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WAGON ROADS EAST Center at Soda Springs, huddling in the brisk pre-
dawn desert air with some 20 other participants, all
RETRACING A PART OF THE MORMON ROAD of us anxious to begin our caravan across the desert
WITH EXCERPTS FROM THE JOURNAL OF floor in search of remnants of wagon tracks left by
the travelers of the Old Spanish Trail. Our day's
CAROLINE BARNES CROSBY itinerary: to retrace the road from Salt Springs to
Fort Las Vegas, stopping briefly at the same water
by holes that sustained Indians, traders, freighters, gold

rushers and pioneer settlers more than a century ago.
Sue Payne

AT A recent San Bernardino Historical and
Pioneer Society meeting, Dr. Edward Leo Lyman,
author of San Bernardino, The Rise and Fall of a
California Community and professor of history at
Victor Valley College, issued an invitation to any of
us interested in retracing the route of the Old Span-
ish Trail to join him and fellow Barstow College in-
structor CIiff Walker' on a week-end excursion from
Soda Springs (Zzyzx) to Las Vegas and beyond.
Bill and I were indeed interested, and a few weeks
later we found ourselves at the Cal State Desert
Studies

Continued on page 4
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Historical Society Meetings are:
7:00 P.M., 1st Thursday of the Month,
at the Heritage House, 796 N. “D” Street
San Bernardino, California

May 1, 1997 - 7:00 P.M.

Steve Shaw and Allen Bone
Local firemen and avid collectors of memorabilia
pertaining to the history of San Bernardino’s fire
department, will display and discuss their ex-
tensive collection at the Pioneer Fire Company
Museum.

June 5, 1997 - 7:00 P.M.
Alan “Lefty” Baltazar
Mojave Desert historian and author, will present
a slide/lecture program on the colorful history of
the 1880's silver mining town of Calico.

Latest Field Trip

The sixth annual Arrowhead Springs Tour was
held on Saturday, March 15, 1997, from 1:00
p.m. until 3:00 p.m. Our host on this two-hour
easy walking tour, John Lowe, took us back in
time to relive the transformation of Arrowhead
Springs from a health resort in the 1850’s, to a
Hollywood celebrity’s retreat in the 1930's, to its
present status as the Christian Conference
Center for Campus Crusade for Christ. Greatest
turn out ever - more than 120 history buffs
enjoyed this year's event!
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EDITOR’S
COLUMN

Once again the course, San
Bernardino--the Gate city of
Southern California, taught by Larry
Sheffield and me through San
Bernardino’s Adult School was a rousing

success. The 32 students who enrolled
during the early spring semester had
many favorable comments regarding the
course contents and field trip which
clearly gave us the impression that there
are many people who are interested in
finding out more about our city's

wonderful history.

For those who either missed out on
that course or for those who would like to
learn even more about local history, on
Saturday, May 10, | will be teaching a one
day course on historical sites in the San
Bernardino Valley, through Cal State San
Bernardino’s department of Extended

Education. The course is entitled:

A SOJOURN THROUGH THE
SAN BERNARDINO VALLEY:
1776 TO THE PRESENT

Those attending will be provided
with a perfect opportunity to discover
some of the rich heritage of the San
Bernardino Valley and the important role
it has played in Southern California for
more than two centuries. So take this
sojourn back in time and visit some of the
historic sites associated with the arrival of
the Spanish explorers, missionary priests,
Mexican rancheros, citrus growers, the
railroads, and the military.

Highlights include visits to:

Sycamore Grove---site of the first

camp of the Mormon pioneers

from Salt Lake when they arrived in

the San Bernardino Valley in 1851.

Site of Michael White’s house

on the Muscupiabe Rancho--
1843

New Mexican settlement of

Agua Mansa--early 1840's

The settlement of Politana--
1840's

The Zanja--first irrigation ditch in

San Bernardino County (1819)

Site of the Indian settlement

of Guachama--1819

San Bernardino Asistencia--

1830-1834

There will be a no-host breakfast at
Peek's Coffee Shop at 7am to discuss the
day’s events. Please pack a lunch and
beverage and you are on your own for
supper at the conclusion of the course.
Children seven years and over are
welcome. Bring good walking shoes, a
camera, water, notebook, pencil or pen,
and clothing suitable for both warm and
cold weather. Walking trips will be no
more than one mile total. the course will
go from 7am (breakfast) until around 5
pm.

