

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































NAPA, CAL., FRIi)AY

’ NOVEMBER 23, 1888.

; Death ot ("a.l. 8. Wing.

| A letter received by Mr. “Jos. F.
Lamdin from L. B. W , President
of the Ohlo State 1 h'eralty at
Ng?rk, announces the death of
the Writer’s brother, Statham Wing,
a former resldent of Napa. We are
permnitted th take from the letter
these partigulars:

“My brother died October 24th.
He hnd been quite comfortable dur-
ing the Snmmer, but there was a
Pereeg tible, though gradual decline

atmugth from imonth to
month.  Oyr brother, J. K. Wing

October, lea¥ing for home about the
10th. :On the 14th our family Joe-
tor was called in and ~on the h
my brother dréssed himself and
louuged about the house for an hour
or so, but he soon yveturned to bed
and led rapidly until Wednesday
g, the 24th), when he
i‘v’ hcwmtduwnintethedark

» Wwithout- great
5&1 ng, his mind elear
and “his faith and. trust jn a

rlsen Bavior unshal;e n and com-

“Enall: t time his home has

u w&th been a marvel

ﬂenmr:f eheerfulneas and un-

sel hness. He never forgot his

' California nds and I think the

hardest thing for him to give up in
this life wds the hope and- expecta- o e 4

tion that slite’- end would come o e - -:"!‘-t-:—- e

and his body buried

esm of his ‘Elizaboth’  His T AKE AT TUlOCM’ CEMETERY

ded v‘;m on the 26th t;n;l t:aatsi\}t;
our nister,

*tlg:v.ﬁ. b gghn:ro% g]("the Prot. BY L. HICKS
: tirch here; and his re-
‘rest fn m; famidy lotin Cedar
- me ; .

aged lrnsa.natwe of Vermont,
aged 81 jem‘s. For many years he
owned andlived tipon what i now
the th ‘Robinson ranch in
Rrowhs vs lley. "Later, wtyle living
in this cit;){L bis wife dled, and he

movyed inte'the Redwoods north of
toib,

—pe———

Here the infirmities of old
overmok him and he was
obligéd to.again® move into town,
where: he wuld lxave a doctor’s care
and bhe nufsing of ‘frie About
flve years he wen ast and has
since made bhis brothep’s home his
owns He was arf ¢ldetin the Pres-
byterian eh‘ureh of this city and
in wgrd @hd aet ever preached
the ghspel of his Lord. He was one
of the faithful ores who believe that
they who enter hea\*en s gates must
go upon their Kknees—one who
“wonld ra;her sleep in the southern
corner of a gountry churchyard than
in thettomb of the Capulets.” He
fought a-good fleht, he kept the
faith.:- Can - we doubt that hence-
forth thems is laid up for him a
crowit of righteousness?
i & il e o
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ORGANIZATIONS



The following information courtesy of the executive committee, Dry Creek-
Lokoya Fire Diatrict Asegocidtion, Ine., and Newsletter of May, 1974:

DRY CREEK—LOKOYA FIRE DISTRICT ASSOCIATION, INC.

The "big" fire of 1945, which started on Dry Creek, was the
spark that started this organization. The fire burned hun-
dreds of acres, several times the fire seemed almost under
control, but would be lost despite heroic efforts. There

wasn't sufficient water, communication, or any organization

of trained people.

Many people recognized the need and organized the first meet-
ing on March 10, 1946 at the Enterprise School. Bob Smith
became the first Chairman. Bylaws were accepted and dues
established at $3.00 per year. The first fire trails were
bulldozed by Russell Parker in 1946 at $9.00 per hour for a
total of $113.00.

In 1951, the fire district received its first grant from Napa
County—$300.00. The first fire truck (300-gallon capacity)
was acguired in 1953. Fourteen volunteers put up a shed for

it at McFall's in September, 1956.

Bulldozing of fire trails in 1959 cost $460.00. The treasury
had only $395.00. To meet the expenses and costs of develop-

ments, dues were raised to $10.00 per year in 1960.

Executive officers of 1962, with the assistance of Clifton

Brooks, went to Sacramento and filed articles of incorporation

with the State Secretary.

