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Now known as Birch Hill and Crestline, the Campsites subdivision on Palomar 
Mountain was started in 1920 by Reid Wallace and Scott S. Purkey on land owned 
by Mrs. Elizabeth Bailey, widow of a cousin of the Theodore Baileys [1,3].  
 

 
Reid Wallace, undated 



Wallace was commonly known by his middle name of Reid, with his full name 
being William Reid Wallace. The Escondido Times-Advocate newspaper mentions 
Reid Wallace building a store on Palomar Mountain in November 1921 [6]. The 
Oceanside Blade published this in June 1922 [32]: 
 

BOOSTING PALOMAR RESORT 
 
W.R. Wallace of the Palomar mountain resort was in Oceanside 
Monday. The proprietors of the resort have arranged to take up 
passenger and prospective purchasers of lots at the resort in an auto 
stage, which makes the trip from Oceanside and Escondido 
Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays. A number of improvements 
are being made at the mountain resort and the present is an 
excellent time to make the trip, as the mountain is exceptionally 
beautiful at this time of year. 

 
The Oceanside Blade published this in July 1922 [33]: 
 

BIG DOINGS AT PALOMAR CAMP 
 
There is a lot of doing in the way of development of the Palomar 
camp site of Linthicum & Wallace on Palomar mountain. People 
who have visited the tract recently report that it looks like a bee 
hive, with houses going up and excavation going down for water 
pipe lines and swimming pool and foundations. Workmen are busy 
constructing the swimming pool, which is to be 40 by 80 feet in 
lateral dimensions and eight feet deep in one end. A stream of 
fresh mountain water will be running through the pool all the time. 
Pipe for two miles of water mains and laterals was hauled up 
recently for use in building a water system over the tract. An 
abundance of water has been secured for the camp site. 

 
The first mentions of the Palomar Campsite Company in the Escondido Times-
Advocate newspaper were in August 1922 [2].  
 
  



When the original subdivisions were made, they were intended for camp sites, and 
many lots were small in size [1]. In 1937, Catherine Wood wrote eloquently about 
them … [3] 

 
As a starter a few acre lots were sold at one hundred dollars each, 
but the larger section on top was divided by metes and bounds into 
smaller lots without regard to contour, and to this day some people 
who bought lots without careful investigation are hunting their 
camp sites in the depth of some canyon wilderness.  

 
It was reported that Scott S. Purkey left the Palomar Campsites Company in August 
1922 to become a reporter with the Escondido Times-Advocate newspaper, and 
then he and Reid Wallace opened the Escondido Nursery in November 1922 [4,7]. 
It’s evident later that Purkey resumed association with the Campsites business. 
 

 
Escondido Times-Advocate, 14 November 1922, page 4, column 1 

 



 
Escondido Times-Advocate, 28 November 1922, page 4, column 1 

 
The Oceanside Blade published this on September 16, 1922 [34]: 
  

PALOMAR POPULAR WITH OCEANSIDERS 
 
Reid Wallace of the Palomar Camp Site was in Oceanside Monday 
on his way to San Diego where he was to buy several large tanks 
and several thousand feet of two inch pipe as a portion of the water 
system which is being put in at the Camp Site, is now being 
completed and there is a store with a stock of goods for campers. 
There is a twice a week stage and a truck line in operation from 
Escondido or passengers may go from Oceanside by way of 
Escondido. An appropriation of $15,000 has been placed in the 
budget by the supervisors for the completion of the road up the east 
side of the mountain from the lower end of Fink Valley to the 
Louis Salmons ranch and when this work is finished it will be an 
easy auto ride up the mountain, nearly all in high gear, which 
means a fine mountain road. At the foot of the grade will be 
Warner Lake made by the completion of the Warner Dam and this 
is counted on to become an attractive resort with trout and bass 
fishing and boating. A party going to the Palomar Camp Site from 
Oceanside Sunday was composed of Mr and Mrs CT McKeehan, 



Miss Ryan, and Mrs Stone, with Mrs Gormley, Mrs Coop, Mrs 
Comer and Miss Durant of Cardiff. The party was in charge of JB 
Malmstrom. Among local people who have bought camp sites are 
included Mrs M Allen, Dr OP hart, Dr HF Crandall, Mr and Mrs 
Frank Butler, Mrs S Stone, JB Malmstrom, CT McKeehan and Mr 
and Mrs HP Johnson. 