For those interested in registering
for this course, please contact Cal State
San Bernardino's Office of Extended
Education at 880-5975.

Nicholas R. Cataldo




In 1851 a group of more than 450 Mormons
followed the Spanish Trail west from Salt Lake City
to colonize a base in southern California and ulti-
mately established the community of San Ber-
nardino. Among the Mormon families in San Ber-
nardino who heeded the call by Brigham Young in
the fall of 1857 to return to Utah was Caroline Bar-
nes Crosby, her husband Jonathan, and their 21
year-old son, Alma. Fortunately for us, Caroline
kept a wonderful journal of her experiences, with
detailed descriptions of her day-to-day life. Ac-
cordingly, when the Crosby family sold their home
and packed what goods they could, Caroline tells us
in her diary that. . .

Frid morning Jan. 1st A.D. 1858 we finished
loading our wagon, and set off with our faces
zionward. . . We came on very pleasantly for
awhile, but the wind rising made it unpleasant
for us. It seemed to rock our covering badly,
cracked one of the cross pieces overhead. I tied a
rope around it. .. 3 o'clock we came on towards
the first general camping place. . . Wind very
boisterous, had hard work to make fire. How-
ever, succeeded in getting one, and fried sausages
and made tea which tasted fine, as it was very
late, and we were tired and cold. . . .The moon
arose with her cheering light, which showed us
the dreariness of the place where we had taken
up lodging thru the night. At 9 o'clock the men,
husband and son, retired [to] rest, and I sat up
to write in my journal . .. At 11 o'clock the wind
blew almost a gale, and my feet became very
cold, which reminded me of my late vigil. Slept
very well.

Upon leaving San Bernardino, the family
camped the first night at Sycamore Grove, now Glen
Helen Park, and over the course of the following 16
days covered about 120 miles before reaching Bitter
Springs, now part of Fort Irwin. From Hwy 127 we
could barely distinguish Red Pass away to the west,
which the Crosbys had to cross over before reaching
Salt Springs two days later.

Tues. 19", . . At 4 p.m. reached Salt Springs,
plenty of water, but too salty for use, I however
made mush which tasted very well, but my tea
made me sick, and I only drank one cup, and
threw the rest away.

Looking north toward Salt Springs

Our modern caravan picked up Caroline's
trail here as we briefly stopped to glimpse a bit of
dusky-green foliage along the Salt Creek streambed.
It was Caroline's brother-in-law, Addison Pratt .
who discovered gold nearby when he came west
with Jefferson Hunt's party in December 1849 to
reach California's gold fields. The year previous,
Captain Hunt and other members of the Mormon
Battalion used this same route to return from Cali-
fornia to Utah with 135 mules and one wagon — the
first wagon across the desert.

Leaving Salt Springs we could look off to the north
at the start of Death Valley, while to the east were
the sandbuggy-delightful Dumont Dunes where the
250-mile-long Amargosa River heads up to Tecopa
and western Nevada. We dropped down onto the
floor of the ancient Lake Tecopa, with its light green
sediment reflecting thousands of years of"Ice Age
deposits. A quick pit stop at Tecopa and a quicker
look at the locals sharing the hot baths (au naturel,
naturally), and we headed eastward toward Resting
Springs, a smooth journey of less than one hour for
our 4-, 6-, and 8-horse vehicles - a trek of some six



days for the oxen-pulled wagons. Our route paral-
leled the Mormon Road to our east and we could
observe the dense, blowing sand while we sublimely
floated over our graded, paved highway, not quite
sharing the experience of the roadbed Caroline trav-
eled over. . .

