Account of the Summer, 1922, Move of the Hammond Family from Durango, Colorado, to California.

[Interview of Marjorie Hammond McCulley by Marian Hammond Pearce on May 18,1980.]
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Marian: Do you know how the family [Gilbert & Mamie Hammond & daughters Marjorie and Marian] happened to decide to sell the business [N .W. Hammond & Sons -Blacksmith & Wagon Shop] and move to California?

Marjorie: Yes. There wasn't any business in Durango. This was when the automobiles were coming in, and the horses were going out. And there just wasn't enough business to keep going.

Marian: So did they just fold the business up or did they sell it to somebody?

Marjorie: I think they sold it, but I'm not sure, and I don't think they ever got very much out of it. It wasn't the depression, but it was a very depressed time.

Marian: Then they sold the business and decided to move to California?

Marjorie: Yes, and at that time the Boyce grandparents [Joseph D. & Nettie] were already in California. They had been out here, I'll guess, a year -enough to be established. The Hammond grandparents [Nahum W. & Anna M.] stayed in Durango and they didn't leave until sometime after that, after we got established [in Pomona] .We were in our second house, as a matter of fact, before they came. It was really that there wasn't enough money for the business to keep going.

Marian: Was Grandpa Hammond still in the business or was he kind of retired?

Marjorie: Oh, no. When we went back to Durango [from Norwood], the only reason we went back was that he [Nahum] couldn't keep the business going. And the folks [Gilbert & Mamie] had been very happy in Norwood, but he [Nahum] needed somebody to take care of the business, and he couldn't sell it. They needed the income from it. So they, our parents, went back to take over the business, and it was not a happy thing for our mother. She didn't want to go back. She felt that they were forced to buy the business that they didn't want. It was just survival.

Marian: Was Uncle Owen [Hammond] involved in this at all?

Marjorie: No, not at all. He didn't ever live in Durango in my memory -he was the eldest [brother of Nahum]. (eldest son of Nahum, mm)

We are getting ready to leave Durango now, and in those days, there weren't vans that came in and packed all your things up. We might not have had the money to pay a van, in any case.

Marian: And no trailers, I guess, not like we know them today?

Marjorie: Oh, indeed not. So what everybody did was to either sell everything they had for what they could get from the second-hand man or wherever or they hired a railroad car if they had a lot of money, or they shipped by freight, which was, of course, expensive.

But what we did, the parents, was to sell everything except things that were small and treasured. That's why we don't have any old pieces of furniture, no old dishes and this kind of thing. I want to put this in while I think of it. Grandma [Anna] Hammond did have some nice pieces of glassware and china, very nice things that she had collected. When they moved, she was incapacitated, and her housekeeper packed things and didn't know how to pack. She packed heavy cut glass alongside crystal and everything went together in the bottom of the trunk.

When Grandma Hammond came out to California to unpack things, practically everything was destroyed, just in pieces.

But to go back to our parents and selling all of these things, then we left Durango in an old Overland and I know there are pictures of this old car.

Marian: This was a touring car?

Marjorie: A touring car that sounded like a truck. We had to take a lot of food with us because there weren't any places along the way to eat, and we were going across really uninhabited land -across the Navajo reservation, for example.

Marian: They didn't have restaurants like here and there?

Marjorie: Nothing, nothing. We were going through an area where there were very few towns at all because we went from Durango right across New Mexico. I don't remember where we -I guess we went to Gallup, that would be where we'd get the transcontinental road, and in those days that was a long, slow road. We had to carry water, not a whole lot probably, but still it was a desert situation. And I can remember we had some home-cured bacon. Very basic things, and there was nothing dehydrated or canned. Our meals would be like bacon and potatoes, just a regular ...

Marian: Basic?

Marjorie: Very basic, and I'm sure we had sandwiches of some kind at noon. But it was quite a problem to find water when we did get to where it was true desert. Even at filling stations you had to pay for the water because the water was hauled in on railway tank cars. So you paid by the gallon for water to drink and for the radiator.

Marian: And there weren't too many filling stations, I imagine?

