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Editor’s Note: In 1923 two young girls, one from Portland and the other from Ukiah, traveled to Berkeley to enter the university’s freshman class.
They immediately became friends and remained so through out their lives. Both married, settled in Berkeley and became active members of the community. The stories below are from a memoir, The 4-Year Stretch, about their college years that they wrote for their families.

Coming to Berkeley
Florence Jury
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s soon as I had graduated
from high school early in June of
1923, all my thoughts turned to the
wonderful adventure which was
to come. The business of being a senior, and classes, and last minute
parties had kept my mind in the
present. Then came two months
of waiting. I played tennis and
read and tried on the clothes my
mother was making for me. I was
so excited that even the thought of
leaving my dear little dog who had
been my companion for years did
not disturb me.
At last I was standing at dawn
of a July morning at the port rail of
the Cuba – an electrically driven
passenger vessel out of Portland.
It had been a delightful voyage,
my first. Unlike a good many of
passengers, I was not seasick. I felt
quite grown up because the purser
had danced almost every dance
with me the two evenings we were
aboard. I didn’t allow myself to
think it was because I was the only
young person who was not miserably stretched out in a bunk.
That dawn we were off the Sonoma coast, though I did not then

Jacomena Maybeck
know it was Sonoma. I knew only
that it was California and those
golden hills, just emerging from
darkness, were beautiful beyond
imagining.
My mother and I were met at the
dock in San Francisco by my Aunt
Jessie and we went across the Bay to
the Oakland side on a ferry boat. For
twenty exciting minutes I watched
the East Bay hills draw closer and
closer. Somewhere over there was
Berkeley, the place of my dreams.
Common courtesy kept me at
my aunt’s home in Oakland until
the next morning. She told me how
to get the Number 6 street car on
Broadway, not far from her house.
My mother was apparently loosening the reins. She suggested I go out
to Berkeley alone and find my way.
I got off that big, lumbering
street car at Haste and College. My
boarding house-to-be was a very
short distance down Haste from
the College Avenue corner. It was
the Episcopal Training School for
Deaconesses [St. Margaret’s House].
Sister Superiorso and my mother
had felt that such a place would
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1923 – the year of the Berkeley
fire, the year the Stadium was dedicated, the year Flo and I became
freshmen at U.C. Berkeley, California. And I was 22 – real old, because I had to work for a few years
first. The hills at the ranch near
Ukiah were hot and brown; garden
sprinklers made tiny oases. Tea in
the garden with the Dutch tea set
was a time for my mother and me
to talk, to plan.
She helped me pack. I must have
had something to pack. We had
dreamed and planned this for the
two years I taught at the county
school. Fourteen students. I saved
every dime. I earned $135.00 a month
and I felt rich and held it tight. Or
rather the bank did. I had two choices for college – Pomona – Berkeley.
Berkeley was nearer the ranch and
less costly. I had $2,400.00 and it
had to do for four years.
My brother drove me down to
the train on narrow country roads
dangerous with logging trucks.
Mary’s brothers brought her. The
station was peanut butter tan –
only came alive three times a day.
The train arrived dusty from com-
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ing through miles of redwoods and
the hop fields and pear orchards of
the Ukiah Valley.
Our brothers put us on – Piet,
Huntington, George, Kenelm. The
train gave a sigh and moved. We
were on our Adventure! If you sat
down hard, a slight puff of dust
rose. Never mind – the seats were
red velvet. We wished we were
richer and could buy chocolate
from the “peanut butcher.” He was
a very old man with a basket of
goodies and a dialect all his own.
The train clopped along tooting
through the tunnels and the little
towns of Hopland, Cloverdale,
Healdsburg, Santa Rosa, San Rafael. It was here the smell and color
changed. Until San Rafael, then
suddenly the sharp pierce of eucalyptus and a mysterious breath of
fog on the skin. The City sparkled
– the ferry from Sausalito to San
Francisco rocked us. The gorgeous
Ferry Building was willing to receive us and send us off on another
ferry to Oakland and waiting urban trains.
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Steve Greenberg & Liz Yarnhagen
for their life membership donation
of $500

As the end of our term as co-presidents
of the Society approaches, we wish to express our appreciation of the work of our
fellow board members and of the many
volunteers who give their time, energy,
and talents to further our mission. We
have had wonderful exhibits and events
during the past couple of years, new oral
histories and others in the works, computer infrastructure upgrades, and (fingers crossed/breaths held) a new Web
site in the very near future. Nearly all
of these accomplishments are due to the
efforts of volunteers and we encourage

See you at the Annual Meeting, April 11,
at the Berkeley History Center.