Wed. 20th. All hands arose at 6 o’clock, and
hitched on teams. Travelled some time before I
arose. Came into deep sand. Husband spoke
and told me the sand was very heavy. I therefore
arose and got out to walk, found the road ex-
tremely bad. E[llen] and I walked on through
the worst road I ever saw. Crossed Saleratus
creek [Amargosa River]. Water high, and not as
strong as usual. Cattle drank it freely, which
some said they did not dare let them do com-
monly. We passed over rocks, sand, and lastly
mud, which tried our souls, and those of our
teams. As also the strength of our wagons. . ..
Overtook two wagons broke down. . .one with a
broken tongue, the other an axletree. They how-
ever managed to get them to camp. We found on
arriving that Capt. Hunt [Jefferson] had also
broken one of his wagonwheels badly. . ..

No lives were lost, and all seemed in good spirits.
I set out the stove, baked warm biscuits, made
tea, which we all relished finely. “Lois brought
us on reaching camp a pot of hot coffee. ... We
drank a cup around, and felt much refreshed. At
8 all retired to our wagons. I sat down to write.
Alma and his father in bed. My reflections are

on the travels, and trials of the saints. Camp at
the headwaters of Saleratus creek, called Ama-~
gosia.

Old Spanish Trail Hwy, near Tecopa

Thurs. 21st. The company staid in camp. ... We
have a very romantick scenery around us. The
rocks on all sides of us, rise almost perpendicu-
larly above our heads, and present a grand and
majestic appearance.’

Had a little rain this p.m. Evening quite pleas-
ant.

Frid. 22nd, somewhat rainy and unpleasant. ..
Evening it rained quite a shower. All hands were
obliged to turn into their wagons. I sewed on
undergarments.

We encountered blustery winds all day and a
splattering of occasional rain flurries in the afternoon
- nothing that slowed us down or dampened our
spirits - but then, Caroline doesn't complain either.

Sat. 23rd, left camp at 9 o’clock, found roads
muddy. Wm’s and our teams were first out, got
on finely untill we reached the mt. Ellen and
myself ascended first, found it much worse than
we had anticipated. We explored the hills some
time in hopes of finding a more practicable
route, but finally gave it up.



Wagon track heading east over Emigrant Pass

What mountain? Our comfortable roads and
vehicles belied the fact that we were ascending a
quite steep grade along this stretch of the Old Span-
ish Trail Highway.

At two o’clock p.m. the wagons were all over the
mt. Some however had been stalled previous to
reaching it. But we found that the worst of our
job was not accomplished, for on descending into
the valley, we found the road almost impassable.
Our wagon was for the first time stalled in the
mud, up to the hubs. The oxen being very tired
soon got discouraged and altho they had Wm’s
[oxen] could not take it out. Cap. Hunt however
soon came to their assistance. E. and myself
walked some distance through mud and water,
with wet feet, and did not reach camp, untill af-
ter sunset. And the men and teams were a half
hour behind us. We found a very wet, cold place
to camp, and very little wood. I went and got
sagebrush and started a fire. Wind cold, we took
very little pleasure in sitting round the fireside.
8 o'clock all turned into our wagons. Children
crying, mothers freting. Our teams have had the
hardest time today that they have had on the
journey yet.

Sun. 24th, quite a pleasant morning, remained in
camp. Mended wagons. I washed, baked,
ironed, etc. We have all been remarkably busy

today... This is called the resting Springs. Near
here is an indian farm, where they have raised
quite a variety of vegetables. Also some very
good water, and same very warm and sulphur-
ous.

Today, Resting Springs is a privately-owned
ranch sporting Arabian horses (5), Great Danes (5),
and a veritable oasis of cottonwoods and pines,
where during Caroline's time, tule grass and a stand
of mesquite were probabaly the only greenery sur-
rounding this life-giving spring. Our host was Dr.
Harry Godshall, who told us that his spring produces
one million gallons per day of sweet-tasting, excel-
lent drinking water. We all would have enjoyed a
cup of Caroline's tea at this stop.