‘Since then, other eguipment has been acgquired, including a
Dodge truck (500 gallons) and a Ford tanker (1250 gallons),
Forestry 2-way radios, and three sheds constructed by volun-

teers. Some private trucks and Citizen Band radios have been

purchased by interested persons.

Napa County officials have helped in securing vehicles and

when mutual aid began, supplied funds (supervised by county



FIRE DISTRICT ASSOQCLATION.  continued

and state departments). Much labor is by volunteers, such as

culverts on the fire roads to prevent washouts during winter.

Large white numbers have been painted on the county roads to
aid quick location by fire or law enforcement officers. Over
fifty-five miles of fire trails are maintained and mapped.
Lewis Holzreiter, Pete Wall, and Fred Held have spent many-
days walking these trails and directing the bulldozer opera-
tors. These trails have proven their worth to enable Forestry

and the Dry Creek-Lokoya trucks to gain gquick access to fires.

Since 1972, several women in the district have taken continuous
training from Forestry officials. Presently, about twelve are
participating. '

Paid membership in the Fire District has grown to hearly two
hundred, all of whom are notified on the annual meeting in
June.,

Chairmen of the Executive Committee since 1946 have been:
Russell Parker, Ted McFall, Sam Elster, Warren Kubler, George

Henke, and Bill Beers.



HIiLL AND DALE CLUB

The Hill and Dale Club organized in 1960 as a result of
an idea of three women who discussed forming a neighborhood
club to enable everyone to become better acquainted. Living
is a rural area prevents "back fence conversation" or even
visual contact with adjacent neighbors. Their purpose was,
and still is, to serve as a social outlet and as a "Helping

Hand" to those in need.

Membership is primarily limited to women residing or
formerly residing in the Dry Creek-~Mt. Veeder areas. Offi-
cers and chairmen are elected'annually in November. Monthly
meetings are held, usually hosted by members, and the dues
are nominal. There are occasions when the group charters a
bus to visit specific points of interest. Guests are often
invited to these events as well as the anniversary and

Christmas parties held each year.

This small group of twenty-thirty active members manage
to contribute several hundred dollars each year in carrying
out their purpose of being a "helping hand" to local families
or agencies, who in turn are helping local residents. Some
recipients have been: Hanna Boys Center, Napa Boys Club, and
the Queen of the Valley Hospital. Over the years, various
amounts have been given to many families at a specific time
of need or distress. These offerings are not restricted to
members or to those residing in the area. Money is also ex-
pended for memorial gifts or in cases of serious illness to
" a member or their immediate family.

Resources for all this expenditure are earned by a sum-
mer bazaar and luncheon, which includes the sale of homemade

articles, baked goods, home grown fruits, vegetables, and

plants. A White Elephant and Auction Sale is held annually,

too.

Fifteen-twenty percent of the active members are now



former residents which proves that even though they move from
the “hills and dales" of the Dry Creek-Mt. Veeder district,
their interest and enthusiasm remains with friends where they

previously lived.

Club presidents have been: Marian Kenney, Cleo Martin¥*,
Eleanor Wall, Ginny Feckner, Elvona Cole*, Bea McKenzie, Ruby
Holzreiter, Leila Millenbruch*, Matilda Zarvis, Marion Cel-

lar, Peggy Grubb, Dodie Mullen, Ila Crook, and Barbara Steele.

% Tndicates the three friends who founded the Hill & Dale Club in 1960.



- STORIES



TALES OF THE TERRITORY

Pickle Creek got its name from an incident of J. H. Fisher
{(owner of Mt. Veeder Vineyards, 1880), who ran his wagon off
the road, dumping a barrel of pickles into the creek.

—Richard Brandlin.

An area along Mt. Veeder Road, owned by the Partricks, was
known as "Hawks Nest." Large red—-tailed hawks nested and
raised their young in the big fur trees. In addition, that
portion of the road has a slight slope, which was called

"Hawks Nest Grade."—Richard Brandlin and Ed Holzreiter.

An area across from Hawks Nest was known as "“"Hundred Dollar
Slide." This bank next to the road would continually slide

onto the road each year.—George Slinsen.

A curve on the road before reaching Hawks Nest was called
Pear Tree Point or Coyote Bend. There was a prominent wild
Pear Tree there but the presence of coyotes was uncertain.