Marjorie: Oh, no. Probably they took some extra gasoline along, I would guess. The car was very well loaded. The car had running boards so there were chests on the running boards, and everything was packed very compactly. The car was weighted down, and there had to be a lot of tools for repairing the car. As a matter of fact, the car had to be repaired on the way, and we had to send for apart.

Again, you had to stay very independent. And so there were mechanic’s tools and the camping gear. There was nothing like a sleeping bag. We took regular quilts and things like that. The tires were poor, and you had to take kits to patch tires along the way.

Marian: I kind of remember those.

Marjorie: Yes, the tubes. You put patches on the tubes, you put blow-out patches in the casing. All of that equipment had to go along. We had a Coleman lantern -no, a Coleman lantern? We had some kind of light, maybe it was a regular old kerosene lamp. I can't remember.

Marian: It's a wonder there was room for people.

Marjorie: Well, there was hardly room for the people. It's a good thing that two of them were little people. Well, all four were, but there were two smaller.

Now what else can I tell you about the basic part of getting of town. Packing that car was a big thing. Well, then all of our things that we couldn't take - that hadn't been sold -somehow got to us later. I suppose they were sent by freight. That's all I can think of.

And the roads were terrible. They were just tracks.

Marian: Was it called Highway 66 then, or was it just "the east-west road"?

Marjorie: It probably was. We had a long way before we got to that. I really don't remember the surface of the road when we were in New Mexico and Arizona, but I do know that they were working on the road. So there were a lot of detours that were pretty horrendous.

Also, one of the things we had to be careful of, there were very few bridges. What you'd do was go down one slope and up the other slope. Of course, at that time of year there didn't happen to be any water, but they were very aware of flash flood danger. We were probably going 15 miles an hour most of the way. The roads were very, very difficult, so that was a real problem.

Marian: What did you do? Just camp beside the road?

Marjorie: Yes, that's all. There were a few campgrounds that I vaguely remember but not true campgrounds until we got into California. The first one that I really remember was at Victorville, and that's where Grandpa Boyce found us. But along the way, this may have been when we had to order the car part, and I can't remember what it was -a gear kind of thing - we stayed for, I think, two weeks in Holbrook. We had to go there and wait. Also, there was a partly finished building there that was waiting for someone to come by down the road, who knew how to wire it for electric lights and everything. That was something that Daddy knew how to do, and, of course, it was a way to make some money. So I think we stayed in that unfinished building instead of camping out. I think we did our camping inside this. As I recall, it was just like a big store -empty room. We stayed long enough for him to put in whatever lighting system they wanted.

Marian: Was there much traffic back and forth on the road?

Marjorie: No, very little. You were really on your own. We did rescue one car. It was a very elegant car, and, of course, the parents were sure they were bootleggers because it was an elegant car, and the people had money. In those days you didn't ever take money for doing people a favor. I can't remember what was done, but it was only because we came along that their car was repaired.

Marian: They were just at the side of the road waiting?

Marjorie: Yes, they were completely stalled. I don't know how long they had been waiting when we got there. The woman in the car, when we got to civilization -we stayed together until we got into a town -to be nice to us bought us each a Hershey bar, which, I am sure, were 10 times the size of the Hershey bars today. And we sort of thought, "Oh, gee whiz, she thinks she's so great," because Grandma Hammond had given us a whole box of Hershey bars to take on the trip. Well, of course, we took them very gracefully and enjoyed them, but she didn't know our secret. She thought we were in poverty.

But there were very few people on the road. I don't remember any bad weather. That is, there were no sudden desert sandstorms or rain showers or anything. I think we must have been very lucky.

Marian: Counting the two weeks in Holbrook, how long do you think the trip took?

Marjorie: I really cannot guess. On that I'd try to find out somebody else's travel, somebody who's written an early day travel book and estimate how many miles they made a day.

Marian: Because you couldn't have made too many?

Marjorie: No, it took a long time. I remember that even though the distance wasn't all that great by our terms today.

Marian: What do you do it in now -three days?

