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sheets since he had been there. Our fears, fortunately, were
unfounded.

When we arrived at the hotel, our eyes gazed upon a beaut-
ifully elegant ediface. We were delighted with the Victorian
ornamentation on the exterior walls as well as the bay wind-
ows, the balconies, and the cast iron railings.

As we approached the entrance of the hotel and walked in,
we noticed the bellmen, waiters, chambermaids and other per-
sonnel wearing clothing authentic to the late 19th Century
era. Walking through the halls in search of our room, we
felt that we were stepping back in time and indulging in a
very romantic period in California's history.

As if by design I soon discovered that the hotel's general
manager in charge of administration was Bob Earp, whose
An older Wyatt great-great-grandfather, Henry, was Wyatt's first cousin. He
told me that his managerial position was.located by a prof-
essional search firm and that his presence at the hotel was a bizarre coincidence. He
quickly added, however, that it is a coincidence that is great for job security.

I asked Mr. Earp if he could supply me with information regarding Wyatt Earp's stay
at the hotel. He informed me that the restored hotel was actually two separate hotels
that had been dismantled, moved several blocks away from their original sites (across
from the beautiful Horton Plaza) and rebuilt brick by brick by local developer, Dan
Pearson.

Both built in 1886, one of the hotels was called the Horton Grand, after Alonzo Horte-
on, the founder of "New Town" San Diego. This hotel was a very elegant structure with
a "Baroque revival" architectural style and designed as a replica of the Innsbruck
Hotel in Vienna, Austria.

The other hotel, called the Brooklyn Hotel, referred to as the "Cowboy Victorian,"
was nevwr intended to be as attractive or as inmportant as the Horton Grand. It was a
typical three-story workingman's hotel with 32 rooms on the upper two floors, two
baths - one for women and one for men, and a New England-style restaurant on the bottom
floor where the waiters were better known for their fighting than for their serving of
food, It was at this
hotel that Wyatt and his
wife, Josephine, took up
residence for much of
their time in San Diego.

According to Jogie's
memoirs, I Married Wyatt
Earp, as edited by Glenn
G. Boyer, the suggestion
they go to San Diego
came from Wyatt's brother
Virgil, who urged them to
investigate a real-estate
boom starting in San
Diego as a result of the
arrival of the California
Southern Railroad. Al-
though both glorified and
slandered for his role in
taming the West, Earp was
more of an adventurer and
Another view of the Horton Grand Saddlery Hotel opportunist. Together
(See Pago 25)