 
In mid-December 1922, the Escondido Times-Advocate reported that Reid Wallace 
and his son Burge Manly Wallace brought down Christmas trees from Palomar 
Mountain to sell at the Escondido Nursery [8].    
 
The Palomar Campsite development started appearing as the two words “Camp 
Sites” in 1923 newspapers. In 1923, Carl Mendenhall became an agent for an 
additional subdivision of 40 acres of adjoining Pedley land, also called Campsites 
[Frank B. and Estelle Pedley] [1,5]. Reid Wallace and Carl Mendenhall built roads 
and donated land for a store and restaurant [5]. Catherine Wood writes: “Two stores 
were put into operation, one at the top of the hill, and Ocean View store at the 
junction [3].” 
 

 
Ocean View store, which was replaced by a new one in 1936 [3]  

 
  



Marion Beckler writes … [1] 

 
Then the first cabin owners got together and raised a fund for the 
building of a clubhouse. Ralph Tillinghast, who was operating the 
sawmill, supplied cedar logs and sawed lumber of cedar and fir, 
and a fine community house was built. Stanley Davis built the 
fireplace. Then Lawyer Stickney incorporated it.  

 

 
Campsites clubhouse construction 

August 1924 [19,30] 
   
 

The Campsites clubhouse was built by Ralph Tillinghast, Ernest W. Oliver 
(carpenter) and his son Harold Oliver (it’s his Ford Model T in the photo above) [30]. All 
logs and timbers were cut from Palomar trees by Ralph Tillinghast at a saw mill in 
Pedley Valley [30]. 
 
An April 1925 news story on the “Wallace tract” on Palomar Mountain stated that 
400 people owned the community clubhouse, which was erected the preceding 
August (1924), and is a frame building 30 x 60 feet, with a 10 foot verandah.  



 

 
Campsites clubhouse under construction 

August 1924 [19,30]  
 



 
Ralph Tillinghast building the Campsites clubhouse 

August 1924 [19,27,30]  
 



 
Method of bolting Campsites clubhouse 

August 1924 [19,30]  
 

Marion Beckler writes … [1] 

 
This clubhouse was the place of evening gatherings for people of 
the community. They walked from their cabins with lanterns which 
they placed about for light. They visited about the big fireplace, or 
they danced, and they sat out on the porch with its view of all the 
vast country and cities below. 

 
An April 1923 item in the Escondido Times-Advocate stated that Reid Wallace and 
Scott Purkey moved to San Diego, and were continuing with the Escondido Nursery 
business while pursuing investment business and the sale of Palomar camp sites [12]. 
The nursery was sold sometime later [18]. 
  
 



 
An undated brochure for the Palomar 
Mountain Camp Site & Club House 
development produced by Reid Wallace (see 
below) has an F Street, San Diego address 
with telephone number 613-09.  
 
A 1924 newspaper advertisement for 
Dunlop Tires has Reid Wallace as the 
proprietor of a Dunlop Service Station at 
that address and telephone number [9].  
 
 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
In July 1923, a De 
Forest radio set 
was installed at 
Palomar Campsite 
with “… all the 
latest news and 
concerts as soon as 
broadcasted out of 
Los Angeles. [13]”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Annie C. Fisher writes about a 1923 trip to Palomar Mountain Campsites published 
in a three part series in the La Jolla Light newspaper starting in late October … [10]  
 

