.  There is a big swamp in a field in front of the Home, 
that fills up and overflows when the heavy rains come.  This body of water cuts off our 
road on the eastside.  The road is impassable further on so we would be locked in any way. 
At times the rainwater was in the basement, causing us to put our provisions upon boxes.  
When these floods came the boys were kept busy with the shovels.   

San Juan Picnic  

The Hollister, San Juan, Gilroy, and Morgan Hill Lodges held the annual 
celebration of the Odd Fellows in San Juan in April 1911.  The children were invited to 
come to San Juan on that day.   

We started from the Home at eight o clock on the cold, foggy, disagreeable 
morning for our twelve-mile ride in busses and surreys.  The Boys Band took the first bus.  
On our way through town we played one piece, after which we huddled together for 
protection from the cold wind.  The ride was very disagreeable.   

When we reached San Juan we were taken to the new IOOF Hall.  Since the parade 
we had not yet been organized, we walked around the town.  Most of us had been to San 
Juan on former picnics, so we knew our way around.  After a short time we were called 
back to the hall to line up for the parade.  The Band went first, the Cantons second, the 
school children third, and vehicles last.  After parading in town, we marched to the picnic 
grounds where we listened to a few speeches.   The Band played after this, and then the 
people began to get lunch ready.  Meanwhile most of the boys walked down the road to 
keep warm and to pass the time.  But all were on time when lunch was ready.   

The Rebekah Lodge of San Juan had prepared a special table for the Home children 
and heaped it with all sorts of good things.  Three-layer cakes were numerous and 
delicious, while the rest of the meal was equally as fine.  Mr. J. Welch of San Juan had 
presented a box of cookies and a box of oranges to us, so we had all we could eat besides 
the oranges and bananas that the San Juan ladies insisted we should take.   

After an exceedingly hearty dinner we left the picnic grounds for the cement works 
where we spent a half-hour or so.  We came back just in time to play a piece for the 
beginning of a game of basketball between the San Juan and the Hollister girls.  The game 
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was exciting and interesting, but rather one sided, in favor of the San Juan girls who played 
a remarkable game, and won.  After the game several foot races were run both for the boys 
and girls of all ages.  Our children won a great many prizes.  Some were cash prizes and 
others were donations for the Band.  A two-mile bicycle race ended the program for the 
afternoon.   

We then left the picnic grounds and went up town to get the busses for home.  Most 
of the fun was to come for the Boys Band.  When we went into the Hall to get our things, 
preparatory to going home, ladies passing around quantities of excellent cake met us.  We 
still had appetite enough left to enjoy it.  After this unexpected lunch we expected to start 
for home, as all the others had gone, but no, there was a dance in progress up stairs.  We 
went up and joined in.  The San Juan ladies kindly introduced us so there was no reason for 
not having a good time.  It was six o clock before we finally left after playing one piece on 
the bus.  We left by the cheers of the people of San Juan and Hollister basketball team.  

   Athletics    

The boys in the Home organized a pretty fair football team.  The Home team had 
one game with a team from the High School, and was the victors.    

Four of the boys are members of the High School rugby team.  They played teams 
from Salinas and Santa Cruz.  In 1912, Emile Chourre, Archie Lucke, Frank Newport, 
Bernard Lucke, Albert Sherman, Jake Ventuleth, and William Kemp were on the CCAL 
Championship Gilroy High School Rugby Team.  

      

   Rugby Team Members 
Alfred Sherman, Emile Chourre, Archie Luck    
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Birth of the Reunion   

I came to the Home with an older sister, Violet, and my two younger brothers Don, 
and Percy in 1921.   

The first home building had just been moved back to about where the Chimes 
Tower was in 1921 from a position pretty close to where the building is now.  William 
Radke of Gilroy built the present building.  Which was started in 1920.  In the summer of 
1921 they wanted to tear down the old home so we all went to Asilomar near the 
Seventeen-mile Drive and stayed for about three months.  When we returned, we went into 
the new building.  It was first occupied in September1921, and was dedicated in October.     

Mrs. Susie Harris was Head Matron at that time and had been for many years.  The 
redwood tree in the center of the drive circle was planted in her memory.  Mrs. Harris 
became ill and retired about 1922, and was replaced by Miss Ida Thorpe.  Mrs. E 
Washington followed her in 1923.  

