where-in her foot was badly injured as well as her knee and as a re-
sglt she is still in a cast, but at present is at home and doing al-
right. We hope we. haven't missed anyone and hope to see these
members improve and back at meetings real soon.

=-=CEMETERY COMMISSION MEMBERS==-

JFor the information of those members who have relatives who are
buried in Pioneer Cemetery and are concerned about the condition of
the markers and condition of the grounds, we have procured the. list

of the members of the commission responsible for the up-keep of the
cemetery.

(1)-JOHN F. WESSENDORF, 2584 Berkely Ave. (2)-CHARLES SINGER, 488 W.
24th st. (3)-ELMONT H. PLACE, 483 Base Line or 1887 E St. (4) BLAKE

(6)-CARL E. CARLSON, 610 E. 26th St. (7)-IRA M. TEMPLETON, 4618 No.
D Street. SEXTON.

-—BEAUTIFUL CALIFORNIA---

I was sitting by the window, With my memory book in hand;

As I glanced back oé'r the pages, Twas like footprints in the sand.
It was back in 1894~ It seems like yesterday,

We moved to California, From our home in Iowa.
Yes Iowa is a grand old state, That's where the tall corn grows,

I was proud to have been born there, It is not that, goodness knows.
Yes, Iowa is a grand old state, So please don't get me wrong,

But I live in California, With her sunshine and her song.
I love the grand old ocean, With it's waters gold and blue,

As you stand and gaze upon her, She just seems to welcome you.
I love the grand old missions, Built of old adobe clay,

Alesandro and Ramona, Worshipped in San Luis Rey.
One at San Juan Capistrano, That the swallows hold most dear,

They come there by the thousands, On St. Joseph's day each year.
And then again on St. John's Day, They fly far out to sea,

And where they spend their winters, That's still a mystery.
And the San Bernardino mountains, With their rocky peaks so high,

And the pine trees with their branches, Lifted upward to the sky.
And there's ferns by the thousands, 1In the canyon's mossy bed,

Snuggled to the mountaing bosom, Is the famous Arrowhead.
And the old Mojave Desert, With it's sand dunes and oasis,

With the cactus and the Joshua trees, And great wide open spaces.
In the middle of this desert, 1Is a very famous mine,

Known as Twenty Mule Team Borax, Since the Days of Forty-Nine.
There's a Castle on this desert, That is known both far and wide,

And within it's stately portals, Death Valley Scotty did abide.
There's San Francisco's Golden Gate, That is always open wide,

And extends hearty welcome, For ships to come inside.
Farther north the giant redwoods, Standing there so straight and tall,

Of the proud and mighty forrest, I would crown her queen of all.
I love you California, In December as in May,

From the coast that borders Oregon, To the San Diego Bay.
But now let's all remember, As we go down through the years,

For the State of California, We owe the Pioneers.
So to them we are most grateful- God Bless them one and all,

But for their faith and courage, There would be no Native Daughters, .
There would be no Native Sons.

(Note: This poem was written by Elizabeth Peake in memory of Clara
Peake, who came to California in 1856 at the age of one year. Her
parents settled in the San Bernardino Valley. Her daughter, Roselyn
Bussey, is a member of Santa Ana Parlor No. 235, Native Daughters of
the Golden West.)

~==SENIOR CITIZEN ACTIVITIES-~-

Our good friend and member Lucille Williamson reminds us of the
many special events scheduled for Senior Citizens each week a§ Ehg
United Senior Service Club head quarters in the Community Aqdztor}um.
located in Pioneer Park. These activities include classes in design-
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