From early spring the beauty of Palomar mountains had been 
continually sounded in my ears and in the latter part of May some 
wonderful specimens of wild flowers, to be found there in such 



gorgeous profusion, were shown me and I was advised to lose no 
time in taking this trip. These thickly wooded mountains, 
comprising hundreds of acres of fertile soil are being divided into 
lots and rapidly sold, everyone upon seeing the place becoming 
anxious to procure a cabin site and I was urged to “get in on the 
ground floor,” but somehow the summer slipped by and still the 
trip had not been taken. The first week in October however, the 
opportunity came. A friend owning a cabin in the most picturesque 
spot and at the very top, kindly handed me her key and told me to 
use her cabin for as many days as I cared to stay, so a bag was 
packed with necessities and several hours of precious sleep lost in 
anxiously scanning time pieces that I might be ready at the early 
hour appointed for starting and not keep the driver waiting. At 
length the morning dawned clear and beautiful and with a balmy 
breeze blowing such as one encounters nowhere else but in La 
Jolla and at 6:10 the start was made. I glanced back at the beautiful 
ocean with its varied colorings of purple, blue and green and 
streaks of lavender, feeling sure that nothing I was destined to see 
could equal it and as for mountains, what more, thought I, could 
one wish for than our beautiful Soledad, that stately sentinel of La 
Jolla and the sea. There was no time for regrets of any kind 
however, as we were being rushed at a break neck speed, through 
some lovely bits of country and I did not wish to miss a thing. 
The beautiful dull green colorings of the various trees, backed by 
the brilliant red brown tones of the earth were a marvel of beauty, 
these brown tones ranged from yellow ochre to the richest burnt 
sienna and the leaves of the trees which are in some places 
taking on their autumn tints, presented patches of vivid scarlet, 
which was a delight to eyes fast becoming used to continued green 
the year round. The violet of the iron stems of some of the bushes, 
whose leaves were quite gone, also added their touch of color to 
the general scheme of beauty, and in the distance we saw the 
mountains, whose peaks were gilded by the morning sun. 
 
Soon we were surrounded by mountains and ran for miles between 
great rocks and boulders of solid granite, below us were many 
fertile valleys and prosperous looking farms and, oh, the trees, time 
honored sycamores and oaks of every variety, perhaps that of the 
live oak, with its prickly leaves so like holly, predominated. There 



were many other kinds we knew nothing of and dared not trouble 
the driver, he was busy. This ride has been called a thriller and it 
is, because here we were on a road cut on a mountain side just 
wide enough for an automobile, no room for another to pass and 
below us for hundreds of feet the summit. It was beautiful, but 
hazardous and if a car came from the other direction one or the 
other had to back to a place where an occasional provision is made 
for just such an encounter, by a few extra feet being hollowed out 
of the mountain side, which makes it possible to pass. We were 
delighted by the sight of the blue waters of Henshaw lake and this 
sight kept recurring and we were seeing it at different angles as the 
car kept going up. The air was becoming nippy now, and we 
wished we could get warmer wraps, but one never cares to give 
trouble on a trip of this kind, so we gradually accustomed 
ourselves to the cooler air and waited for an opportunity to ask the 
driver about a certain tree, the peculiar coloring of the bark or 
trunk, had marked is as very unusual. I was told that it was a 
Manzanita. 
 
Well, to make a short story, we came eighty miles through the 
most beautiful mountain scenery the imagination could depict and 
finally we were assisted to the ground at the Wallace Camp, where 
prospective buyers are made welcome and treated royally to a good 
dinner, which usually has, among other things excellent venison 
steak. These mountains are quite famous for the wild deer which 
roam freely through them and provide splendid hunting for the 
sportsman. It was cool up here and our appetites were sharpened 
by the long trip so we did justice to the dinner, you may be sure. 
There was a huge camp fire of whole logs at which we were glad 
to warm ourselves and we took time to enjoy and admire the 
immense trees surrounding us everywhere. They were just 
magnificent and I was reminded of the splendid trees in Stanley 
Park at Vancouver, B. C. These trees, thought I, must have stood 
here for centuries, many of them being two hundred feet in height. 
After dinner we started to tramp, one then realized what it meant to 
be appropriately clad for mountain climbing. 
 
Upon first arriving in California I was more or less shocked at the 
freedom with which women traveled about in knickers. Youth can 



“get away” with anything but for a lot of middle aged women in 
breeches to be strutting around like a bunch of prize fighters didn’t 
appeal to me at all, it did not look feminine and there was no sense 
in it.  
 
