Isabel PRENTICE/George David PRENTICE
There’s something very special about the sky.  It’s a funny thing because the sky can be gray and gloomy or it can be bright and sunny, and it can make you feel the same.  No matter where you go in this world, you can look up and see the sky.  Even though it looks just as blue and the clouds are just as fluffy over other places and at other times in life, there’s nothing that quite compares to the sky over your home town, during the time of your life you most feel is yours.  For us, Corona will always be our home, and this, no matter how much time goes by, will always be our sky.
My name is Isabel Prentice, but my George always called me Belle.  George David Prentice was my husband for many years.  We had 5 children together, plus my 3 that always knew George as their Daddy, and by the time I died we had 11 grandchildren and 7 great grand children.  We didn’t do anything Earth-shattering—I worked as a Cafeteria Manager for Corona High School and George worked at the Chase Plantation and for Joy Jameson as a farm hand, doing irrigation for Chase Ranch.   We weren’t one of the founding families, and we didn’t discover anything or build anything that you may have seen.  We were just regular people—a loving family, one that saw this town through many changes.  Even our own little house is a piece of Corona history that’s still around today, just part of the Corona scenery—like the sky.
I was from Manchester, England, born September 24, 1881.  My family moved to Pennsylvania in 1887, then to Corona in 1905.  George was born in Arkansas on February 25, 1877.  His parents were born in Arkansas, too—they were pioneers of that state.  George came to Corona in 1909 to settle down after spending time in the Philippines serving in the Spanish American War as a cook.  There were many soldiers who suffered with illnesses during and after that war, especially stomach problems.  He tried to reenlist, but then his own illnesses, especially his epilepsy, forced him to spend months in the hospital before being honorably discharged.  In 1918, my George went to the post office to register for military service again during the Great War—the World War—registering was required of all men, even those who knew they couldn’t serve.  So, he filled out his card like everyone else—eyes: brown, hair: auburn, height: 5’ 4 ½”, next of kin: Belle, and his status: honorably discharged.  He never served again, but he was always known for being a person of excellent character who was very proud to be a veteran.
We were very active in community groups such as the Spanish American War Veterans and the American Legion.  We even have a picture of one of their many parades commemorating the Veterans.  We tried to bring up our children to be people of good character—like all parents do.  Our oldest son, George Junior, went on to be a pillar in Corona as well, spending 36 years working with the Corona Post Office, saying, “I like to think that I have contributed something to this community.”  With all our children and grandchildren and great grand children, we would like to think that we’ve contributed, too.
Our family home has many memories for us, but it has more memories in its walls than just ours.  We bought the bungalow at 620 West Sixth Street from Everett Brockman in January of 1931, and even after George died in 1939, I continued to live there with our daughter, Betty—the other children had grown and moved away to start families of their own.  That house was built by J. R. Myers, who owned Myers Trucking.  We lived there until 1953, when it was bought by the Frazers, who owned the Frazer Real Estate Company.  From 1978 to 2003 it became Harmony Antiques—the cutest little antique store.  Then, in 2003, John Kane bought the house for $1.00 to save it from destruction.  He moved it to 809 E. Grand and completely restored the house.  It still stands today, and is well-tended-to by the current owner, who is an avid family historian.
We would all like to think that we’re leaving a mark on this world when we go.  Not everyone gets to be a prominent scientist or the first person to do some amazing thing.  Some of us are just regular people, but it takes a world full of regular people to make life happen.  We may not have etched our names into the world’s history books, but we did leave an impression on our home town, from the family we raised to the little home we left behind.  The Corona that stands today is the way it is because we were a part of it—one of the many wonderful families that just lived and did their best every day to be a part of something bigger.  When we look up at the sky, we can’t see the outline of every cloud that was there before, but we need only to look at the trees and the grass and the flowers to know that every cloud was important for its time.  And I’m proud to lie here, beneath the clouds of today, looking up at my Corona’s sky.