~HWillard Moyer.

The beginning of the present Mt. Veeder Road ({(at Redwood
‘Road) was known as Dutch Flat.—Ed Holzreiter.

Dr. Pond, who lived to be 94 years old, was the family doctor
for the Holzreiters. In payment for the doctor's services,
the Holzreiter boys would pick prunes for 10¢ a box (25-40

- pounds), usually twenty boxes a day from Dr. Pond's twenty-

five acres of prunes and persimmons.-—Ed Holzreiter.

Jacob Hanser, a woodcutter, better known as RED JACK, would
cook his pancakes on a small woodstove in his cébin, then sit
down on the doorstep, put the blackened pan (which had been
on the fire} onto his overalls and eat his meal. You can

imagine what his overalls looked like.—Ed Holzreiter.



TALES 0F THE "TERRIUTORY . . continued

RED JACK again—"He drove a horse and cart. He went to a
dance somewhere in the area. Some of the other guys went
out and smeared limburger cheese all over his cart. And Red

Jack said, 'Wherever I go, wherever I be, the whole country

smells like cheese.'"—Willard Moyer.



ROBBERU!''S ROOST

There's a spot on the Napa County map about twelve miles,
more or less, northwest of Napa where in the early part of
the 1900's a young well-dressed man named Ernest Gieger came
to live. The neighbors all thought him a nice young fellow
who wore snappy clothes, fancy boots. He had a good gift of
gab, wit, and a flair for horses, buggies, wagons, and bicy-
cles. He was thought to be just a good “"horse trader," for
he always seemed to have something to trade for his hay. BHe
possessed several bicycles and these too were a means of
exchange when a neighbor had something which he needed to

buy.

He would leave for a day or so going to either Sonoma, Napa,
or Santa Rosa with a team of horses and a wagon or a buggy.
Returning with a newer team of horses and wagon, buggy,
another bicycle, or most anything that could be used as an
exchange for whatever he might need. He was such a smooth
talker that all his neighbors thought they were getting a

good bargain trading with him.

The area in those days was so isolated that no lawman seemed
to get around to question him as to where the horses or
wagons he drove came from. However, many were turning up
missing throughout the valley and as far away as Santa Rosa.

Sooner or later they would be found.

Wine was one of his favorite drinks, and as all the neighbors
made their own, that was not a problem for him. He became

" popular with the younger set in the area. On Sundays, he
was all decked out in his shiny boots—good leather and all
—silver stirrups, a nice new saddle. He had a good team of
horses with his wagon of hay and would invite anyone to go
for a hayride with him around the area. The neighbors in-
vited him to dine or just have a drink of wine with them.

This young man was indeed polite and well-mannered. His



ROBBER'S ROQOOST .. .continued

talents went beyond horse~trading for he could sing, yodel,

play the banjo and mouth-organ accordion.

His singing and yodelling was such that he had cut a riding
trail on the neighbors' property so that he might ride and
sing on a high point so many could hear him, and no one ever
complained. This trail along the side of the mountain made
a good echo for his yodelling, and if anyone asked why he did

it, he would say he was trying to develop his voice.

His favorite horse was a bay, named Bingo, a trick horse.
When he rode to neighborhood gatherings, he always wore side-
arms partly concealed by his coat; this was a normal thing

for most riders: in those days.

Most of the young folks liked to dance in those days, if
there was music and their families did:-not frown on it too
much. So young Ernest Gieger seemed to know all the latest
steps and was very popular with the many young ladies in the
neighborhood. He would take time out from his dancing to
sing and play for the other dancers and entertain the elders
and of course drink their best white wine. At that time,
white wine was considered the best and the price was only
twenty cents a gallon, while the red wine cost fifteen cents

a gallon.

