Reverend Daniel Hogan

In the beginning, God created the heavens and the Earth.  And as time went on, he continued creating, making sure every little baby born had His stamp on their heart and His purpose in their soul.  Not everyone discovers their true calling or really lives up to their purpose, it’s true, but we all have one.  Some of us just let the hardships and challenges in life distract them from their path.  I always said that you must see the funny side of life.  Life is so somber, so full of tragedy.  Every day the newspaper is full of troubles and if we focus on that we’ll lose our way.  I couldn’t let that happen in my life, not for me or the many people who got some hope or inspiration from me along the way.  I’m Reverend Daniel Hogan, and I’ve preached in churches, converted school houses and even saloons and taverns as long as I was able, and when illness worked tirelessly to stop me I still always had a smile to give to anyone who might have lost theirs along the way.

I was born in London in 1889 as the son of an Irish-born tailor and a loving mother in a home that knew the Lord.  I began my adult life as a bugler with the Royal Fusileers, but I really found my calling when a couple of Methodists from America came to London to start a revival and it certainly worked for me.  I started preaching in England and Northern Ireland before serving with the British 34th division as Chaplain, then I immigrated to Canada and continued my calling.  In Alberta, I had to furnish my own pony as a circuit rider in addition to my ministry work, and then I had to ride that pony 15 miles every Sunday.  There were no allowances and the pay was poor.  I found it was starting to get me down and I couldn’t let it kill my spirit.  I headed south into the United States, preaching as I traveled.  I delivered the Word in Wisconsin, Indiana and San Diego before settling in Corona where I was known as Reverend Dan in the First Congregational Church—it wasn’t so much a conversion from my Methodist beliefs as it was a realization that the Congregational Church offered the same message without the church government, bishops and elders to complicate things.  I started preaching in Corona in 1937 and continued until I retired 15 years later in 1952.  

I’ve been told that you’ll know you’re doing the right thing if the devil keeps trying to stop you.  I must have been doing something right because some time in the 40’s I was diagnosed with lateral sclerosis—a degenerative disease that attacked my whole left side and seriously effected my speech, which is why I eventually had to retire.  As of 1966, I had been getting three shots a week for 15 years—I was shot all to pieces, I liked to say—and the treatment continued after that, taking whatever medical science had to offer to slow the disease or give me more time to talk to others.  1966 was when I was honored by the Corona post and the local district of the American Legion—they called me “Mr. Legionnaire”— and also when my wife of 50 years, Elda Gibbs Hogan, went home to Jesus.  Quite a year.  I just kept on smiling here without her as best I could.

I stayed busy for as long as I could.  I was Reverend Dan for 15 years, I served two terms on the Corona Library board, 24 years as Chaplain at the Masonic Lodge, 24 years as Chaplain for the American Legion post 216, although I was active with the American Legion for a total of 47 years in different roles, and many years as the local Red Cross Chairman and secretary and honorary chairman of the Corona Rotary.  It’s a good thing I can do more than one job at a time or I would have had to be over 120 to manage it all.  Instead, I lived to the ripe old age of 83, joining my wife in My Father’s House January 7, 1972.  I was at my home on Victoria at the time—my family said that I had been “sort of sleeping for several days and just slipped away.”  It was peaceful.  My son, Robert, his four children, and my three brothers and three sisters survived me here, while my wife and our other son welcomed me home after I left.

I always had a twinkle in my eye and was seen as a philosopher and wit even when I could no longer do all the things I was called to do.  People asked me what I knew of sin, like I had never done anything wrong in my life, and I told them, “A fellow in my business has forgotten more about sinning than most of you young fellows will ever know.”  When I was preaching in the taverns and saloons, people asked me if I thought my sermon helped the listeners to embrace temperance throughout the week.  I said, “Well, they didn’t drink on Sunday when I was present and I always felt what they did between Sundays was none of my business.”  I loved preaching in Corona and of all the places I’ve lived Corona really is my home.  I preached from my heart about living a life of love and I really tried to live my words—I offered love rather than judgment, understanding rather than condemnation and a smile when the tragedy of the world invited tears.  If there was one thing I could leave as my legacy, that would be it—the ability to offer a loving smile to everyone no matter what, even if it’s lop-sided.  

It’s fitting that today is Sunday.  Thank you for coming to see me.  As you leave today, offer your hand and your best smile to someone you don’t know.  You never know the impact a simple smile can have on someone’s life and it may just be the nicest moment of their day.  