Ken Duffy - Recording of Charles Keeler reading his poetry
Sara Van Young - WWII bomb pamphlet and two rations books
John Underhill - Two post-1923 fire passes to go through fire lines
Buzz Cardoza - WWII air raid warder block record book
Mary Cardwell - Collection of Ken Cardwell’s architecture books
Tony King- Book: Musings of a Merchant by Lester Hink

What is in your attic (or wall) that could
donated to the BHS archives?

Horst Bansner for his $10 contribution
to the LL Stein Endowment Fund
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There is much to do, and the Society continues to be a grass roots organization
relying on local, private support. Finally,
we would like to remember the passing of
three of the “greats” of the Berkeley historical scene: Carl Wilson, John Stansfield
and Ken Cardwell. We will greatly need
such talents and dedication in the future.

Some Recent Donations to Our Archives

Eugene & Patricia Angel, John &
Katherine Casida, Yukiyo Hayashi,
Ms. Patricia Kales, John & Louise
Rasmussen and JM Sharp for their
membership donation of $50.

Frederic and Lois Duperraul
and James Martin for their $100
contribution and Susan Cerny
for her $30 in the memory
of Ken Cardwall

all of you to continue or to begin taking
part in the communal work of preserving
Berkeley’s history.

Membership Rates
Individual

$20

Contributor $50
Life member $500
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Family

$25

Sponsor

$250

In Memoriam, Kenneth Harvey Cardwell
Kenneth Harvey Cardwell, Bay Area architect and Professor
Emeritus of Architecture at UC Berkeley, died on January
11, 2010 in Oakland at age 89. Born in Los Angeles in 1920,
his ancestors on the paternal side were owners of SpanishMexican land grants in Southern California. He served with
distinction during WWII as Second Leutenant in the 35th
Fighter Squadron and later chronicled his wartime efforts
in a book called “How Father Won the War.”
A long-time Berkeley resident, Cardwell was a UC Berkeley
alumnus (1947), majoring in architecture. He first worked
in private practice firms and then became principal architect in the firm Kolbeck, Cardwell and Christopherson. In
1949, he began his teaching career at UC where he created
courses in architectural history and historical preservation. An authority on renowned architect Bernard Maybeck,
whom he first befriended as a student at UC, Cardwell wrote
the acclaimed “Bernard Maybeck: Artisan, Architect, Artist” (1977, 1996). He was elected a Fellow of the American
Scene” and “One Hundred Years of Artists
in Berkeley;” and leading a variety of walking tours. He leaves behind many friends
and associates in that organization. A comprehensive oral history focusing on the life
of Kenneth Harvey Cardwell is in-progress
at the Berkeley Historical Society.
A memorial service was conducted at St.
Mary Magdalen Catholic Church in North
Berkeley on Saturday, January 16, followed
by a reception at the Cardwell family home
in Berkeley. Cardwell is survived by his
wife Mary Elinor (Sullivan) Cardwell, five
children, nine grandchildren and one greatgrandchild.
-Contributed by Therese Pipe
Institute of Architects for his services to the
organization and to the profession.
Among his activities in various Berkeley civic organizations, he was elected President of
the Berkeley Historical Society (1997-1999)
and later became Chief Archivist until his
retirement in 2009. During his time as Archivist, he organized and computerized the
Historical Society archives. Some other activities Cardwell accomplished for the Historical Society included writing the column
“75 Years Ago,” now “A Look Back” for several years for the Berkeley Voice; curating
many exhibits, such as “Berkeley Literary
spring 2010 Berkeley Historical Society Newsletter
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Florence Jury
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1