Someone asked him one day if he ever shot any game. He re-
élied that he did not, for he liked to see the guail in his
_ barnyard eating the grain that the horses wasted. He said
he didn't own a shotgun as it was too much trouble to pre-
pare it each time anyhow. For this, he may have been smart.
Tf he had done a lot of shooting, it may have aroused sus-
picion.

on one of the Sunday afternoon gatherings he planned a hay-

ride. A few weeks later he hitched up one of his snappy



ROBBERYS ROOST.. . . continued . . .

teams, scattered some hay on the seats of a spring wagon and
had everything in readiness, except that he had over-indulged
in his favorite drink. All the young ladies and a few young
men that promised to go gathered at his place at the time he
had set. One of the older girls questioned his driving abi-
lity, but he assured them that his horses knew the road well.
Some of the young men helped him empty his jugs when he said
he wanted to get them refilled at the winery down the road
and that all the drinks would be on him. Then he would let

the group decide where they would ride to.

The ride was of short duration. About a hundred yards from
the starting point, he wanted to show the girls how fast the
horses could run. The road was slightly downhill through a
grove of redwood trees in which there was a stump about two
feet high. The right wheel of the heavily laden hay wagon
hit the stump, upsetting it. Some of the young ladies re-
ceived broken ribs, arms, or bad bruises. None of the young
men were hurt. All accepted their own blame. The old re-
tired doctor living in the area at that time was kept pretty
busy for the rest of that day and evening setting bones and
treating the bruises. Anyone who offered to pay him was ask-
ed to help him when his fruit needed harvesting. This acci-
dent sort of put a damper on this dapper Mr. Gieger for some

time, so he went back to his horse trading and homework for

a while.

He finally made a mistake. He sold a nice span of horses that
he had had for some time, to a neighbor. The purchaser drove
them to Napa several times, with no trouble. But this one
time, he hitched them to his usual hitching post and went on
his way shopping. ©On his return, he found two lawmen wait-
ing with another man by his wagon and fine span of horses.
They questioned him as to when and where and from whom he had

bought such a fine span of horses and wagon. Then the man



ROBBER'S RQOST.. ... continued .

with the lawmen stated that this team and wagon was indeed
his, and that they had "disappeared" several weeks back. This
incident was kept quiet and nothing was said or done to the

dapper Mr. Gieger until a well-set trap was arranged.

Setting up a trap wasn't easy and took a lot of snooping
around, for it was noted that though the young man said he
did not have any guns except his side-arms that all knew
about, he did indeed have a rifle. This had been seen by a
"snooping" deputy, posing as a deer hunter—just passing by.
The deputy saw that Gieger was putting a new roof on his
cabin and he had a rifle lying very close to where he was
working on the roof. One day the sheriff finally had the
trap set with deputies hiding in the brush-covered and iso-
lated areas around the house. It was a very hot day during
the deer season. One deputy with a hunting gun, his clothes
torn, and looking very much like a lost hunter and very un-
known to Mr. Gieger, approached the house near midday. About
one hundred yards away, he stopped and called to Mr. Gieger,
who was on top of his house, nailing on his new roof. Pre-
tending to be a deer hunter, who seemed indeed lost, tired,
thirsty, and dishevelled; he first asked for a drink of water.
He was told by the man on the roof where the spring was. The
so~called hunter laid down his gun and partook of the water.
Then he approached a little nearer to see if there were any
firearms on Mr. Gieger; noting none, he scanned the area and

~saw a rifle near the ladder to the roof.

He asked Mr. Gieger where the road to Oakville might be and
how to get there. The so~called hunter having left his gun
at least twenty feet away stretched out on the ground after
his drink, kept talking to Gieger about how tired and worried
he was about getting lost. Their conversation rambled on,
until Mr. Gieger asked the hunter what time he thought it

was. The hunter pulled out his watch and said it was almost



ROBBER'!S ROQOOST.. .. . eontinued

noon. Wherein Mr. Gieger said he guessed it was about time
to come down and have his lunch., The hunter allowed, too,

it was about time he was getting along, but slowly stalling
for time to allow Mr. Gieger to get off the roof and watching
carefully to see if Mr. Gieger picked up his gun-—a little
afraid he might, but the hunter knew he was being watched and
covered if there was any danger. Gieger did not suspect any-
thing as he walked over very close to the so-called hunter,
who was staying as far away from his own gun as he was from
Gieger's gun. Then he stepped near Mr. Gieger to have him
point out the exact spot or area of the Oakville Grade Road.
As Gieger pointed, the deputy grabbed his wrist while the
deputies to the rear ran out of the bushes and handcuffed

him very quickly. Mr. Gieger could only say that if he had

known or suspected, that they would have been shot.

