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After much planning and preparation our volunteers have pulled off the 11 th
Pioneer Day with as much fun, interest, education, entertainment and fundraising as we’d hoped for.
If you checked out the fun, you saw children joyfully involved. The acorngrinding, art activities, musical interaction, mining tours, gold panning, pony rides
and the petting farm were in constant use.
For those interested in Yuba County history there were the ever-popular mining
tours and the viewing inside the church, as well as information tables from
several local groups. The Old West Legends shared skits in authentic costume
that were well-attended. Historic impersonators performed all day.
The musicians made for a nice ambiance with their varying musical genres.
From country to old-time to jazz and ragtime to Native American flute and drum,
the music was ever-present with rustic straw bales for relaxing upon.
The fund-raising for our bell tower project was especially successful when we
received a surprise donation of $5,000 from Dan Jacuzzi of Century 21 – Select
Real Estate. Raffle tickets sold well and all prizes were soon delivered.
If you didn’t come this year, make plans for next year. Check out the fun!

A cheerful festival scene

Carolyn Jones-Rodgers shares acorn grinding

Chris Ward’s mining tour

Jackie McDaniel’s donated scarf

Harmony Health donated a movie night box

Cherette and Issy, 2 great volunteers

All raffle prizes are delivered!

Firefighters provide goodies to the kids

Free Range ducks and free eggs

Art Contest

Buffalo Gals, Nevada County talent

The OCD Band, Yuba County talent

Leroy Prindle as Fr. Andrew Twomey

Ema Arteaga, face painter, with vendor

Mountain Angels singing gospel songs

After receiving seventeen entries the SCRFI board members voted on two
winners for the choosing of a mascot. Since our acronym, SCRFI, is pronounced
“Scruffy,” we figured to look for a scruffy-looking dog that best represents good
character traits such as eagerness, intelligence and determination.
The winning dog is Gator, a Jack Russell terrier, owned by Betsy Hough of
Palermo. Sadly, Gator passed away since the photo was taken, but the winning
Pet Smart gift card will still be useful on the kiwi ranch where he lived and
worked. Gator’s ability to climb is one needed for working on the bell tower!
In second place is Juno, another JR terrier, owned by Zak King of King’s Clothing
in Marysville. Coincidentally, Zak printed our new SCRFI design on t-shirts and
shopping bags for Pioneer Day. Juno has an eager, determined look with the
right attitude needed to complete the challenging job of church restoration.
Simultaneously with choosing a mascot dog we’ve also introduced a new design
for SCRFI merchandise. Our Scruffy dog is now on t-shirts and shopping bags.
If you missed out on purchasing one and helping our fund-raising efforts, you can
contact us at our website www.smartsvillechurchrestoration.org.

Excerpt from The Sage of Smartsville,
The Collected Stories of George Rigby

Our vice-president, Kathy Smith, and fellow author Lane Parker (aka Timbuctoo Parker) compiled
stories written by a past resident of Smartsville. Each short story is an entertaining description of life
in this small town. Thanks to them both for permission to reprint an excerpt from this great book.
Kathy writes: One of my favorite Rigby stories is “Along the Crooked Road” (page 121). When I drive
the current Highway 20 to Grass Valley I can just visualize how it was. His observations of the stage
wagon and the condition of the roads and even his impression of the adults in his world is priceless.
The only opportunity to experience this journey is through his story. As we look forward to the
upcoming improvements to Highway 20 through Smartsville I will miss the doglegs and curves, but
will hope for safer travel for the people passing through.

ALONG THE CROOKED ROAD
By George Rigby
When I hear someone complain about the crooked road between Smartsville and Grass Valley, I
usually smile to myself and let my mind drift back to the way that the road was when I was a boy. A
lot of the curves and doglegs have been removed, and while the road is still crooked, it’s far superior
to the way it was in those days. In fact, there were just two seasons as far as the roads were
concerned: Mud in the winter, and Dust in the summer. You must take into consideration also, that
the elevation of Smartsville is about 600-plus feet, and Grass Valley is 2,000-plus feet. So it is quite a
climb to Grass Valley. The distance between the two towns is fifteen miles.

