Luy DALCAMO



I am Luigi Dalcamo, but please call my Luy.  I was head of the Dalcamo family, one of the three largest Italian families to immigrate to Corona .  When I was born, 116 years ago in Palermo, Sicily, the year was 1881.

          As a young father, I packed citrus until I realized that I would always pack citrus if I stayed in the Italian caste system.  When an uncle in the import business in New York City agreed to sponsor my passage to the United States , I left my new family behind and headed for America in 1902.

          On board ship to America , I earned some money and passed the time by shoveling coal in the ship’s engine room.  Helping my elderly uncle in new Your City did not last for very long.  There I ran into an old friend from Palermo , Pasquale De George.  Pasquale said our mutual friend, Nick Corselli, was now living in California and working at the Prenda Packing House in Casa Blanca in Riverside .  Nick needed experienced packers to teach the Chinese coolies how to pack citrus.  Pasquale made California sound like the land of opportunity.  So I gave up the idea of taking over my uncle’s import business and went to California , just in time for a recession.  There were no jobs at the citrus packing houses as promised. 

          I took the only job I could find, hauling dynamite to the rock quarries in Rubidoux along with Pasquale De George.  We were glad to leave that hard and dangerous job behind when we finally were hired on at the Prenda Packing House.

          After about a year, I went to work in Corona ’s citrus industry.  Carolina and daughter, Wence joined me in Corona about this time (1905 as I remember).  We raised our familia in a beautiful little home at 302 Belle Street .  It was painted white and green, and it is still standing on the corner of Belle and Third Street .  We added rooms on to the house as our family grew to eight bambinos.  Our first son, Tony, was born in 1907.  Tony was followed by another son, Joe, in 1909.  Sadly, our Joe died from a ruptured appendix at only 13 years of age.  The monument at the cemetery was originally made for Joe.  His name was inscribed on the front.  My wife had a marble angel from Italy placed on top.  The angel has been stolen and also the next one the family bought to replace it.  Oh, yes, I was telling you about the children: Frank was born next in 1911, followed by Rose, Jimmy, Concettina (Connie) and finally Josephine.

          The Italian men in Corona had many, cheerful parties that did not include our wives or daughters.  We drank vino and ate great food.  The problem was there was not always enough food to go around, so some of the men would bring their young sons to the party and fill the child’s platter high, then they would eat the child’s leftovers.  How could anyone object?

          My children, Tony, Frank, Jimmy and Josephine grew up and worked with me in the Corona citrus industry.  I continued working at the packing houses until 1923 when I became a middle man for the local citrus packers and the Los Angeles fresh fruit market.  My sons, Tony and James stayed in the business their entire lives.  James became a supervisor for Orange Heights after serving his country in World War II, and Tony was a manager for the Foothill and the Orange Heights Packing Houses.  Our daughter, Josephine worked at a secretary for Corona Citrus Association until she married.  In fact, all the children lived at home until they married.

          Wence, our oldest daughter, and Tony, our oldest son, both married into families originally from Palermo .  Wence married Salvatore Muratore, and Tony married Tom Danieri’s daughter, Carmel .

          Tony had a beautiful Mediterranean style home built for his bride right across the street from us at 224 Belle Street .  When my son, Frank married Rose, they moved in to a house on Tony’s lot.  The little house had been built by Tony to match his own home and would later have another story added to it.  Jimmy and his wife, Marie, wanted distance from the family when they married, so they lived four blocks away on 7th Street .

          In 1928, I bought some land in Mira Loma; I decided to try my hand at wine grapes.  My son, Frank worked with me and must have liked the wine business better than citrus.  He became foreman for the Guasti Winery Association, Abby’s Winery and helped start the Brookside Winery Tasting Room.

          I grew my wine grapes until I semi-retired in 1945.  About this time, our youngest son, James went to serve his county in WWII.  My wife, Carolina , was so proud of him that she decided to complete her dream of becoming a naturalized citizen.  (I had earned my citizenship earlier.)  She studied hard and in 1944 became a citizen.  Carolina knew more about the United States Constitution than anyone else in the family and was very patriotic; standing up and putting her hand over her heart if she heard the National Anthem playing, even in her own living room.  

          The other women of the family were busy at this time too.  Our daughter, Connie is very well known in Corona .  She worked as a clerk for Corona City Water for 18 years, then when Corona bought the Water Company, she stayed on as part of the deal and worked for the City for Corona for 20 more years.

          Tony’s wife, Carmel owned an Italian café starting in the 1940’s with her sister and brother  The café called Nancy , Carmel and Ralph’s and was at 503 East 6th Street ; it started out as a drive in.  The café served spaghetti, ravioli, steaks, chops, and it even had a fountain machine.  Eventually Ralph sold out, and Nancy moved away, so the business became just Carmel ’s Café.  She kept the business going until 1964.

          Carolina and I celebrated our 50th wedding anniversary at Carmel ’s Café in May of 1952.  The family honored us with a beautiful two tier cake surrounded by sweet peas.  A big buffet dinner was eaten at the family home on Belle.  It was to be one of the last family gatherings in that neighborhood.

          In the early 1950’s, at age 69, I built a new home for Carolina and I at 223 West Kendall.  The family left the Belle Street homes behind and scattered all over Corona and beyond. Three of the girls even moved out of Corona ; Wence to Las Vegas ; Rose and Josephine to San Jose .

          My Carolina passed away in 1958 after a year long illness. 

          I returned to the Orange Heights packing house as a handyman when I retired from the vineyard.  My son, Tony was the foreman.  I worked up until the day of my death at the age of 84 in 1965.