How we learn to cease criticizing as we gain experience. I would 
have given a good deal to be just so clad now. The ladies in this 
camp wore just such toggery and oh, it looked sensible the high 
strong boots and freedom from skirts, enabled one to kick a blazing 
log in place in the most approved mannish fashion. I had felt 
particularly virtuous when I started on this trip, because I had worn 
the oldest things I had and decided that nothing could hurt them 
anyway, but way down deep ran an inward conviction that I did 
not look right, but as I had nothing else, I made the best of it and 
tramped bravely on while my ornamental tassels dangled absurdly 
at my side. After much climbing to catch the view from different 
angles much chatter about having ones campsite thickly wooded or 
a possible advantage in having it more out in the open, nearness to 
water pipes, etc., we came to the cabin of my friend and if we 
exclaimed before, were gasping now. Here was a genuine log cabin 
set in the midst of the most picturesque surroundings one could 
imagine, rocks and trees combining to make it ideal, a clearing in 
front which commanded an unobstructed view of the immense 
distance below from which we had come and here one caught the 
very last gleams of the sun as he sank away far, far to the west. 
Here was privacy and seclusion sufficient to gratify the heart of the 
most confirmed hermit and here I was to be left alone for a few 
days to drink in this beauty, undisturbed by the chatter of any who 
might not be a lover of nature as myself. Would the loneliness 
pall? Should I miss the roar of the Ocean? or should I be able to 
sleep at all? It was very beautiful and the cabin very comfortably 
furnished, there were interesting books but one’s friends were still 
present and one just could not imagine what it would be like 
without them. I forgot to mention that as we came, many of the 
mountain tops were hidden in the clouds which in some places 
were hanging rather low and we had the novel experience of 
driving right through these clouds coming out on clear tops of 
mountains as our journey took us higher and now these clouds 
which are mist, were beginning to envelop the spot at which we 



now were and my friends felt they had to start back and I was 
urged to come on back and not stay there alone, as they feared it 
would turn cold, perhaps snow, but I wished this experience so 
kept my ground and soon they were gone and I was alone indeed. 
The canyons and valleys below were soon hidden from sight, 
nothing but grey mist everywhere, the trunks of trees nearest me 
being but dimly visible, but even this had a beauty all its own, the 
tops of the trees still stood out in irregular outline, feathery and at 
times indistinct, reminding me of a border of broken lace, but I 
must get inside if this was to continue, for soon I should not know 
where to step, so left this dense fog feeling a bit disappointed that I 
was not to see the glorious sunset, which was one of the features of 
this location. The lamps lighted, a cheery fire going and tea in 
progress I was more than contented and soon settled for a long 
evening at my books, here was the leisure and quiet, but what was 
the matter with me? I could not read, it was too quiet. I got up 
and moved about a bit and tried it again, but no use, this quiet was 
awful, why I could feel it, so decided to retire and perhaps do 
better next day. 
 
Lights all out and settled for the night the quiet was more appalling 
than ever and now my thoughts ran riot, what was my little kitten 
doing at home? Had he taken advantage of the nice bed placed out 
on the porch for him or was he scratching at the door and 
wondering why I did not let him in? Did cats wonder or was it only 
humans who wondered why things were thus or so? Did one wish 
to own a cabin so far from civilization and six thousand feet above 
sea level? What would one do up there all alone? One might write 
a story and call it “Alone on the Mountain Top,” did it sound 
spooky or would it prove inspiring? Goodness! But it was dark. 
Where were those boasted stars, that were to be so brilliant and 
seem so near that I would feel like one of them? My! What was 
that noise on the roof, a wild cat? I had been told to look out for 
snakes and a possible wild cat. Well it was out and I was in, so 
that was all right, but what familiar sound was that now reaching 
my ears? A low sobbing, like the ocean in its gentler moods. The 
wind in the trees, that was nice for it would lift the cloud and 1 
should still see those stars, but, oh, the present dense darkness, it 
was awesome. If I have the quiet I was actually breathing this dark, 