Marjorie: I'm not sure. I think three days wouldn't be too far off. It really wouldn't, because you drive long days now at a higher speed. Camping out then, I'm sure that we got a very late start in the morning.

Marian: And had to stop early?

Marjorie: Yes. And cooking a regular breakfast, no quick foods, to cook a regular breakfast, get everything loaded and drive and then have to get in early at night in order to cook this meal, over a campfire I'm sure. I do remember we had a very heavy iron skillet. That was a basic thing.

Probably an iron skillet and teakettle. Can you imagine how heavy that was?

Marian: So, then you got to Victorville, and that was a real campground?

Marjorie: That was a real campground. As a matter of fact, it was a campground that was kind of semi-permanent. There were a lot of people who had been there for some time, waiting to decide where they were going to go from there.

What we didn't know is that we had been so slow coming that Grandpa Boyce had gotten very excited and worried about us. I can't remember why the parents hadn't written to him. Maybe the mail was slow in those days, too. But he just couldn't stand it any longer so he got in his old car to get out to find us. I think they [the Boyce grandparents] were living in Watts then, but I'm not sure. I have a vague recollection. He had bought -I'm sure of this part -he had bought a small meat market.

Marian: I thought he had a meat market in Watts.

Marjorie: Yes, in a very poor section, and I am sure that they saw him coming because he didn't come anywhere near making a living. I don't know -he may have abandoned it. I don't know how he got rid of it. But he did come and find us. And that's something that impressed me so much. To think on a transcontinental highway, to set out to find somebody and actually do it. But there weren't that many cars on the road.

Marian: You'd never do it today.

Marjorie: There was no other choice [of road]. Well, now the freeways are divided. You don't know who's on the other side of the road. He was watching, and he would stop cars, or when cars stopped, he'd ask if they had seen this Overland with Colorado license plates with two adults and two little girls in it. He kept asking questions, and I don't know whether he was, whether he came into the campground because he knew we were there or whether he came into the campground, and we just happened to be there.

Marian: Everybody must have just been flabbergasted, weren't they?

Marjorie: Well, I don't know. I wasn't aware of that part of it, but it must have been a reasonable thing to do to set out to find somebody or he wouldn't have undertaken it.

There weren't very many cars on the road, and there was only one road to go. He knew we were out of Colorado and on our way. They probably wrote from Holbrook because we stayed there about two weeks. So that he knew exactly what road we were going to be on, there was no choice across the desert. It was just a matter of how far we had gotten along that road.

Part of his concern were the two grandchildren, and he wanted to be of help. So that was the way it went.

Marian: Then you all went to Watts together? Was that more than a day's trip, do you suppose? It must have been.

Marjorie: I'm sure it was. It would have taken at least two days, I think, from Victorville, because, you see, you are still traveling on very poor gravel roads across the desert.

Marian: And over the [Cajon] pass?

Marjorie: At least we would have been coming down the pass, which would have been the big thing. But at that time it was the old Cajon road. I don't know if you remember how steep it was, with switchbacks. Even coming down hill it would have been hazardous because brakes were poor at that time.

I can remember that it was a very winding, narrow road, very steep and, of course, having your brakes burn out was a hazard in those days. They really did burn out. You could see the charring.

When we got down to the bottom of Cajon pass, there was a nice campground, a picnic ground. It would be near San Bernardino, I think. There were a lot of trees there. It was quite pretty and very welcome because we had been out in the desert area. That might have been the end of one day.

Marian: It could be because Victorville -from Victorville to there would be a considerable distance.

Marjorie: A considerable distance, and there wouldn't be too many choices between for camping. There certainly was no water between. So anyway we went in there, and the reason it stayed in my mind so much is that it was a very nice place. There were cement picnic tables with cement benches around them, and these had all been bought by service clubs, contributed.

The parents were so impressed because we found the table that the Elks had given. But now when I go down Cajon Pass, the floods have wiped out every trace of all these trees. The campground area is totally gone.

Marian: I suppose the freeway, too, has...