a kind of security for a soon-to-be seventeen year
old girl, far from home. Something I didn’t feel I
needed. But it was a boarding house for University students as well as the students of the school.
I gazed up at the two-story shingle house
[2629 Haste] which had an addition, a long
one-story, many-windowed room parallel to the
street. Tall red geraniums grew across the front
of the house, almost to the second floor windows! The house mother showed me the long
room which was the students’ lounge. There
were only six women in the training school and
the rest were University students. My room was
on the second floor of the dormitory building
at the back of the main house, reached by a long
covered walk. All the rooms were tiny. Mine had
a closet, a desk and chair, a bureau, an easy chair
and a small gas heater. A sleeping porch ran the
length on both floors of the building.
In front of each room was a bed and if one
wanted privacy, a canvas curtain could be
pulled between beds. Canvas curtains on heavy
rollers could be pulled down to the porch railing when it rained. From the window of my cubicle, I could see what I learned was Charter Hill
high above the campus. I loved it all.
Then I walked over to the campus, along
Bowditch Street with old magnolia trees in the
parking. The sun was shining and it was warm.
It didn’t rain until Christmas that year. Perhaps my guardian angel walked with me that
day. At any rate, I decided to see whether everything was in order for entering the University.
In those days the Registrar’s office was in California Hall. I talked to a girl behind a grill who
extracted a folder which she looked into with
obvious concern. Then she said there seemed
to be a problem. I was dismayed. She told me
that the Registrar happened to be in his office
and perhaps I should see him. He was Dr. Ralph
Minor of the Optometry Department. He didn’t
have visible wings, but he must have had them.
He looked through the folder and told me
that St. Helen’s Hall [located in Portland, Oregon] was no longer accredited because someone
from there had not done too well the previous
year. But, I protested, the Hall apparently was
not informed. And I had taken Eastern Board
exams each summer, so I ought to be accepted.
He asked me whether I would be willing to take
two examinations. I said I hadn’t studied all
summer and was not sure I could. We discussed
4

what I thought I could pass. We settled finally
on Ancient History and Second Year French. He
told me not to worry. Apparently I passed them
because I registered without challenge.
The first meal at St. Margaret’s House was
breakfast on the morning of Freshman registration. Sitting directly across the table from me
was a tall, slender girl with curly golden hair
and blue eyes the shade of the northern summer sky. Her face was different, not pretty, but
arresting and unforgettable in its planes and
contours. And her name – Jacomena – also unforgettable. She told me she was born in Surabaja, Java, Indonesia. What romance! And I was
born so prosaically in Boise, Idaho.
How and why our friendship developed so
quickly, neither of us can say. It was no time at
all before we were smoking an after-dinner cigaret [sic] under the outside stairs of the dormitory building and talking. There was so much to
talk about.

ings now where then there was green open
space – small bits of gardens and small groves of
trees and grass to sit on hidden here and there
in unexpected corners. There was even a rustic section where there used to be only the Ag
buildings. The rest was high grass and weeds.
The ROTC. boys drilled on a wide dry field between little old Boalt Hall and the places where
now are Life Sciences and Dwinelle. One came
across Strawberry Creek in numerous places as
it meandered its gurgling way through the campus, its banks shady and pleasant.
And the Oaks! The campus was full of the
huge, wide-spreading California live oaks. There
were groves of them, there were clusters of them,
there were single ones. Faculty Glade behind Stephens Union was nearly surrounded by them.