There wasn't much resting at Resting Springs
for Caroline, nor for us, as we were all anticipating
the view from the summit ahead, spurred on by our
earlier glimpse of the "V" in the distant Nopah
Range marking the Emigrant Pass. Nopah (Uto-
Aztecan word) meant "no water" to the Indians,
while "Pahrump" means "place of water." The
Pahrump Valley also marked the entry into New
Mexico Territory.

Cliff Walker showing us mule trail atop Emigrant Pass

As we ascended Emigrant Pass, on the Old
Spanish Trail Hwy, we could see very clear remains
of wagon tracks on the Old Mormon Road. Look-
ing back westward, we could follow the road as it



sidled down and away toward the desert floor. Atop
the pass, we could pick up the wagon tracks as they
headed toward Stump Springs, while threading
through the hills alongside us was an old mule train
path.

Stump Spring

Mon. 25th. ..

We found the roads very rocky, had a mt. to
climb. After sunset when we reached camp,
nothing but sagebrush for fire. Beautiful moon-
light night.

Dropping down into the Pahrump Valley
from Emigrant Pass, just inside the Nevada border
we sidetracked onto a dirt road to Stump Springs - a
rough place for us to find and a very rough but nec-
essary stop for the emigrants who had to water and
feed their stock. Here they dug holes and watered
their cattle by turns. The Mormons routinely trav-
eled in separate intervals (groups of tens) -to allow
springs such as this one to refill between groups.
Here also was an abundance of mesquite, whose
beans provided forage for the animals as well as the
Indians.

Tue. 26th left camp at an early hour, ascended
another high hill, road very rocky. Morning
cold. Reached Stump Springs about 4 o'clock .
All well and in good condition.

After supper the men went 3 or 4 miles with the
animals to where was feed. Left Cap. Hunt and
bro. Crosby to guard the camp. Women talked
of standing guard. Cap. Hunt said he saw indian
tracks this p.m., while looking for feed for the
animals. Some seemed to feel a little fearful of
their coming about us.

Today passed the Cal. line, camp in New Mexico.

Wed. 27th. Staid in camp untill 1 o'clock p.m.
Very warm. I baked light bread. Half past one,
rolled on roads very good, travelled untill near
nine, before we came up to the horse teams.
Cap. Hunt, and all the oxen behind us. . .Past 8
when we reached camp, and the ox teams were
still behind. About 9 they came up with us, said
they stoped back, and cooked supper. Mail for
San B-dino passed here about 1 o'clock p.m., so
said the indians.

Our next stop - Mountain Springs and lunch.
Imagine us being on the road all morning, dusty and
hungry and wind-blown and weary from all that
travel. Why, we even got up at dawn! Now, imag-
ine a month-long journey, traversing almost that
same route from Salt Springs, much of it on foot,
dusty and muddy, cold and wet, with little protec-
tion from the ever-present wind.

Thurs. 28th. Staid last night near the forks of
the road.® Left camp early, came to mountain
springs, stoped a few minutes to fill our cans
with water, found no feed, rested an hour or
more, then came on to where John Hunt and the
horse teams were camped. Found good feed, but
no water, concluded to stop over night. Indians
still with us, keep beging for something to eat...
Quite a pleasant place for camping, but rather
cold. Snow all around us in patches. Plenty of
cedar wood for fires.

Refreshed from our lunch stop and a peek at
the concrete-enclosed spring at the rear of the
Mountain Spring Saloon, we headed back out on the



Mountain Springs

trail to Cottonwood Springs, now a community that
calls itself Blue Diamond — our knowledge of mod-
ern history couldn't explain why. We circumnavi-
gated the town and passed by the municipal swim-
ming pool, which was actually the spring, before
stopping by a hillside which was scored with cattle
and burro and mule tracks, — remnants of Indian
trails and wagon ruts.

Frid. 29th ... We found the road very rocky
and uneven, descending nearly all day, reached
cottonwood springs about 4 o'clock. Found a
number of indians on the campground. Beauti-
ful water, and very good wood. Quite a pictur-
esque scenery around us. The rocky mountains
rise around us in grand sublimity, resembling
ancient ruins of magnificent cities.

