o’

WINTER FUN

Last year California snow sports came into their
own, with the opening of new skiing terrain at
Badger Pass, in Yosemite. This winter there will
be five new ski-runs, from 2 to 10 miles long,
winding down amid the snowy Sierra domes—
through some of the world’s most magnificent
scenery!

There will be a new Ski House and lunch room;
a new conveyor to take “hill-climbing out of ski-
ing”; a new spur road from main highway direct
to ski-slopes, and enlarged parking facilities.

Nothing in America will compare with this
white Sierra holiday in Yosemite. Between ski-
trips you’ll have skating, tobogganing, moonlight
sleigh rides, “ash-can sliding” and jingly dog
team tours. Accommodations at Yosemite Lodge
or The Ahwahnee. All highways are kept clear
and driving time to Yosemite is 10 hours, or
less. Overnight by train. For scenic folders, stop
by the Yosemite office, 608 So. Olive Street, Los
Angeles (VAndike 2396).
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OPID’S CAMP

IN BEAUTIFUL FOREST
At head of West Fork of San Gabriel
Elevation 4248 Feet
L

HOSPITALITY . . GOOD FOOD
COZY CABINS
[ ]

BeauTiruL NEW
RECREATION LODGE
[ ]

29 miles from Los Angeles by
Angeles Crest Highway from La Canada
e

Phone STERLING 9929-F-2 .
P. O. LA CANADA, CALIFORNIA

A Cosy Cabin at Opids Camp Reservations Appreciated

Headlee’s La Cienega
A CGalifornia Beauty Spot
Well Heated Modern Housekeeping Homes
In Beautiful Mountain Setting
DINING ROOM NOW OPEN

21 MILES FROM AZUSA, ON SAN GABRIEL CANYON HIGHWAY

Phone; Covina 31 P. O. Azusa, CALIFORNIA

Valley Forge Lodge

One hour from Los Angeles via Angeles Crest Highway

Cherie DeVore

P.0. La Canada, Calif.

THE CAMP WITH THE ‘
REAL WESTERN HOSPITALITY

°
DANCING SATURDAY NIGHTS AND SUNDAY
DINNER DANCES A SPECIALTY
®
Housekeeping Cabins Excellent Food
Saddle Horses

Bert Rice

Hostess and Host

Phone Sierra Madre 206-F-7 Beautiful Stone Lodge at Valley Forge
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« « ELEVEN OAKS » »

Mountain Resort

Quarter mile below Camp Baldy
4

Centrally located for all trails through

BEAUTIFUL
SAN ANTONIO CANYON

Klean, Kozy Housekeeping Kabins
Good Coil Spring Beds
Store and Lunch Room
Large Lodge Building

Beautiful Fireplace
Rates Very Reasonable

A
Los Angeles Phone, TUcker 3103
P. O. Camp Baldy - Phone 5-F-3

« « ELEVEN OAKS » »'

Bear Canyon Resort
OPEN YEAR 'ROUND

Located in beautiful San Antonio Can-
yon at foot of Old Baldy. Ounly 45 miles
from Los Angeles over paved road.

NEW COFFEE SHOP

Modern Cabins, Innerspring Mat-
tresses. Groceries and Meats at
Valley Prices

°
W. K. VERNON, Manager
P.O. Camp Baldy, California

u - ._ ] *:

Winter at Bear Canyon Resort
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SWARTIIICT} \!DI}IL\TL LODGE

STORE — CAFE — FOUNTAIN
LobGe and CaBins
TOBOGGANING—SKIING
SKATING—BOB-SLEDDING
All Equipment For Rent
Make Reservations at
ROOM 300—240 SOUTH BROADWAY

LOS ANGELES
Phone MUtual 9211—Sta. 2892

THE SPRING NUMBER

TRAILS MAGAZINE

WILL BE

FEDERAL FORESTRY
NUMBER

STORIES OF
THE SAN GABRIEL
TIMBERLAND RESERVE

THE OLD RANGERS

AND OLD

LOG CABIN STATIONS

THE FLINTHAM MEMORIAL
FOREST PLANTATION
°

ROAD—TRAIL—CAMPGROUND
Development of the

ANGELES FOREST

.OUTING, CLUB NEWS
and TRAIL TRIPS

OUT IN APRIL

A s NISEAKREMEEIL .
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“Broawn Boys” Cabin on El Prieto (negro) Canyon.