Smoking was not only frowned upon for
women, it was also strictly forbidden to smoke
in residence houses, on campus and even in
most eating places. The Old Black Sheep Restaurant, then in its first location on the east side of
Telegraph Avenue quite near Sather Gate, did
not frown. There was a small ice cream place
on Telegraph next to the northwest corner of
Dwight Way where one could linger over a cup
of coffee and a cigaret.
Registration took place in old Harmon Gym.
When I emerged there was a young man waiting
for me. I had met him at the Senior Prom in June,
a friend of one of my classmates. When I learned
he was a student at Cal, I told him my glorious
news and he promised to look me up on registration day. And so he did. He took me to lunch
and I never saw him again. After all, he was a junior and I was taller than he.
On our first Sunday evening in Berkeley,
Jac [Jacomena] and I went to St. Mark’s Club.
One of the most important events o four college days. Because of the friends we made there,
friends who have endured through the years.
Each of the big churches around the campus
had University Clubs. St. Mark’s, then as now,
on the corner of Bancroft and Ellsworth; Across
Bancroft Way there were big houses, mostly providing rooms for students. All are gone now, replaced by Edwards Track Stadium
The campus of the University was a place of
rare beauty when we first came there. It is still,
in a way, beautiful, but there are so many build-
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California live oaks on the U.C. campus in the
1920’s. In the center is the statue of a football player by sculptor Douglas Tilden.
But Wheeler Oak was the oak on the campus.
What memories it conjures up for those fortunate enough to have been on campus before its
demise - a dowager of a tree, spreading its stately limbs over the east end of Wheeler Hall steps.
Everyone knew it, everyone loved it. It was as
important as any building on the campus.
There is one kind of weather in Berkeley
– in the Bay Area- which I did not like when I
first experienced it, nor do I like it now. It first
became the horror it is on the night of Sunday,
September 16.
Early in the evening of a very warm day, the
wind began to blow. Rather fresh as is usual in
the afternoons. But it gathered momentum and
soon it was a hot gale. Nothing escaped its in -

sistence. Doors shuddered in spite of locks and
catches, the rolled canvas on the sleeping porch
banged against the roof. There was a feeling of
doom that hot night. The morning, bright and
sunny though it was, brought no sense of relief
from the discomfort. Walking to the campus I
smelled smoke, but there was none to be seen.
The one o’clock classes had barely begun
when the Campanile began to ring madly. Boys
ran through the halls shouting “Every one out
to fight the fire!” By then, so quickly had the fire
come roaring over the hills north of the campus,
masses of black smoke were visible. Everywhere
was pandemonium. The Campanile still ran its
warning, the fire engines’ bells and horns added
to the noise and everyone seemed to be running.
Already great fragments of ash were falling on
the campus. And still the wind raged.
That evening I learned that my aunt in Oakland had become alarmed when ashes began to
fall around her house. She sent a friend’s car and
chauffeur to evacuate me. But Jac and I were at
Stephen’s Union cafeteria making sandwiches
for the fire fighters .
Many years later, my husband told me how a

number of his classmates at Boalt rushed to the
fire area, covering as many blocks as they could,
and systemically went through every house which
had not yet begun to burn. Other groups were doing the same thing. In one house as they were about
to leave they saw a small stairway which they had
overlooked. They rushed up and found an elderly
woman lying in bed. They simply picked her up,
mattress and all, and put her down on the front
lawn. Others were there to carry her away. As they
looked back, the roof was on fire.
There were many heroes of the fire. The boys
of Phi Kappa Sig fraternity saved their beautiful
house on Euclid by putting wet blankets on the
roof. Later the house became the victim of another kind of disaster. The site is now a parking
lot for the Theological complex on Holy Hill, or,
as it is also known, Soul Knoll.
All afternoon rumors flew thick and fast.
The girls who made the sandwiches carried
great piles of them up to Founders’ Rock. There
the fire fighters, both the professional ones and
the college men, came for food and rest. There
were all sorts of stories of how the fire was behaving. Sometimes a whole block went down
like ninepins; sometimes one house was left

standing amid the debris of its neighbors.
One of our sorority sisters, Eleanor Perry,
who lived with her family on Virginia Street,
displayed a kind of valor “under fire.” She got
home just before the fire reached her house. She
walked in, looked around, took her University
ring off, laid it on her bureau and walked out.
The fire raced before the wind, closer and
closer to the campus and to Oxford Street. It
was said dynamite had been placed under all
the University buildings along Hearst Avenue,
just in case. San Francisco sent some of its fire
engines, but they were long in coming. The ferries were desperately slow for such a purpose.
Engines came from Oakland and Richmond.
But man could no prevail against the fury of
the wind. Then suddenly it seemed to have
wrought enough havoc, and dropped to a gentle
breeze late in the afternoon.
We stood at Founders’ Rock and gazed in
disbelief to the north. Nothing impeded our
view. Here and there a lone house, but mostly
just ashes and devastation – no trees, no gardens. But everywhere gas flickered in the pipes
which were once connected to the mains, an eerie sight in the gathering dusk.