Marjorie: The freeway, too. But the way it is now, the water is just - because the system has been tampered with, the old narrow channel just isn't there any more. It's just destroyed. It doesn't look like it did. It was a pretty area.

Marian: I can remember when you came down out of the canyon, it opened out a little bit, and it was kind of pretty there. Maybe that's where it was - before you got to San Bemardino.

Marjorie: It could have been. You were along a stream that had nice trees and shrubs. I haven't seen anything, and I've looked for it when I come down through there. The stream banks are all bare of any vegetation now. As a matter of fact, I can remember that, while we lived in Pomona, floods up there washed things out, so I suppose it came out early on.

Marian: Now, just one more question. Do you know how the family happened to decide on Pomona?

Marjorie: Yes, that's where Daddy found work. What he did was to go where, I suppose, there were ads in the paper. And he answered ads. He did work in Corona for a little time, like two weeks or something like this. But, no, he went out there, and I am assuming he went and stayed and was sure he was going to be kept on before the rest of us moved to Pomona.

Marian: Was that a blacksmith shop or was that a garage?

Marjorie: He didn't ever work at anything but blacksmithing during the time I was in California. The only garage work he did was in Norwood.

Marian: I do remember the house on Second Street [in Pomona]. But that was the second house?

Marjorie: Yes. The first house was on Third Street near Eleanor, the same neighborhood. It was a fairly small house. It was quite crowded. The landlady lived in a small house on the back of the lot. And the house, it just wasn't adequate for the number of people who were going to live in it. You see, the grandparents came out. When we were there Aunt Ethel [Boyce ] was with us, and I think she was the only one. I don't know how long we were in that house -there's no way to measure. But it was because we had to have a bigger house that we moved.

Marian: And so Grandpa and Grandma Hammond came out to live with the folks?

Marjorie: Yes, and you know that they went back and forth to Denver. But that was the thing. They were leaving Durango, and they sold their house there and became transients between their two sons.

Marian: I can vaguely remember putting them on the train.

Marjorie: Well, that was the thing. They just waited until the family was established out here. Then they sold their house.

Marian: That didn't last too long, that traveling back and forth? Because Grandpa Hammond died when I was real young, I think.

Marjorie: He died while I was in about the middle of junior high school. It couldn't have been more than three or four years, I suppose. (Nahum Hammond died in 1925, mm)

When I was first in school in California, they put me in, I think, the high 6th grade. When he died I have a feeling I might have been in about the 8th grade.

Marian: I know when I went to Denver which, I think, is when he was so sick, I don't think I was more than about four or five. I don't think I had started school yet.

Marjorie: Probably not. That's probably why you went. To be taken care of. Grandma and Grandpa Boyce stayed with me, and I think Uncle Ernie [Boyce] was living with us and working at the Piggly Wiggly.

Marian: I remember vaguely that he bought all the radios. Had Grandma and Grandpa Boyce come to Pomona then?

Marjorie: Yes, but I don't remember when they came. I connect it with going to the larger house -to get extra bedrooms because, you see, Aunt Ethel wasn't married at that time, and then there were the Grandparents Boyce and occasionally the Hammond grandparents.

Marian: That must have been a big house.

Marjorie: It was a large rambling house. It really was.

Marian: I can remember the living room, but I can't remember...

Marjorie: Do you remember the "crazy" room?

Marian: I remember hearing about it.

Marjorie: Well, that's where the radios were. It would be a family room today. It was in the center of the house, and the reason it was a "crazy" room was it had a skylight. It was an interior room, and it had been an exterior room.

Marian: With no windows?

Marjorie: That's right, but the owner had built on a glassed-in porch. That was on the outside of what had been the outer wall of the "crazy" room.

Marian: I don't remember a glassed-in porch at all.

Marjorie: Well, but that was the kitchen really. It was a glassed-in porch that they moved the kitchen into. I don't remember too much about that room -what we cooked on -I suppose it was gas. I don't remember too much about that.

I remember the parlor, and I think the parlor became one of the bedrooms for one of the grandparents. And, of course, we had one bathroom.

Marian: For all those people!

Marjorie: You didn't spend too much time in it then.