I well remember this one trip to Grass Valley. My mother and my brother Joe and me were going to
Grass Valley to visit my mother’s sister for a few days. We waited at the livery stable until the stage
was ready. The mail was picked up at the post office and some freight was loaded. There was a few
cans of cream from the local farmers, to be dropped off at the Creamery at Penn Valley.
The stage was a wagon of sturdy build, with a green body and red wheels. It had a canvas top with
side curtains that could be dropped down to give some protection on stormy days. There were two
horses to pull the stage. This day there were just five passengers: my mother, my brother Joe and
me, a whiskey drummer, and the wife of the manager of the Blue Point mine. This lady was from New
York and a first cousin to Franklin Roosevelt, who was later to become the 32nd president of the
United States. Her name was Lucy Delano Wood.
The whiskey drummer was a joy to my brother and me, as he was making comments on just about
everything. When the stage wheels dropped into a deep chuckhole, he would assume a pathetic look
and praise the Lord that he did not have piles, but supposed that he would before the journey came to
an end.
As I remember it, these whiskey drummers seemed to look pretty much alike. They all wore suits with
a vest which covered a large stomach. It had been said that one would not have to bore very deep
into their skin to hit alcohol.
After leaving Smartsville, there was not much to look at along the road for the first few miles. Mrs.
Wood remarked about the beauty of the hills, as it was late spring and the grass was still green and
the chaparral and buckeyes were in bloom; I guess it was a nice sight to a lady from the big city. The
same sights are there today but you do not get a good look while tearing up the road in a car.
The first habitation was up the road about three miles. This was known as China Louie’s. China Louie
had a big garden and made his living by selling his produce in Grass Valley and other places nearby.
The old house at China Louie’s had stood vacant for a long time before Louie, his wife, and son
moved in. The old house at one time had been painted a dull red, but as I remember it, the paint was
about all peeled off. In other words, it was in bad shape.
The story was that a suicide had taken place there and the house was haunted. China Louie either
did not believe in ghosts, or thought he might keep the ghosts under control by burning punks (a
custom of the Chinese to keep the evil spirits away). The only one who really saw the ghost was
Swan Sigastrand. He was passing through one moonlight night and there was a ghost standing in the
window and making strange noises. One look was enough for Swan. His horse saw it, too, and
headed for home at full speed, while Swan urged him to go faster. The fact of the matter was that the
ghost was Walt Hulling, a cowboy for the Excelsior Company. He was fond of pulling tricks on Swan,
so when Walt saw Swan in Bill Peardon’s Saloon that evening, he took off up the road and prepared
his little prank. He took off his shirt and undershirt and waited until he could hear the sound of Swan’s
horse. He stood by the window where the moonlight hit his bare body. Walt made some ghostly
noises and that was enough for Swan. Incidentally, China Louie’s was across the road from Melody
Ranch.
The next place was Pet Hill. At one time this was a tollhouse and at the foot of the grade. At one time
roads were maintained by private people who charged toll to pass through. The road up Pet Hill was
off the right of the present road and was as rough as a road could be and still be called a road. The
drummer commented on each bump and rolled his eyes to heaven and prayed for strength. Finally
we got to the top of the hill and had pretty good going down the hill into Penn Valley. Penn Valley was
a welcome sight, especially when the Creamery was reached. The stage would pull in and unload the

cream cans, let the people freshen up; and best of all was the great mugs of buttermilk. The drummer
appreciated this interlude and must have gulped down enough buttermilk to fill a horse bucket. The
Creamery was on the west end of what is now Western Gateway Park. Where the Penn Valley
Shopping Center is now, it was called Casey’s Corner, as the Indian Springs Road took off from here.
The next place was Rough and Ready. The stage would pull in front of the Hotel and unload some
mail, water the horses and let the passengers regain their circulation. The drummer retired to the bar
presumably to speed up his recovery. My mother and Mrs. Wood walked around and took in the
sights. The road in front of the Hotel was paved with pine blocks. They did not square the blocks but
left them round. Mrs. Wood remarked that the trees certainly grew close together. We had a hard time
to keep from laughing. The drummer returned from the bar and brought four bottles of Cherry
Blossom Soda—one bottle each for the two ladies, and a bottle apiece for Joe and me. You can rest
assured that Joe and me thought the drummer a good fellow.

The going was a lot better after leaving Rough and Ready. The road was steep but a lot better than
the road behind us. We met more travelers on this stretch of road. Some were on horseback, some in
buggies. We met a longline team, and this (to me) was a grand sight. There were 16 horses in the
team. The lead horse had bells which made a pleasing sound. The skinner sat on one of the wheel
horses and guided his team with one long line. He looked very regal sitting there with his black snake
whip draped over his shoulder and a mouthful of chewing tobacco.
We finally reached Grass Valley, and that was the end of our safari.

If you enjoyed the story and don't have the book it is available on our
website http://www.smartsvillehistoricchurch.org/store.html
along with other Scruffy merchandise.

Progress on the Bell Tower Project
The goal of SCRFI is to restore the former Immaculate Conception Catholic Church of
1871 into a building for community use. The work before us is daunting, but we’ve
accomplished much already, and that with mostly volunteer workers. Repairing the
bell tower is going to take much more funding, and so we Scruffies are actively looking
for methods to raise money.
One blessing during Pioneer Day was the immense and surprising donation of $5,000
from Dan Jacuzzi of Century 21 Select Real Estate in Yuba City. His operations
officer, Jimmy Beech, attended Pioneer Day to present the check.

Jim Beech from Century 21 Select Real Estate,
Kathy Smith, Janet and Kit Burton

from left. JoAnna Lessard, Brian Bisnett, Kathy Smith,
Katie Burdick, Kit Burton

SCRFI board officers met with Katie Burdick and JoAnna Lessard at the church on
May 16th to begin planning for fund raising strategies. Katie and JoAnna have a history
of great success in seeking grants and locating groups and individuals who contribute
to projects such as ours.
All donations are equally welcomed and truly appreciated. Some give money, others
give time and services, and help us connect with others. In this community effort,
when the bell tower is restored, the original quaint and small townish look of
Smartsville will be restored, too, and many people will have been a part of it.

Our next board meeting is on June 12th at 5:30 pm in the
Smartsville Community Church. You’re welcome to join us.