From Highway 159 we caught just a teasing
glimpse of what promised to be spectacular scenery
encompassing the Red Rock Canyon National Con-
servation Area just a little north and west of us.

Sat., 30th. We staid in camp, cooked, washed,
etc. Beautiful place, good water, the best we
have found. The boys speak of a very pretty cas-
cade, and bathing place. Ellen and Wm. went
and bathed.

(That swimming pool did have a history!)

It's hard to picture any semblance of our trip
into downtown Las Vegas with what Caroline's
caravan was approaching, but we did share a com-
mon concern. A portion of our wagon train got
separated from the rest of our group, and we some-
how missed the stop at the upper springs of the Ve-
gas, ("The Meadows"), now a part of Lorenzi Park.®
While we headed straight to the fort, our fate was
never as uncertain as it would have been for a stray
wagon of the 1850's. What for Bill and me was
mere frustration, to have veered from the road
would have meant a possible confrontation with In-
dians, the loss of livestock - and lives.

Caroline describes for us what we missed. . .

Sun. 31st. One month has expired since we left
San B-dino. The Lord has biest us on our way.
All had good health and increased in flesh. . . .
Left camp at eleven o'clock, found roads very
rocky. Travelled untill after sunset, then stoped
and got supper, rested our teams an hour or two,
untill the moon rose, and then went on to the
camp. 12 o'clock when we arrived. Beautiful
moonlight. Camped about 9 miles above the Ve-
gas fort, where were beautiful boiling springs.

Mon. morning Feb. 1st we, sisters Hunt, Ellen,
Lois and myself, all took a walk to the boiling
springs, which we found a great curiosity. The
water was clear for a yard or more below the
surface when it became thick with quicksand,
which was constantly boiling up from beneath.
We thrust sticks into it to some depth but could
find no bottom. We found the ground to be loose
and springing under our feet, could distinctly
hear a low rumbling noise which seemed to pro-
ceed from underneath the ground. E. and L.



went in near the edge of the water, and bathed.
At eleven o’clock we rolled on by the old fort. . .
about 5 miles.

Bill's holding up the fort.

Today's fort was definitely NOT one of the
more prepossessing sights of the Las Vegas skyline
as it surely was for the Mormons. However, once
we found it, the state park ranger who met us
pointed out adobe walls and excavations - much to
see and more to imagine. This site, offering seasonal
water and meadows in the heart of the desert valley,
was popular among Paiutes, trappers and Santa Fe
traders long before Brigham Young decided in 1855
to build a way station on the trail between Salt Lake
City and San Bernardino. However, the fort could
not support a population of more than 100 settlers
and had already been in large part abandoned when
Caroline arrived.

Found the fort to be larger, and better looking
than I had anticipated, but in a delapidated
state, having been partially destroyed by the in-
dians. ...

Tue. 2nd. Very windy night the last. This
morning very boisterous. We hung up blankets
around the stove to break off the wind. I cooked
beans, invited bro. Hulse’ to dine with us. He
has cows left here . . .. Offered to bring us milk.
I told him to come and eat with us, whenever he
chose, and bring us a little milk for our tea, and
he should be welcome. ... Ten o'clock all retired
to our wagons.

The only original room remaining

Here our own wagon train split into two
parties - some hunted forage and warmth - (and fri-
volity) - at a nearby hotel, while the rest of us
camped out on the barren valley floor, among a few
sheltering rock mounds, clearing away glass bottles,
shotgun shells and other debris left behind by more
recent wayfarers. Hardy and industrious, we soon
manufactured a grill from a derelict shopping cart
and had our own roaring campfire going, with soup
and beans, steaks and potatoes, coffee - and other
good stuff - to sustain us in the chilly, raucous wind
and spitting rain. After the meal, we sat around the
fire and I read from Caroline's journal, marveling at
how well she manages a sense of normalcy, not al-
lowing the ardors of the trail to interrupt her ordi-
nary chores and duties. We relished the common
experience of an evening spent comfortably around
the campfire.



