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For more than a score of years I have had

a fair acquaintance with the mountainous
region above the Highland district, but I
have just returned from a tramp to the
northeast of Mount Harrison which led
me into a little valley of whose existence
I had never even dreamed.

Throughout the length and breadth
of the Southern California mountains I
have navigated the patient burro.  From
Smith Mountain, in the south, to Tehachipa
at the north I have communed with Nature

in her visible moods and have stumbled
upon the ubiquitous hermit in many a hill-
girt fastness; but the Briton whom I found
entrenched in the Plunge Creek watershed
out-pictures all other recluses I have met
in my wanderings.  I have seen the
necessitous prospector, in his makeshift
shack, eking out a precarious existence
while seeking the elusive color.  I have
found the solitary home-seeker, with only
his brawn and his courage,endeavoring to
wrest a livelihood from a few acres of
hillside.  But I have never before visited a
hermit whose only quest was contact with
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William Marion Bristol

William Marion Bristol was a man who loved nature, which he perceived
in a light few of us will ever see.  William Marion Bristol was a man of many
interests and talents, yet very little has been written about him and his work.

In the book, “The House That B—— Built,” William Bristol insisted
that his name not be used, insisting that “modesty always charms” and
“distance lends enchantment.”  William Bristol built Wrightwood’s
Acorn Lodge  (see “Wrightwood Roots,” December 1999) and was the
designer of Camp Cajon, which enhanced the area just below today’s
intersection of I-15 and State Route 138 before its destruction by the
1938 flood (see “Wrightwood Roots,” April & May 2002).

This selection from his book, “The House That B----Built” (It originally
appeared in the San Bernardino Sun in 1913) illustrates still another side
of the builder.  His real story objective is not revealed until the very end.
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in quantity, over the trail.

Quaint and inviting in its
architecture, his domicile of stone and
wood stands on a commanding knoll; and
from its roof garden all his ventures and
his diversions may be swept by the eye.
And yet, until today, he had
not been discovered.

Many years ago I camped, with a
companion, on the domain of William
Aden, Englishman, in picturesque
Bouquet Canyon and he showed us a
“flat” where we might shoot a wild pig to
break the monotony of our venison.  A
decade had passed, however, since I had
seen a deer until the Briton of Highlo
Valley showed me the half-domesticated
herd in his paddock today..  I feasted my
eyes upon them, but dined upon trout
from his well-stocked ponds.  As may be
guessed from hints I have dropped, Hopper
is an interesting genius.  He has seen a bit
of life in the jungles of India and carried a
few trophies out of the dark continent.  In
his peaceful California retreat he is not
pursuing his game, however, but is simply
taking that which comes to him.  His
miniature lakes were necessarily stocked
from neighboring mountain streams; but
his wild animals have all walked in on
him — and found themselves captives.

It is in the taking of these captives
that Hopper’s ingenuity is displayed,
although he declares it to be simply the
craft of the African bush adapted to
American conditions.  The chief factor in
it all is woven wire fence    fence of varying

Nature and whose only need was an outlet
for his income.

How the picturesque retreat of John
W. Hopper has hitherto escaped notice I
cannot say; for he has been four years on
the ground and the work of his hands is
visible over several acres of his mountain-
rimmed valley.

His ingress and egress has been by
means of pack and riding animals.  In the
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The ubiquitous burro.

guise of a miner headed for the desert by
way of Bear Valley he has gone up Santa
Ana canyon and doubled back over a trail
leading up one of its small western
tributaries, thus reaching Highlo Valley,
as he calls his mountain fastness.  Raw
materials and manufactured goods,
building accessories and house-
furnishings in the knockdown have gone,
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height, mesh and strength.  In conjunction
with fencing he makes extensive use of
the trail, proceeding upon the well-known
fact that wild animals will always follow
a trail if they find one anywhere near
paralleling their desired course.  By this
ruse the deer are led to jump down a
declivity into an inviting patch of alfalfa
— and immediately they are Hopper’s
deer.  From this bait patch they are diverted
into a larger enclosure.

The coyotes, foxes and wildcats
which seek to enter by the deer gate are
trapped by a clever device at the very
portal.  What appears to be a low fence
stands in front of the jumping-off rock
ledge and is a foot and a half high and two
feet distant.  The deer jump this, but the
skulking marauders mentioned go under
it — and under it is a trapdoor which drops
them into a hopeless pit.  Hopper keeps
only a pair of each of these meateaters in
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his zoo — he says it takes too much to feed
them; but the walls and the floors and the
seats of his domicile are be-furred with
their well-tanned coats.  Two mountain
lion skins are spread on the floor of his
library.

As I strolled with my host to inspect
the quail preserves and the rabbit warrens,
I charged him jocosely with being a Pied
Piper of the hills; but he stoutly declared
that all his captives, excepting the trout,
had come to him of their own volition and
in the ordinary course of their travels.
How many of the furred and feathered
tribes there were I could not even estimate;
and I dared not ask him lest he suspect me
of being a game warden.  Anyhow the
small-meshed enclosure, with roof of the
same material, runs up one side and down
another of a five-acre field, the mountain
quails being in one section and the valley
quails in another.  A carefully arranged
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Mother coyote with nine pups.  Note the
spunky pup racing off with a ground squirrel

father brought home for the family.
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Perhaps the most interesting feature
of Highlo Valley is the trout ponds.  The
waters of a cienega or springy, place on
the eastern side of the valley are collected
and led by a ditch into a series of basins
which have been excavated in the rock
base of the mountain which forms the
southern wall.  The northern exposure
thus afforded, together with the shade of
the overhanging live oak thickets, makes
an ideal place for propagating the delicious
trout — and Hopper has fish when he
wants it.  A portion of the water is drawn
off each day to irrigate the alfalfa field and
the garden — and thus does this Briton of
the hills find health, diversion and dainty
comestibles amid the slopes of Highlo
Valley.  Is he oblivious to the outside
world?  Nay; the latest magazines are
scattered about his rooms.  Does not the
dismal howl of the coyote resound through
his hills?  Aye; but the wolf never barks at
his door.  An interesting man in a romantic
setting — and he has asked me to dine
with him again just a year from today.

April l, 1913.
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system of slender steel rods at the base of
the fence permits them to crowd under —
and immediately they are Hopper’s quails.
The two varieties instinctively seek their
own kind and thus automatically segregate
them, selves.  There is sufficient brush in
the enclosures to permit them to nest in
seclusion and their number is rapidly
running into the thousands.  Hopper says
there is nothing in the notion that a man
cannot eat a quail a day for forty days.  But
I suggested that he would haw to eat forty
quails a day to keep even with his game.

On another side of his five-acre lot
are the rabbit pens.  Three varieties of the
Lepus family are represented — the cotton-
tail, the little blue mountain rabbit and the
big, short-legged mountain hare.  They
have access to the alfalfa field by means of
movable fences and thrive on the succulent
forage.