At one time the land at the home went to the railroad on the west, and on the south 
it went past Miller Slough.  This land was all in alfalfa.  The Home at that time had five 
cows that provided all the milk for the Home.  The largest number of children in the home 
was under Mrs. Smith.  I don t remember the exact number, but it got close to one hundred 
and twenty at one time.   

It got so crowded they added a wing on the northeast corner for a nursery and the 
older girls on the top floor.  Miss Brooks had been in charge of the nursery for many years 
and was still there at that time.    

Mrs. Smith left in late 1925 and was replaced by an elderly couple from Redwood 
City by the name Crumb.  The job was too much for them.  Mrs. Weymann soon replaced 
them.   She was in charge when I left in 1927.   

The Home orchestra grew out of the Boy s Band and was started in about 1922. It 
was under the teacher and director Mr. Albert Taix.  About two years later vocal lessons 
were started and Mr. Jeffers, from San Jose, was the instructor.  There was a time the 
orchestra, upon invitation, went around to the different lodges and played concerts.  For 
several years we played for the Grand Lodge at their annual State meeting in May.    

I was in the Gilroy High School class of 1927 and graduated with Helen Jones, 
Harold Main, Ernest Graft and John Graft.  During the football season Harold, Ernest, 
John, and I were on the championship Gilroy High School football team.     
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Fred Gerholdt, Ernest Graft. John Graft, Harold main  
At our table were Warren Brusie, John Graft, Ernest Graft, Harold Main, Harlan 

Bonham, Henry Underwood, Ed Calhoun, Les   Durose and myself.  I made a suggestion 
that we come back and have a reunion on Christmas day in 1935 

 

        The reunion in 1940 
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The first reunion was held at Christmas time in 1935 with about sixty present. We 

had a meeting at the home and then had dinner in town at the old Armory building.  At that 
time Lillian Arney volunteered to act as secretary, I went on as chairman.   

Our next meeting was at Christmas of 1940.  At that meeting, on the motion by 
Harold Main, we voted to meet every three years.  The meeting was to be held on the 
Labor Day weekend so as to have a three-day weekend and help the attendance.  I chaired 
the reunions through 1960, when I retired due to my health.  Erwin Oswald was elected to 
the chairmanship. Lillian Arney had acted as secretary through this period.  She, also, acted 
as treasurer.  Since she lived so far away she declined future service as an officer, and Vi 
Masoni replaced her.   

The sixth reunion was held at the Home in Gilroy on Labor Day weekend.  The 
celebration commenced with a Home Coming dance at the Milias Hotel at 9:00 PM on 
Saturday night, August 31st.  The reunion dinner was served at the Home on Sunday 
followed by a meeting of the alumni in the home s auditorium.   

The reunion was held every three years on Labor Day weekend.  It is open to all 
former residents of the home and their families.  The last reunion was held in 1954 was 
attended by two hundred and fifty persons. That year people came from Colorado, Oregon, 
and Ohio, and from all over the state of California.   

On April 29, 1966, the Home held its "Endowment Day," called Spring Festival. 
The idea was to raise money for the endowment fund of the Home.  The "Spring Festival" 
consisted of assorted booths that sold all sorts of things on the front lawn. Around the 
circle driveway was food, coffee, and soft drinks.  Back of the "guest cottage" as we knew 
it, were barbecue hamburgers for sale. The gym held a real magic act.  The Future Farmers 
sold tickets on a pig and a lamb to be killed, cut and wrapped for the freezer.  The tennis 
court had games (such as you see at carnivals and board walks - darts, etc.).   

There was a movie for the children in the old nursery basement that is now the 
movie room.  In the Home s (private dining room) they had a fortuneteller.  The Alumni 
had a cake booth.  Thanks to those who were called on and turned out to help, we gave 
$27.25 to the fund.  The Home took in close to $1,000.  In the afternoon there was live 
music.  There was lots of parking room in the old alfalfa field (ball diamond).  The plan 
was to have a festival every April.  

Our Alumni booth for the festival in April 1963 consisted of articles from their 
hobbies of the alumni.  Those wishing to participate (families welcome) brought their 
donations of crafts; others mailed their sewing, knitting, homemade jewelry, ties.  We all 
had an enjoyable time.  

In 1972 Al Kaiser was elected chairman and re-elected in 1975.  
Although we have not done a lot for the Home we did contribute to the endowment 

fund.  We contributed to a scholarship fund for high school graduates, and we repaired the 
sundial in the front yard. 
Fred Gerholdt, Class of 27
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    The reunion in 1948     

  

Photo is taken on the front steps in 1952  
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