Jason and Owen Brown.
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OLD HISTORY

TrAILS MAGAZINE is collecting the un-
written history of the mountain area of Los
Angeles County, the story of those interesting
old cabins and characters of 30 to 80 years
ago, that it may be preserved for the future
while many of those who had a part in its
making are still with us.

During 1936 we will publish, under the
heading “Cabin Landmarks of the Angeles
Forest,” the more interesting history and
stories of those old cabins, many of them now
gone, which you have seen, and perhaps won-
dered about, while traveling the roads and
trails of the Angeles Forest.

Now all that is possible to learn of their
history is to be put in print, as much as pos-
sible of this will be written by those who lived
it, and we believe it will make interesting read-
ing for Trails subscribers,

The first installment appears in this issue.

OUR SNOW SPORTS
ATTRACT THE WORLD

Southern California is developing Winter
Sports to beat the world and Big Pines Park,
Los Angeles County’s big forest playground,
with its ski hills for all classes, its beautiful,
rolling, snow-covered slopes for skiing, tobog-
ganing and coasting, with 9,000 and 10,000
foot peaks close at hand for those who look
for thrills, is fast becoming the snow sports
center.

Then it is not necessary to go as far as Big
Pines except for the larger area and more
complete equipment. Snow is reached in a few
minutes by many roads and in many places
near the centers of population and, many re-
sorts of the south slopes are equipped to care
for the snow-play throng.

We, who are here, often fail to appreciate
the ease with which we go into the snow and
out to flowers and golden fruits at will. Prob-
ably at no other spot in the world is the differ-
ence so great or the quality so high.

Our snow-sports areas are close to 3,000,-
000 people, and there are hundreds of thou-
sands here to play. Other hundreds of thou-
sands will come if the kind of sport they want
1s provided.

A VALENTINE

I love you now while winter’s wind
Sighs through the leafless trees,

And countless glittering fetters bind

The sleeping earth, who wakes to find

A soft snow-blanket o’er her pinned;

While high the burning stars are shrined
Above the glistening leas.

I'll love you when the summer’s glow
And summer gladness meet;

When the sweet flowers are nodding low

Where southern breezes softly blow,

And happy birds flit to and fro,

And humming bees slow come and go,
Mid grass and clover sweet.

I’ll love you when the world is old;
Her snows and summers o’er;
When the long years on years are rolled,
And all their story has been told,
In far, bright realms of light I’ll hold
And love you evermore!
MARGARET DRAKE DEGROOT.

TRAILS MAGAZINE
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CABIN LANDMARKS OF THE ANGELES

Dedicated to those old boys who lived in and loved the San Gabriels in the early
days, those hardy mountaineers of the late 1800s when the streams of the San Gabriel
Range were teeming with gamey trout and her forests with deer and bear. When
even the giant grizzly was often met, with consequent stories of lucky shots and

desperate battles.

WHEN SWITZER CAME
EARLY DAYS OF THE ARROYO SECO

By Lioyp B. Austin

Editor’s Note—Lloyd B. -Austin, whom e
have selected to write the story of Switzer’s
Camp and the Arroyo Seco, needs no introduc-
tion to mountain lovers of Southern California.
To those awho travel the trails the name of this
modest but real mountaineer stands out most
prominently.  Thousands of us aho have
knoavn him as hiker, guide and for many years
as the genial host of Switzer’s Camp, know
that he has stood steadfastly for all that was
best for and in the mountains. It is with a
great deal of pride and satisfaction that awe
submit this, the opening installment, of the old
history of the Angeles Forest.

Arroyo Seco—they dubbed it, out on the
mesa—Dry Gulch—but from the first days of
the little colony at Pasadena every hunter or
fisherman who ventured beyond the granite
gateway a mile above Devil’'s Gate brought
back stories tingling with the romance of
trout pools, foaming cascades and forests of
live oak, sycamore and spruce, hemmed in by
imposing cliff walls above which towered
jagged Alpine peaks. But not until the early
eighties did the recreational possibilities of the
upper Arroyo gorge begin to lure adventurers.

