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®@ ® © By Ernest Otto

SOOI RE SRE S T e e etz ot

Today’s dedication of the Henry
Cowell Redwood State park brings |
back happy memories of old times.
There is no question that the writ-
er was taken to a picnic in the
“Big Trees” 80 .years ago as it was
a favorite picnic spot for all Santa
Cruz families.

It was what seemed a long drive
over the circuitous Big Trees road
which: was known by many as the
“toll road,” the toll house standing
at a turn.

The first memory of the middle
seventies is that of the bridge
across the San Lorenzo river. This |
was a huge fellen tree which ex-
tended from bank to bank. The top
had been shaved flat with adzes
and on either side were hand rail-
ings. How the children would run
back and forth across this crude
bridge. Both sides were considered
i part of the picnic grounds. There
was no dividing line then*between

the Welch grove and the Cowell
grove. They were one and the
same.

There was no Southern Pacific
railroad track running through the
east side of the grove.

The present entrance is located
in what was the north end of the
grove. Here there was a division
line formed by an old time picket
fence.

The crossing then was without
a bridge, and drivers of vehicles
were forced %o ford the river and
drive their horses up the bank into
the grove, which looked then much
as it does now. ; {

Like today there was the out-
standing “giant” tree. But it was
not surrounded by a fence to keep
vandals from cutting off bits of
bark as it is today. In those days
it ‘was covered with the business
or personal cards of visitors. This
practice had to come to a stop
when it was necessary to protect
the tree’s bark from vandals.

1t was a usual custom for several
persons to stand hand in hand and
encircle this forest giant and count
to determine the number needed
to surround it. A group so posed
was a favorite picture target for
_tourists.
In the

days of those early pic-
nics, there usually were lines of
people who would enter the “Gen-
eral Fremont” tree. There was no
plank floor then, nor any electric
light illumination. Electricity was
a thing of the future then, but
there was enough light from the
k- jarge~ windows cut through * the
charred inside to the redwood ex-
terior.
Nowadays,
ed to grow

the bark has continu-
until one window is
completely covered by the burly
redwood and the other is open
only a few inches, showing the ex-
tent of the redwood’s growth. Gen-
eral Fremont visited the tree in
1846, according to Elliott’s history.

The “Jumbo” with its head and
trunk nearby had not been named
in those days. But there-were the
«Three Sisters.” One since has
gone, felled in a winter wind-- |
storm. Then the “Sisters” were
turned into a bar with a counter
across the front for picnics.

Among the trees which had
names in those early days was the
“Ingersoll’s Cathedral,” now just
“The.Cathedral.” Not far away was
perer i demeroiediond! - AN mravened
when a special train brought dele-
gates to a national convention of

e

summer and, almost impassable

the Young Men’s Christian Associa-
tion from San Francisco to the Big
Trees. It is likely this is the only
tree ever dedicated with. prayers
and hymns.

Sometime later, the trees were
identified - by  giving: them the
names of important personages.

There was no railroad bridge or
traek during the earliest visits of
the writer tothe Big Trees. A path
at the south end”of the grove led
some distance beyond. the present
railroad. Here stood an old log
cabin which was. another favorite
place for tacking cards.

The tanning vats had hardly
started to rot then. Now the first
tanning place soon will be a thing
of the past from the effects of .de-’
It is said that Graham and

The same ‘buildings were there
when the writer was a lad. There

| was an open air dining room on a

porch not much different from the
present.

Across the river, the woodsman’s
axe had not yet wrought destruc-
tion, and there was a sirgin forest
between the banks of {h(‘ river and
the Big Tree road. Now many cot-
tages, homes and camping sites dot
the area.

Many would cross the single tree
bridge and eat their picnie lunches
under the towering redwood trees.
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mud in the winter, much more cir-
cuitous than at'present.

At intervals, the road was en->

larged to provide a passing place
for teams, and drivers would hus-
tle to one of them when the warn-
ing bells on the necks of the mule
teams or ‘sometimes the pictur-
esque ox teams. :

At what is now the lower end bf
Paradise Park was the 15-foot high

plank fence of the California Pow-*

der works: later the E. I. DuPont
de, Nemours Powder company. ‘At
ofi¢ time, it was a paper mill and
was carried out by a flood. ¢
The mountainside on the west
side above and below the roatl on
the Cowell property held a virgin
forest of redwoods. When these
were cut, they ‘were succeeded by

cay.
Ware tanned there, working most- | a growth of the wild lilac which
ly with bear and deer skins. made a beautiful sight in the

spring, with the unusual blue of
the lilacs literally' covering 'the
mountain. Redwoods can never be
killed and as the second growth
appeared, the lilacs disappeared,
leaving the second growth red-
woods torbe preserved in the Hen-
ry Cowell Redwoods state park.

On the east side a virgin forest
of pines: remains, one of the finest
remaining stands of timber in
these parts, and also a part of the
Cowell state park.

The "river, s plashing below
among the rocks, also is a part of

Just below the bridge was the ) s A
! mi)uth of a ‘1‘03\1111‘17! ('1‘((>0k in this large p:_irk and is conmde_red
| which lovely tiger lilies usually | 988 of the finest streams, particu-

ik i ey Y | larly the turn at Inspiration Point,

below the “Garden of Eden” swim-
ming hole. .}

At the end of the new park at
I‘Qincon is tgle location of the pow-
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The South PaciliC LOASL L@ v
and then the Southern Pacific went
through the towering groves of the
Big Trees and carried thousands
of ~ sightseers - to the marvelous
grove.

A large open air dance platform
was in the center ‘of the grove for
the bands, because in those days

@

all large picnics were accompanied’

by brass bands. How the music
would reverberate through those
forests.

A large redwood stump, smooth-
ed on top, with seats around it,
was a favorite resting spot.

Practically all of the notables
coming to California would visit
the Big Trees. A great event was
the posing of General Fremont be-

| side his tree.

The only. method of reaching
the grove in the horse and buggy
days was by the “toll road.” The
gate at the toll house usually was

_open and the gatekeeper would be
-inside the .bar

S room, ometimes
drivers wou d rush through:with-
ouf paying. 5

The Big [Tree road, now:a con-

crete l}ighx\fay, was a one way road.
dusty in spite of sprinkling in the

‘Yosemite park, took the day stage
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. railroad when it was built in the
middle seventies through the park.
One was at .Rincon and was re-
placed by a deep cut. The other
is beyond Inspiration Point.

What a great gift to
this Cowell State park! 3

The writer, on his _first trip to

posterity is

trip to the Wawona Big Tree Grove
in that park. While standing and
looking at the giant trees, he re-
marked to the ranger that the
trees at Santa Cruz seemed taller
but were smaller in circumference.
The ranger answered: «] am glad
you noticed that as many who
have already seen those trees
thought them larger. You are right
on both counts.”

In the log cabin at‘Wawona were
specimens of curly redwood. The -
person in charge asked if the writ--
er wanted to buy anything and my
answer was: “We have plenty of
that in my home city, Santa Cruz.
He asked if I knew J. W. Dickin-

son of Santa Cruz, and 1 said, “Of
coursg.” He then said: “All the
burl _redwood stock here came from :
Dickinson in Santa Cruz”" l

=
U OURRL el At - S U ML