why it was a part of me, what a strange feeling now possessed me, 
then came those Psalms of David to comfort me, first verse of 
Ninety first Psalm: “He that dwelleth in the secret place of the 
most High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty,” was I 
dwelling in the secret place of the Most High? Yes, I was sure of it 
and conscious of an increasing desire to do so and care for no other 
dwelling. Then came the first verse of the Twenty-seventh Psalm: 
The Lord is my light and my salvation whom shall I fear. Though 
an host -- should -- encamp -- sleep? Had I been asleep? Surely 
not! I had just slipped into Heaven, that was all, else how account 
for this beautiful light, this marvel of color everywhere. I was 
fully awake now and the day was dawning gloriously beautiful and 
I must not miss any of it. I was soon out watching those first shafts 
of light, the pale saffron which soon deepened into gold, then a 
crimson tinge and then the fall disk of the sun and the shafts of 
lights gradually disappeared and the few fleecy clouds in the east 
took on tinges of lavender and pink gold, but toward the west now 
I must turn my attention, for though immense area of canyons 
below me were filled with clouds, those soft fleecy things bumping 
into each other, was the mist and fog which had enveloped the 
mountain the night before and I was high above them looking 
down on them and on a scene wonderfully beautiful and I may as 
well confess indescribable. I was so free and ran about from place 
to place in an ecstasy of delight but was brought to earth by the 
pangs of hunger which would not be denied, bacon had never 
before sizzled as merrily I was certain of that, nor had coffee ever 
sent up a more entrancing odor. Breakfast being over I now waited 
for the guide who was to take me over the mountain and soon he 
appeared on horseback and leading another which I was expected 
to ride, “Oh,” I greeted him, “haven’t you a side saddle I cannot 
ride astride in this dress.” “I’m sorry madam, no side saddles 
up here, they all ride astride but I'll go and get my wife’s knickers 
for you,” and I decided it would be best so he left me to hold the 
horse I was to ride and said he would just be a few minutes. Not 
having any experience with horses made me a bit timid holding 
this one. He looked so big and strong, in fact 1 am sure there never 
had been a larger one, never, and besides 1 did not like the glint in 
his eye. I thought I might cajole him a little. “Nice horsey,” I said, 
in my most dulcet tones. The glint deepened and I hastily got 



around to the back where I need not look in his eyes, but the guide 
soon returned and 1 quickly got ready to mount him, a feat which I 
performed creditably enough and the guide said “are you all right,” 
“I think so,” I replied anxiously, “but if you want to make sure of 
me you’d better tie me on.” That horse flickered an attentive ear 
backward and took in the details of this conversation and I hoped 
he wasn’t storing it up against me. We started at last and were soon 
in the midst of thicket and bracken, lilac bushes, and shrubbery, of 
every description, while the pines and other trees with low growing 
branches made riding almost impossible at times, unless one 
stooped low on the horses back and allowed him to pick his way 
and this I soon found to be the better way, as I knew nothing 
whatever about guiding him properly. I trusted the tones of my 
voice to “make good,” with the horse and I had reason to believe 
this was pleasing to him, for as I patted his neck I kept up a soft, 
“nice horse, good old fellow, gently old boy” and he lifted his head 
proudly and turned an ear backward to catch more of these coaxing 
tones and thus we rode along past the oddest little cabins I had ever 
seen, many people were still enjoying camp life and I had a vision 
of housekeeping in the open, which was a wonder and delight to 
me. Oh, the freedom, the absence of convention, the general good 
fellowship which prevailed between the camp owners. What is 
there about us which makes us long to break away from 
civilization and get close to nature again? 
 
Those who don’t care for it nor have ever tried it are missing 
much, the magnitude and general bigness is something one cannot 
contemplate and remain small in thoughts. I seemed to have ridden 
miles about this mountain, getting the view from every quarter and 
surely some of the places looked as if they had never been trodden 
on by the foot of man. We were back at the cabin on the summit at 
last and I saw my guide depart leading the horse I had ridden and 
which I had developed quite an affection for and now I had the 
long sunny afternoon all to myself to read, write or do a bit of 
needlework in. I waited for the sun set which promised to be 
splendid, and it was, but I was accustomed to brilliant sunsets and 
this failed to produce more than a passing interest though 
extremely lovely and viewed from my exalted position, novel as 
well. Night settled down again, but how different from last night, 