We bedded down a bit earlier than Caroline
normally did, and the next morning our instructor
served us up pancakes - taking care the wind didn't
swoop them off the griddle first. We had little more
to do than fold up our sleeping bags and head back
to the trailhead, but imagine if we had joined the
Crosby family for a few days. . . .

Wed. 3rd, rather pleasant day. Ellen and I
washed, our wagons close together, with blankets
hung around the stove in front of them, which
formed a comfortable room. I told the indians
and children that it was our cookroom, and we
could not receive visitors inside of it. They con-
sequently kept out. . .

Thurs 4th. Beautiful morning. We breakfasted
at 9 o'clock. . . .Mr. C. mending shoes. Company
talk of leaving on Saturday.

Frid. 5th. ... Baked bread, and fried dough-
nuts.

Mon. 8th After breakfast took a walk to the fort
with husband and Wm. and Ellen. We admired
the situation of the fort, and the pleasant stream
that murmured by it, clear as crystal. Felt sorry
to see it so in ruins by those wild natives. P.M.
Wind high part of the day. Evening all came to
our stove, that we had enclosed with a curtain. . .
The evening passed very agreeably, all retired to
rest at 9 o'clock . .. Indians guarding horses.

On Feb. 9, the Crosbys awoke to find items
had been stolen from their wagon during the night.
Several other members of the family also reported
items of clothing and animals gone. Distrust of the
Indians intensified, and consequently...
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Thurs 11th. We arose at an early hour, and
moved up into the fort. We found it much more
pleasant and comfortable than where we had
been stoping.

This morning our two instructors led us
eastward over the Muddy River (now Glendale) on
the Jornada de Muerte® and to the banks of the Vir-
gin River at Mesquite. Here our leaders-turned-
explorers had us trekking across the high desert
plateau of Mormon Mesa, looking for - and finding!
- the wagon trail where the teams of oxen, some 50
according to the earliest journal entries, pulled the
wagons up the final steep ascent in their westward
journey. While the Lyman party was trekking, our
intrepid Indian scout Cliff~walker was guiding his
band along the Virgin River in quest of signs of the
trail fording the river and climbing up onto the west-
ern plains of the Great Basin.

Mormon Mesa

We have left Caroline and her family back at
Fort Las Vegas, where they remained several weeks
before again picking up their well-worn wagon trail
east - zionward. At Mesquite Bill and I were obli-
gated to turn around and start home, taking back
with us a capsulated memory of a distant time and
place and knowing we shared something very special
with companions both past and present.



NOTES TO WAGON ROADS EAST

'Historian and author of Backdoor to California: The Story
of the Mojave River Trail.

*Caroline’s sister, Louisa Barnes Pratt, left San Bernardino
with a later wagon party.

3Lois Pratt Hunt, Caroline's niece, married John Hunt (son of
Jefferson) in San Bernardino in 1857.

“Tecopa Canyon, identified by Hafen and Hafen in Journals
of Forty-Niners and described by Addison Pratt as presenting
“the appearance of dilapidated walls of ancient castles.”
Kingston Springs sits well east of Salt Springs. Experienced
travelers often chose the Kingston cut-off, as did Amasa Ly-
man on his way to join his family on the road behind the
Crosby company.

®Hafen and Hafen note in Journals of Forty-Niners (1954),
that these springs are now boxed over and that in a headhouse
one may still see the sand boiling up in the spring.
"Missionary to the Indians and resident of the fort.

®This 50-mile stretch was called the Journey of Death ,
wherecattle, oxen and horses succumbed to exhaustion, dehy-
dration and starvation.
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AGUA MANSA'S SAN SALVADOR CHURCH
by R. Bruce Harley

When the Agua Mansa colonizing ex-
pedition left Abiquiu, New Mexico for San
Bernardino Valley in 1842, the people were
not accompanied by a priest as had been the
case during the heyday of the Spanish Em-
pire. Lorenzo Trujillo, a devout man, was
the trailmaster for the pioneer group and
provided whatever religious aspect was
needed by the trekkers for the three-month
trip over the Old Spanish Trail.