Jacomena Maybeck
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The Ferry Building stayed a sort of Camelot
in our lives. All trains, street cars and ferries
converged there. There were elegant flower
stands and candy shops. You met your date
there. It was the glamorous entrance to the City.
I remember when I was ten and my mother
took me shopping there. We came from Crocket,
far up the Bay. The Overland Limited kindly
stopped there for passengers to the City. I
vaguely remember a horse-drawn street car near
the Ferry Building. The horse was white.
This August 1923 we came by Northwestern
Pacific to Sausalito, by ferry to San Francisco,
another ferry to Oakland, an interurban train to
Berkeley and the Alcatraz local from South Berkeley to College and Haste Street. Our destination
was St. Margaret’s House, a training and boarding school for Episcopal deaconess students –
deemed safe by our parents. St. Margaret’s was a
half block from College, shingled, brown and Ushaped. A big palm tree centered the yard.
Mary and I shared a room upstairs. The
whole feel of the place was brown, worn and
cozy. Chapel at 8 AM We were not obliged to
attend in the tiny room beyond the students’

lounge – only the deaconesses-to-be were expected there. In back was a two-story range of
rooms called the “chicken coop.” Upstairs out
there were Flo Niles [Jury], from Portland, Oregon; Flo Baker from the Girls Friendly Lodge
in San Francisco; Vera Day from Hawaii; Heidi
Spitz from Alaska and Madeline Jacobsen from
Turk Street, San Francisco.
I thought them all fascinating, especially
the Flos. We became friends and developed the
habit of having a cigaret together in a hidey-hole
under the stairs. This accentuated our sense of
adventure. Morning chapel brought us all tumbling into the dining room where hot cereal was
ladled into our plates and once down my neck.
This I did not care for.
There had been no girls on the ranch those
last two years. But I so enjoyed my mother and
the country – we made gardens, we read aloud
after hard outside work and we talked. Now I
was suddenly in a world of girls.
We were barely settled in when the hills
went up in smoke. I can still smell it – hot, dry
September air, tingling and ominous. Everyone
restless, the smoke smell thickening, the classes dismissed. We wandered, scared and awed

as refugees came down to our green campus
lawns. Boys joined the fire department – the
National Guard came. Boys were on roofs with
hoses. We made sandwiches and carried them
to Founders’ Rock for the fire fighters. The 5
o’clock commuter ferries brought home many
people whose homes were gone. Wallen [Maybeck] and his father [Bernard Maybeck] had on
the clothes they stood in.
Professors lost years of notes, sometimes
a tragedy, sometimes a welcome change from
aged stories. Five hundred and eighty-four
buildings burned.
We walked up Euclid and La Loma and saw
the twisted ruins next day. Gas jets from broken
pipes still burned, so alive in this destruction.
I hoped the lady who had saved only her canary
was well and that Mrs. Murphy was still safe in
her home on La Loma Lane, miraculously skipped
by the fire, as was the lovely little Mathewson
house by Maybeck on the corner of Buena Vista
and La Loma. The Ballentine, the Bishop, the Etcheverry, the Stephen Pepper houses and the big
Maybeck house at 2701 Buena Vista were all gone,
as was Wallen’s big Chandler. It had been sitting
in a grove of eucalyptus trees.
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The 75th Anniversary
of the WPA in Berkeley
The 75th Anniversary of the WPA in
Berkeley will open Sunday April 11, 2010
from 3-5 pm at the Berkeley Historical
Society and History Center. It will run
through September 2010. The exhibit will
include historic photographs and objects
related to the many structures and art
works of the Works Progress Administration (WPA). These projects will be within