It was late in the summer of 1883 when
Commodore Perry Switzer, Los Angeles car-
penter and former plainsman, bearing a name
that promised action, became possessed of his
daring idea. He would be the first man to
open a public resort away back in the untrailed
mountain region north of Pasadena. Friends
protested. Could it be that the usually level-
headed, mild-mannered old boy was losing his
balance entirely? The thing would be sheer
folly, even for a young man with money to
gamble. For C. P., now over fifty, with little
more than his carpenter’s kit and the shirt
on his back—well, somebody must bring him
to his senses. To construct a pack trail from
old man Brunk’s cabin near Las Casitas, up
to the region where C. P. proposed to build
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his tourist camp would cost a small fortune
and after it was built, who would be crazy
enough to pay for a bed up among the griz-
zlies, mountain lions and bobcats?

Fortunately for all mountain lovers, the
idea stuck. ~ One day Switzer fell in with
“Bob” Waterman, just after the latter had
returned with his bride from a month’s camp-
ing trip up to the headwaters of the Arroyo.
The Watermans’ account of their wonderful
adventures, even as I heard it from them half
a century later, was crammed with romance.
Starting from the site of the present ranger
station, with a single pack horse, they made
their way mile after mile up that rock-bound
gorge over a route never followed by a horse
before or since, now stopping a few days to
burn great logs that blocked their passage,
again spending days constructing a rock stair
for the horse up over a waterfall, at night
swinging their pack high out of reach of ma-
rauding bears, and finally after two weeks,
making camp at the head of the upper water-
falls on the spot where a year later Switzer
built his first log cabin.

No, they did not find the mythical lake from
which all the trout in the lower canyon were
supposed to come, but their stirring stories of
the picturesque gorge that was to attract many
thousands of visitors during the next fifty
years helped to make Switzer adamant against
the skeptics. Presently his friend, J. Walker,
broken in health and wanting to try mountain
life, offered to finance the building of a few
log cabin and in the spring of 1884 Switzer
built the first rough trail over the general
route of the later “‘zig-zags,” tents and equip-
ment were packed in, and the “Great Idea”
began demonstrating, as great ideas do, that
his opponents were after all very short-sighted,

Not that the pioneer camp found easy sled-
ding. We who in later years entrusted our

fortunes to the backs of burros over a trail
less viciously steep, wonder how that first re-
sort ever made ends meet—with board and
room at $1.50 per day. Pasadena was only a
village. Would the tourist visit the mountain
camp?! ‘Three times a week, the old horse
stage ran from down town to Las Casitas,
then your choice of “shank’s mares” or a tem-
peramental burro for the eight mile trail trip,
including some sixty stream crossings before
the seemingly endless “zig-zags.”

The Watermans, who still live in La Can-
ada, soon joined Switzer in operating the
camp. They tell of the cow horn hanging
from a big Manzanita bush a half mile from
camp. Are there five hungry guests with the
pack train today? Five blasts on the cow
horn carry the word to the cook!

And there were ‘“‘giants in those days.”
Waterman still likes to tell of bear hunts,
particularly of the shooting of the old silver-
tip that had killed one of the camp burros and
also of the cub that made a sixty-pound roast
for the bear dinner advertised in Pasadena.
Deer were plenty and also smaller game.
Trout dinners were featured regularly, One
morning three anglers reported a catch of 240
below the site of the ranger station.

Soon a resort was opened on Mt. Wilson
and Delos Colby, former Alaska gold hunter,
opened his ranch in the Big Tujunga eight
miles beyond Switzer’s, a mecca for many
mountaineers in the early days.

In the fall of 89, C. P. Switzer, his nephew
A. M. Switzer, who still lives in Pasadena,
and the two Watermans took a long camping
trip across the range to the desert, on the way
climbing the present Mt. Waterman, which
they christened Lady Waterman Peak in honor
of the first white woman to make the ascent.
Later the Watermans built a log cabin on the
site of the present Waterman Ranger Station

Among the near neighbors of the camp dur-
ing these first years were Owen and Jason
Brown, sons of the anti-slavery agitator John
Brown of Harper’s Ferry, then white-haired
old men living with their sister Ruth Thomp-
son in their cabin near the mouth of Millard’s
Canyon, where they were visited by many
Pasadenans.