now everything was covered with the silver radiance of the young 
moon. The air was crisp and invigorating, but I was to be again 
cheated out of the sight of starlight which, it is claimed, is so 
wonderful up here; the moon, of course, having everything her 
own way and with her superior radiance making the stars pale into 
insignificance beside her. I could not remain here all night, 
however beautiful, as an early start back was to be made next 
morning and I must be ready, so I entered the cabin and 
experienced none of the feeling of last night and soon slept. Again 
a glorious dawn and revelation of color was everywhere stretched 
out before me and 1 was reminded of the first verse of the 
Nineteenth Psalm, “The heavens declare the glory of God, and the 
firmament showeth His handiwork.” 1 regret exceedingly that my 
powers of description are inadequate to convey to your minds this 
wondrous scene before me. I rejoiced in those beautiful lines from 
Browning’s immortal poem, “Saul,” “How good is man’s life, the 
mere living! How fit to employ, all the heart the soul and the 
senses forever in joy! 
 
Time passes quickly when one is so absorbed as this and I was 
leaving and there was much to do so I turned regretfully away and 
soon the journey back was begun. We took a different route back 
and I shall confine myself to stating, though not so picturesque, it 
was considered even more thrilling, there was a steep downward 
grade of over seven miles in which little conversation occurred, 
one just looked and for the most part held one’s breath. This time 
we passed Hodges lake and wonderful dam, stopping some little 
time at Escondido, that thriving town noted for its celebration of 
“Grape Day” and upon which one is treated to the most marvelous 
display of grapes and most generously supplied with them, then on 
home. It was a wonderful trip, every minute filled with pleasant 
surprises. Those owning cabins on Palomar will never tire of the 
journey back and forth because it is so different from ordinary 
scenery and one can only advise those who have not already done 
so, to take this trip. 
 

 
 
 



An article on another Palomar Mountain Campsites visit appeared in the La Jolla 
Light newspaper in October 1923 … [14] 
 

Palomar Growing Popular with La Jollans 
 
Miss Caroline Phelps and [illegible] returned home Sunday, after a 
very pleasant fortnight’s stay at Palomar, where she was the guest 
of Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Tillinghast. There was a large delegation 
from La Jolla spending the week end at this popular resort. Mr. 
Tillinghast had a quantity of apples and a cider press, so there was 
plenty to drink and, in the evening, a large camp fire was 
surrounded by Misses Amy Tillinghast and Garretson, Mrs. E. L. 
Brewer, Mrs. Vincil Stewart and daughter, Mrs. Macbeth of 
Seattle, Mr. and Mrs. Melzer and Miss Regina, Mr. and Mrs. Sam 
Norcross, Mr. and Mrs. Will Zader, Mr. and Mrs. Fred Perry, Mrs. 
Mowry and Mrs. S. C. Dempsey. Nearly all of these people have 
invested in lots up on Palomar and some of them have very nice 
cabins. There is an abundance of good water, thanks to the “Water 
Witch.” Mr. Tillinghast is busy putting in a saw mill, and has a 
number of cottages to build, when he has the lumber. The trees and 
scenery are wonderful and well worth going to see. 

 
 
A December 1923 newspaper classified ad for Palomar Mountain campsites [15]. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 



In December 1923, Reid Wallace was also selling Christmas trees from Palomar 
Mountain [16]. 
 

 
 
An August 1924 news story appeared in the San Diego Union on the Palomar 
Mountain Good Roads Association lobbying San Diego County officials to build 
the east grade road, which ended with festivities on Palomar Mountain [17]: 
 

... the guests were escorted to the Wallace Palomar mountain camp 
site, with the attractive home and observatory of Dr. Mason 
Presley, a retired physician of La Jolla, on Wallace Point, as the 
first objective. A basket picnic supper was served by the people of 
the Wallace camp at the site of the community clubhouse, 
overlooking the San Luis Rey valley and the country to the south 
and west as far as San Diego and Oceanside, as well as to the 
Cuyamaca, Julian and Warner ranch country to the south and east.  
 