Calendar of Events
March 11 Lecture What is a Stick? A Guide
to Victorian Styles, Immanuel Lutheran
Church, Alameda, 7:00 pm 510-479-6489
or visit www.alamedamuseum.org
March 11 Lecture The Oakland Army
Base Oral History Project, Chapel of the
Chimes, Oakland Heritage Alliance. 510763-9218 or visit http://www.oaklandheritage.org
March 16 Film Premier Remembering
Playland, Balboa Theater, San Francisco,
7:00 pm. 415-221-8184 or visit http://balboamovies.com
March 17 Walking Tour Grizzly Peak
Walk, Berkeley Path Wanderers, 10 am.
510-520-3876 or visit www.berkeleypaths.org

the context of the New Deal’s broad social policies that included education, recreation, arts and public jobs programs.
Berkeley was home to famous New Deal
photographer Dorothea Lange, among
others, and benefited from many innovative projects. The exhibit will explore
their relevance to today’s public policy.
Geographer and writer Gray Brechin
and photographer Robert Dawson began
the California’s Living New Deal Project
in the fall of 2003 under the auspices of
the California Historical Society with a
seed grant from the Columbia Foundation. They soon discovered that the New
Deal legacy in California is so vast and
poorly documented that it required others to help locate information not neatly
contained in federal archives. Since then,
the project team has grown in number
and ambition and, in 2007, the Institute
for Research in Labor and Employment
Library and the California Studies Center at U.C. Berkeley partnered to host the
Project web site.

March 25 Lecture Beyond the Bungalow,
Alameda Museum, 7:00 pm. 510-4796489 or visit www.alamedamuseum.org
March 27 Walking Tour The Finnish
Community in Berkeley, Berkeley Historical Society, 510-848-0108
March 31 Film Premiere Designing with
Nature, Hillside Club, Berkeley Architectural Heritage Society, 7pm. 510-8412242 or visit www.berkeleyheritage.org

April 22 Walking Tour Hidden Berkeley—Peralta Park to Northlands, 5:00 pm.
510-841-2242 or visit www.berkeleyheritage.org
April 24 Walking Tour Explore Berkeley’s Creeks, Berkeley Architectural
Heritage Association, 4:00 pm. 510-8412242 or visit www.berkeleyheritage.org
April 29 Lecture History of the Alameda
Naval Air Station, Alameda Museum, 7:00
pm. 510-47-.6489 or visit www.alamedamuseum.org
May 1 Walking Tour Craigmont Neighborhoods, Berkeley Historical Society,
510-848-0108
May 2 House Tour Looking at Julia Morgan, Berkeley Architectural Heritage Association, 1:00 pm. 510-841-2242 or visit
www.berkeleyheritage.org
May 8 Walking Tour Japanese American
History in Berkeley, Berkeley Historical
Society, 510-848-0108
May 15 Walking Tour Fernside Ramble,
Alameda Museum, 7:00 pm. 510-4796489 or visit www.alamedamuseum.org
May 22 Walking Tour NIght Life in downtown, Berkeley Historical Society, 510848-0108

April 10 Walking Tour Claremont
Heights , Berkeley Historical Society, 510848-0108

May 28 Lecture Glorious Glass of Alameda, Alameda Museum, 7:00 pm. 510-4796489 or visit www.alamedamuseum.org

April 11 Lecture Up and Down, Inside
Out: A New Dynamic of Religious Spaces,
First Church of Christ Scientist, 7:00 pm.

June 5 Walking Tour Historic Trees of
Cal, Berkeley Historical Society, 510-8480108

Former State Librarian Kevin Starr has
likened the California’s Living New Deal
Project to a WPA project from the 1930s
in its ambition and scope.
The exhibit is organized by Harvey Smith
of California’s Living New Deal Project
and the National New Deal Preservation
Association. Curator Harvey Smith will
give an overview of the exhibit and the
Project. Depression-era refreshments
will be served.
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510-845-7199 or visit www.friendsoffirstchurch.org
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