Unfortunately for friends of Switzer’s
Camp, the death of Switzer’s partner, Walker,
in the early nineties was followed by financial
pressure from Walker’s heirs and Switzer left
the camp, spending the rest of his years with
his nephew and part of the time at the Sim-

Savitzer’s Camp in 1890
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mons ranch at Las Casitas. He made a final
visit to the camp on his 80th birthday.

In the fall of 1896, a disastrous forest fire
from the north ran unchecked for several
weeks, devastating nearly the entire Arroyo
Seco watershed and leaving in its wake only a
deserted log cabin at Switzer’s Camp. It is
interesting to note that forest fires were of so
little concern to Pasadena that all of Water-
man’s attempts to organize a band of fire fight-
ers in the earlier stages of the fire met with
no response. For nearly a decade after this
fire, occasional hikers found shelter in the
abandoned cabin. Then in 1905, Brainerd
and Martin built another resort on the Swit-
zer site, which was operated by Clarence Mar-
tin, formerly of Martin’s Camp near the sum-

mit of Mt. Wilson, until his death in 1911.

In January, 1912, a Y.M.C.A. secretary in
Los Angeles, yielded to the mountain urge and
there began the 24-year regime of “Switzer-
Land, the Austin Home—and Yours” which,
however, has no place in this article, except
to bring us to the closing announcement of
the transfer since January first of Switzer-
Land to Messrs. Clifford E. Clinton and Ran-
som M. Callicott, owners of the Clifton Cafe-
terias and Hotels in Los Angeles.

“Time Marches On!!! The grizzlies have
long since given way to the campers and now
the modern highway has banished the last
plodding burro, but, though tamed a bit here
and there, the Arroyo Seco canyon has not
forgotten the charm of its primitive days and
in point of service to increasing multitudes of
valley dwellers who now, more than ever be-
fore, need the tonic and freedom of the moun-
tains. I believe the canyon resort, under the
Clifton management is entering upon the most
eventful and significant period of its history
since the first dream of its founder.

THE BROWN ‘‘BOYS’’ CABIN
By EpWARD SIMMONS
Great Grandson of old John Brown

In those old days of 40 to 50 years ago,
the days of horse and buggy and Tally-Ho
Tours, the cabin on the south slope of Brown
Mountain which Owen and Jason Brown
built for their sister, Mrs. Ruth Thompson,
was visited by hundreds of the patriotic and
the just curious but, strange as it may seem,
the old log cabin in El Prieto Canyon, first
of three cabins built in the mountains back

of Pasadena by these sons of John Brown,
was little known and seldom visited. It is
this old cabin, a very fine example of this
type of building, which is here reproduced
for TRAILS MAGAZINE.

In the early ’80s these upstanding sons of
the old John Brown of song and story who
led his little army in the attack on Harper’s
Ferry the night of Octoberrr 16, 1859, and
precipitated this nation into the war which
abolished slavery, came to Pasadena and es-
tablished a home on the high mesa, between
Millard’s Canyon and the Arroyo Seco, over-
looking the city and later called Las Casitas.

They were both great lovers of nature and
spent much time tramping and exploring the
neighboring mountains. While on one of their
many hikes they discovered, near the head of
El Prieto Canyon, a small tributary of the
Arroyo Seco, now better known as Negro
Canyon, a beautiful little wooded glen with
a fine stream of water, and determined to, in
this secluded retreat, build themselves a moun-
tain cabin.

Just about 50 years ago this little cabin
was completed, built with logs from the alders
which grew along the stream, the fireplace of
stone from the canyon bottom and the chim-
ney a cribbing of smaller branches plastered
with mud. Great care was used in the selec-
tion of logs for size and soundness, so that
none were cut that could not be used and the
surroundings left unharmed and natural.

The little cabin was finally completed in
1886, with fireplace and chimney and ready
for use; I fear not strictly according to For-
estry regulations, for this was long before we
ever dreamed of a Forestry Service, never-the-
less through no fault or negligence on their
part, did anything happen, for ten long happy
years, to it or its surroundings.