Upon arriving at Rancho San Bernardino
owned by Antonio Lugo, the dozen families
erected adobe homes at Politana near today's
Colton. Don Trujillo contacted mission San
Gabriel, and a missionary responded by
coming out periodically to hold services in
Trujillo's home. The chapel erected in 1830

at the mission's estancia (renamed "asisten- "
cia" in the 1920's) at San Bernardino was
still standing, but the Franciscans declined to
use it after the bitter memories of being
forced out in 1834. Then too, the 1842
pioneers did not particularly care about the
structure, for it was some distance from their
homes and had no community ties to the
close-knit group.

When the inhabitants became dissatisfied
with their arrangement with Lugo, they and
another 15 families who had arrived in 1843
and 1844 struck a new deal for land with
Juan Bandini and moved several miles down-
stream to a corner of his Rancho Jurupa.
About half of the inhabitants settled on the
San Bernardino side of the Santa Ana River
at a location they named Agua Mansa. The
remainder of the people, including the large
Trujillo family, moved to the Riverside bank
of the river. This community became known
as La Placita de Los Trujillos, although the
overall area along both sides of the river was
still known generally as Agua Mansa.

In his role as both a political and a
religious leader, Don Trujillo established an
enramada on his side to serve all the people.
An enramada featured in the center of the
plaza a small square with a brush-covered
altar at the rear edge. Again, missionaries
continued to journey out from San Gabriel to
serve the growing congregation.

Within a few years, the outside world
penetrated this idyllic existence. Miners, not
necessarily all of Hispanic origin, began to
drift south from the '49er gold fields. Equal-
ly important, due to the Mexican War of
1846-1848, California became American
territory. This meant not only a change in
political administration but also that of
Catholic church administration. By 1853,
southern California became the Diocese of
Monterey-Los Angeles with its own bishop
replacing the Mexican one.

This prelate, Bishop Thaddeus Amat,
was determined that his jurisdiction begin to
show some new parishes not just created
from former Franciscan missions such as San
Gabriel and San Diego.

When Trujillo and a newly-arrived priest
at Ventura, Rev. Amable Petithomme,
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petitioned the diocese for creation of an
independent parish at Agua Mansa and a
permit for erection of a church named as San
Salvador de Jurupa, the appeal was granted.
A public meeting of congregants from
the twin communities was thereupon called
to discuss the location and construction of a
church. As Father Juan Caballeria, pastor of
the later St. Bernardine's Church, described
the project as based on interviews with
surviving Agua Mansans in the early 1900's:

It was a community affair, and the adults of
both communities responded to the call. They
chose as commissioners for the purpose of
raising funds and selecting a site Don Ignaci
Palomares, Don Ricardo Bejar and Ramon
Ybana. After going up and down the river,
the commission decided to build the new
church at La Placita away from the plaza near
the river. As money was not plentiful, all the
settlers tumed out and assisted in the work of
the building. Some made adobes, others
prepared cement, and others hauled timbers
and lumber from the mountains. Joaquin
Moya owned 12 or 14 yoke of oxen and
hauled most of the lumber from Aliso’s mill
(in Mill Creek Valley). Pablo Velarde, a
mason, laid the adobes. Miguel Bustamenta
roofed the building.

As perhaps a portent of the flood disaster
ten years later, disaster struck as the struc-
structure was completed. Just before the
first Mass on November 14, 1852, the
building collapsed in quicksand, destroying
five months of labor in a few minutes.
Fortunately, no one was in the church at the
time. Even with the salvage of the timbers
and the roof shingles, it took another year to
erect a replacement on safer ground across
the river in Agua Mansa proper on today's
Agua Mansa Road. Although he had hoped
for the new site to remain in his community,
Trujillo was a good loser and thus, the third
San Salvador Church was finally completed
during the Christmas season of 1853. Dedi-
cation occurred on May 25, 1857.