This was the final chapter of Dapper Ernest Gieger's horse-
trading (in his language), but just plain horse-thievery—

everything he could get.

He was tried, found guilty, and sent to prison for fifty
years. He threatened the neighbor who caused him to be
caught, if he ever got out of prison., After five years or
thereabouts, he almost made good his threat by escaping from
San Quentin, getting into the water, and trying to swim to
safety. A guard heard the water splashing, turned a spot-
light to the area. Seeing a man, the guard called to him to
"stop and return, but getting no answer, he shot at him,
wounding him in the shoulder. He was brought in to the pri-

son hospital where he recovered, but lost his "good behavior"

time.

All the stolen property that Gieger had when he was caught
was returned to the many owners and his name has faded with

time.



ROBBERUYS RQOQOQOST... . continued .. ... .. .. ...

No one I know can recall whatever happened to Ernest Gieger,
the so-called Horse Trader, but the place where he lived
those few short years of his young life became known as

"Robber's Roost," and was so noted in those early days.

The preceding story, ROBBER'S ROOST, was copied from a handwritten story
by L. A. Holzreiter in 1965.

The property on which Ernest Gieger lived is presently owned by the Hirth
family.



From a taped interview with Frank T. Moyer in December, 1974, comes the
following story, whick I've tried to keep in his worde as much as possi~
ble. This episode took place about 1925.

This fellow came up to the house and wanted to borrow my ri-
fle, and I told him I didn't have any rifle. (I had a .22.,)
He said, “This s.o.b. is down here monkeying with my wife,
and I think he's going to kill her." After he left, I called
up the sheriff and said, "This neighbor of mine is looking
for a gun and wants to shoot somebody." The sheriff asked,
"Is anybody hurt?" I said, "Not that I know of—yet!"

Pretty quick I heard this old model T with no muffler on it
charging up the road. Then I heard, BANG! bang-bang! Just
like that. So I called up the sheriff again and said, "The
shooting's going on now." The sheriff asked again, "Is any-
one hurt?" I told him, "I don't know, and furthermore I'm

not going to find out.”

Then the Mrs. (the wife of the man who asked for the rifle)
came over and said, "Frank! Frank! My husband just shot—
so-and-so."” So, I called up the sheriff's office again.
"Well," I said, "there's a man shot up here, and—so-and~
so shot him. You'd better come out here." The sheriff
asked, "Where is it?" and I said, "I'll be waiting down
at the county road with a lantern. You just get up here,

all right?"

So we went out up there and the coroner, Steve Treadway, was
there. This fellow who was shot was laying face-down, with
a shotgun under his arm. Treadway went to pull the gun out
and I said, "Look out, I think one of the barrels is still
loaded. You'll be shooting someone if you're not careful."
So, then they rolled the guy over, and sure enough, he still
had his finger in the fingerguard and one hammer was cocked.,
He had only fired the one shot and the rifle—which had kil-

led the gquy-—was fired twice.



So then the court proceedings were kinda fun, because they
didn't like it when I got up and told my little story about
calling the sheriff so many times. They asked me if I knew
who-shot-who. I said, "No, all I can tell you is about the
shots I heard. I heard the one shotgun shot and then I heard
the two rifle shots." They argued a bit and then they ac-
cepted it, and so then they turned the guy loose. |



The following story was told to me by Willard Moyer during a taped inter-
view in January, 1975, I'll endeavor to relay it as he explained the
"event. "

The wife and I were eating lunch one afternoon in September
or October. I know it was a very hot day. There was a road-
way which ran past the original house, just about on the
level with the bottom of the windows. The wife mentioned
several times that she was afraid of the "wild man" she had
heard about on the radio, and feared he might come around.

I said, "I don't think there‘s a chance he'll come around

here."