Then came that great holocaust of October,
1896, when driven by dry, desert winds, a
wall of fire averaging ten miles wide, swept
entirely across the mountains from Little Rock
Creek to Altadena, destroying not only these
but many historical landmarks of the early
days and ending for all time a unique episode
of our ever intriguing mountain history.

I took many a trip into the mountains in
those old days, visiting many beautiful spots
where the trees are now burned and the
strerams dry for most of the year, but my
memory harks back to one place which I took
special interest in visiting, the “Brown Boys”

Cabin in El Prieto.
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THE BIG SPRUCE CABIN

Many an old-timer and many hikers of these
days will recognize, in the picture which illus-
trates the poem “Over The Range,” the Big
Spruce Cabin (El Abedo Grande) of Bear
Canyon.

Standing near the stream and midway be-
tween Mt. Lowe Tavern and Switzer’s Camp,
shaded by two enormous spruce trees, said to
be the largest in Southern California, this old
log cabin was a landmark of that area for
half a century. It stood on a camp ground
often used and spoken of by Owen and Jason
Brown, but the name of its builder and the
history of its early days are today unknown.
In 1898 a group of boys from South Pasadena
found it without a roof and rather a wreck,
made it habitable and used it for week-end
trips.

James S. Montague, now a prominent den-
tist of Los Angeles, with two friends, Samuel
T. Norcross, now living at La Jolla, and Lou
Winters of Pasadena, now deceased, became
interested in the cabin about 1903, gradually
acquired the interest of the former owners
and later leased it from the Forestry Depart-
ment, They, with their families and friends,
spent many a happy week-end here in the
shade of “The Big Spruce,” using the cabin
as a store house while living mostly in the
out-of-doors, until July 11, 1921, when the
title was transferred to the San Antonio Club.

This well known hiking club was organ-
ized under “The Big Spruce,” November 11,
1919, and was later given the opportunity by
the owners to take over the cabin and lease.
A commodious and comfortable lodge, the
mountain headquarters of this organization,
was built in 1924, and in the winter of 1933
the old cabin, which had been carefully pre-
served as a landmark, was crushed by a fall-
ing tree.

CABINS OF THE BIG TUJUNGA
“Ybarra Cabin”

In Big Tujunga Canyon, just above Trail
Canyon, on ground known to all old-timer5 as
the Ybarra Ranch, Pedro Ybarra built his
mountain home in 1880. The old cabin still
stands, is still in the Ybarra family and now
used as a storehouse for a later and more mod-
ern home built about 1912 and now occupied
by Frank Ybarra, a son. The old board
cabin, still in good condition, is the oldest
home now standing and one of the first habi-
tations of this canyon.

“Hoyt’s Cabin”

This old log cabin, now in ruins, was built
and occupied by Silas Hoyt about 1890 and
remained in his possession until his death in
1925 at the age of 97 years. It stood on the
east bank of the stream, just below Vasquez
Canyon, on property now called Pinecliff and
occupied by a more modern frame structure,
but to all the old mountaineers it was“Hoyt’s.”

(Continued on Page 14)

OVER THE RANGE

When the cares of the City crowd in too close
And the heart is sick with the struggle for gain;

When the mind rebels at the things which it sees
In this world of greed and grief and pain;

When we find there’s no wealth or power or fame
Which ever repays for the struggle and strife;
That it’s real servrice given and kind deeds done

Which gain us true friends for the evening of life;

Then why not away to a spot which I know
Beneath the Big Spruce’s cooling shade;
To a cabin tucked in a canyon wall,
Wild flowers scattered throughout a glade?

Where a sparkling stream runs by the door
Singing along o’er its rocky bed,

And the flickering sunbeams come and go
Through the leafy canopy overhead.

Over the range from the busy world,

Where there’s quiet and rest and peace of mind;
Where nothing is petty or small or cheap

And all nature’s done by a master hand.

Where fortune and fame and power are naught,
But only honor and {riendship call;
Where comrades gather at the close of day
And good fellowship reigns over all.
WiLL H. THRALL.
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