The structure's dimensions were 58 feet
in length by 22-1/2 feet in width. By 1860, it
served about 300 people. Parish boundaries
far exceeded the limits of Agua Mansa's
core, for until 1860 they stretched from San
Gorgonio Pass to La Puente.

Thus, the Bishop's goal was met. This
first non-mission parish in Southern Cali-

fornia started a progression which quickly
found similar parishes established in San
Diego (1855), Anaheim (1860) and San
Bernardino (1862). For over a decade, the
same priests rotated assignments between
Agua Mansa-San Bernardino and Anaheim
due to the initial shortage of pastors.

The great flood of January 1862 resulted
in ecclesiastical changes in the valley. Al-
though the church was unharmed by tem-
porary rising waters, all of the homesteads
but one on both sides of the river were
ruined. The Agua Mansa communities never
really flourished again thereafter after being
rebuilt. The Bishop listened to the Irish who
had replaced the Mormons and determined
that San Bernardino would be the future
church center of the valley. Accordingly, the
mission started in 1862 was raised to full
parish status in 1867, and the priest serving
both towns moved to San Bemardino.

Services continued to be held at the
downgraded San Salvador Chapel for several
years. The Riverside Press of June 29, 1878,
noted that San Juan Day (i.e., St. John the
Baptist) was celebrated on June 24:

Last Monday, and we believe a day or two
following was devoted to the celebration of
the feast of St. John by our Spanish neighbors.
Religious services were held at the old church
of Agua Mansa and a big time generally
ensued. Some of the young men went up to
see the doings.

From scattered pieces of evidence, both
historical and archeological in nature, it
appears that the structure was too dilapi-
dated by the fall of 1878 to be used for
services any longer. At that time, Father P.J.
Stockman (1874-1895) bought the chapel
and surrounding acreage. He soon sold the
valuable roof shingles, for an 1881 photo
shows the roof is missing. An 1883 history
of San Bernardino County states that "The
old church still remains erect, but with
crumbling walls, and the storms and time are
slowly decaying its old adobe walls."

Meanwhile, what of the faithful con-
gregation? Those on the Riverside bank of
the river were encouraged to attend Sunday
services held at the new Trujillo School in La
Placita, which they did until the 1920's when



Our Lady of Guadalupe Churchs was built in
Highgrove and Belltown. Those still living
on the San Bernardino side of the river
attended St. Bernardine's at first. With the
growth of the newly-founded Colton, many
Agua Mansans moved into the south part of
town; accordingly, a mission named Our
Lady of the Rosary was built there in 1893.
When it was raised to full parish status in
1912, the bishop acquiesced in changing the
name to the historic one of San Salvador, a
parish designation still in effect after almost a
century.

The 1976 bicentennial renewed interest
in all types of history. One project was the
construction at the Agua Mansa Cemetery of
a full-sized replica of the Agua Mansa
chapel, which was dedicated on July 10,
1978 and designated as California State
Historic Landmark No. 121. It also became
a branch museum of the San Bernardino

County Museum with an on-site caretaker.
Because of security problems, this replica
has no windows along the two sides, so it is
not a complete reproduction.

Finally, archeology classes at the Uni-
versity of California/Riverside participated in
several digs between 1979 and 1990 at the
site of the 1853 church. They uncovered the
entire foundation of both the church and
adjoining rectory, finding many Agua Mansa
and post-Agua Mansa artifacts in the pro-
cess. For the sake of chronological accuracy
as to when the facility was abandoned, an
1880 dime and an 1879 irrigation trough
were among the treasures found. The site
was carefully filled in again to preclude any
damage or loss, since there were no plans to
make it a visitor's stop as with the cemetery
up the cliff behind it. Neither is there a sign
designating the location, and the El Camino
Real bell at the site dedicated in 1910 has
been removed to eliminate identification in
the continuing struggle against vandalism
along a rural road.

However, students and readers of local
history know the location's importance and
can look down upon it when visiting the
cemetery above the site. Descendants of
Agua Mansans from other Southland cities
are pleased that the site has not been com-
pletely destroyed by cultivation.
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