The wife was looking out of the window and I happened to be
looking the other way, when suddenly she saw this man outside.
We both could see he had a bélt with one or two hunting
knives, a revolver, and a rifle. He was well armed. He came
up and asked us for something to eat. I remembered the wife
had a baked ham so she went to put up a lunch, while I was
trying to keep him in conversation. He was either Spanish

or Mexican and I couldn't understand him very well. As soon
as fhe lunch was ready, I gave it to him and he left. He
went north toward the Meneguzzo place, just at the base where
Lokoya Road starts up the hill. By this time the wife got on
the telephone and told all the neighbors that this half-wild

guy was in the vicinity.

We all congregated with Sheriff Steckter and Undersheriff
Westondorf right where Mt. Veeder cemetery road is. This
fellow had hidden himself in the brush about seventy-five
- yards west of Mt. Veeder Road just opposite the cemetery
entrance. The sheriff yelled to-him, "Put down that gun-—
put down that gun." Well, the guy didn't put down the gun,
and Westondorf came up and shot him. The bullet lodged in

his heart and killed him "deader than a mackerel."

By this time, Dr. Welti had arrived and he examined him

carefully and said he was dead. Van Ransellaer and Ernie



MOYER ACCOQUNT. . .. eontinued . . .. .

Hudson came by this time. Van Ransellaer asked Ernie to go
back to the Lodge and get a steel cot and the flat body truck.
He brought down the truck—it was about a mile and a half
from the Lodge. They put the body on the steel cot and took

it to the undertaking parlor.

No one ever found out his name. There was no identification
on him, but he did fit the description of the "wild man" from

Sutter County. This all happened around 1930 or so.



..... REFERENCES AND CONTACTS

Mr. and Mrs. Richard -Brandlin Mamie Pieratt—deceased
Mr. and Mrs. Frank T. Moyer Mark Rennison -

Mr. and Mrs. Fred Held Milt Mossi

Mr. and Mrs. Clarence Pieratt Ruby Holzreiter
Mr. and Mrs. William Blanckenburg Mary C. Taylor

Mr, and Mrs. Henry Wigger Eva Skivington
Lewis Holzreiter-—deceased Charlotte Brooks
Ed Holzreiter Mathilda Brandlin
Willard Moyer Zelda Parisi
William Pieratt Melva Partrick
George Slinsen Dorothy George
Fred Lyerla Rose B. Holzreiter
George Henke Margaret McCormick
Harper Knowles Ruth Marra

Ed Ball Margaret Hendry
Jess Doud Goldie Barnes

John Wichels Clara Potts
Kenneth Johanson Carol Zaro

George Tawzer Ruth Robison

~-And numerous other past and present residents of the Mount
Veeder area.

The Napa County Library
Recorder
Clerk
Assessor
Public Works
Superintendent of Schools

California State Library, Sacramento

First Presbyterian Church of Napa

Title Insurance Company, Napa

Safeco Title and Trust Company, Napa
Mayacamas Winery, Napa

Enchanted Hills Camp for the Blind, Napa

Correspondence to:

U. S. Geological Survey, Menlo Park, California
California State AAA, San Francisco, California

Lake Forest University, Lake Forest, Illinois

San Francisco County Library, San Francisco, California
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BOOKS

CALIFORNIA WINERIES, Vol. 1, Topolos and Dopsen, 1975.
HISTORY OF NAPA AND LAKE COUNTIES, Palmer, 1881.
HISTORY OF SOLANO-NAPA, Tom Gregory, 1912,

NAPA COUNTY BOARD OF SUPERVISORS MINUTES BOOKS D, E, F,
1875-1876.

NAPA COUNTY SCHOOLS, ANNUAL REPORTS, 1916-1919,

NAPA COUNTY SCHOOLS, RECORD OF SCHOOL TRUSTEES, 1915-1930,
1941-1967.

NAPA VALLEY, Virginia Hanarahan.

RECORD BOOK OFlMOUNT VEEDER DISTRICT CLERK, 1906*1914.
REDWOOD CEMETERY RECORD BOOK, 1887.

REGISTER OF REQUISITIONS, Napa County Schools, 1890-1907.

REGISTER OF REQUISITIONS, Napa County Schools, 1882-~1893,
1893-1896, 1897-1901, 1501-1907.

REGISTER OF REQUISITIONS, Napa County Schools, 1907-1919,
1920~1926. '

SEGREGATION LEDGER, Napa County, 1920-1926,

WARRANTS, Book of, 1932~1933.
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