By this time the sun had gone down and the moon had come up 
and it was then that the huge bonfire was kindled as the opening 
unit of the community campfire. Dr. Presley acted as master of 
ceremonies. The welcome to Palomar was extended by J. H. Heath, 
secretary of the Palomar Mountain Good Roads association, and 
the welcome to the Wallace camp site by Reid Wallace, who is 
closing his third year of pioneer work in the development of the 
mountain. Several readings in negro dialect were given by Mrs. 
Scott Perke, a daughter of Mr. Wallace, and there was community 
singing. Brief remarks were made by [various officials], the 
campfire closing with the singing of “Auld Lang Syne,” 
adjournment being to Bailey Palomar Lodge, where dancing was 
indulged in at the new open air pavilion until midnight. The guests 



were taken care of at the three resorts, Bailey’s Palomar Lodge, 
Wallace camp site and the National Forest Club and Resort, Lee 
Tucker, lessee and manager …  

 

 
Reid Wallace (in hat) and his son J. G. Dodge Wallace, undated  

Anthony Swanson photo 

  



Marion Beckler writes … [1] 

 
Pedley gave land for a well and Ralph Tillinghast, resident of the 
area, contracted to dig the well. William R. Wallace built the 
reservoir. Jefferson Stickney, lawyer, incorporated the Water 
Company.   

 
The Oceanside Blade published this on April 23, 1925 [35]: 
 

PALOMAR WATER PLANT PLANNED 
 
The Palomar Mountain Mutual Water Company, a non-profit and 
co-operation association of property owners, is being formed to 
supply water to the cabin sites of the Wallace tract, on which is 
located the Palomar Mountain club house. The club house is a 
community affair, controlled by several hundred stockholders. 
From the north slope of the mountain the water will be lifted to a 
reservoir now in process of construction near Pressly Point, at the 
east end of the Wallace tract. The water will be distributed by 
gravity to all parts of the tract at the actual cost of operation. The 
organization of the company will insure a plentiful supply of water 
for domestic and fire protection purposes, it is said. ..  

 
The Palomar Mountain Mutual Water Company … [11] 
 

“…was incorporated in 1925 as a California non-profit, mutual 
benefit corporation to serve as a water company for its 
shareholders  … Initially, shares in the company were traded for 
land deeded to the company for wells and storage tanks, used as 
payment for work done for the company, and sold to campsite 
owners. … not all existing campsite owners chose to purchase 
shares. The shares that were traded for land or work were then 
given to purchasers of campsites carved from tracts owned by 
those holding these shares. By California law, shares in such a 
corporation are tied to specific parcels of land. As the parcels are 
sold, the share always goes to the new owner; it is never retained 
by the previous owner…. So the original use as campsites, the 
choices of campsite owners to purchase shares, and the vagaries of 
combining parcels over the years has resulted in a rather 



unpredictable distribution of shares over a rather wild assortment 
of parcel arrangements. … Originally water was only provided 
from June 1 to October 1 since that is when camping was done. 
Shareholders were billed by whether they had a faucet, a toilet, or a 
shower. ...” 

 
Dick Mendenhall wrote about the Campsites … [5] 

 
1924 to 1926 were boom years. Lots of lots were sold, cabins built, 
work for everyone, a party every night, dances twice a week at the 
Club House or at Baileys. By this time the road was finished up the 
East End and cars could come up fairly easily.  

 

 
Oceanside Blade, May 20, 1926, page 4, column 1 

 
The Oceanside Blade published this on June 25, 1925 [36]: 
 

ENJOY WEEK END ON PALOMAR 
 
A party composed of the families of Mr. and Mrs. C.G. Rieke, Mr. 
and Mrs. M. Littlefield, Mr. and Mrs. W.S. Spencer and Miss Jane 
Allen camped over the week end on Palomar mountain. The 
mountain is very beautiful at this time, the hillsides being covered 
with a dense carpet of blue lupin, and other spring flowers, while 
in the canyons by the sides of the small streams are fragrant 
thickets of azalea, now in the height of its glory. The roads are in 
excellent shape for motoring and many from San Diego and other 
places in Southern California as well are spending week ends at the 
Bailey resort and other places on the mountain, where they may 



have camp sites of their own. Several places on the mountain tracts 
of land are being put up and prepared for cabin sites, the latest of 
these being at Cedar Crest at the east end. Here a forty acre tract is 
being subdivided for sale by Bailey & Kennedy and several cabins 
were in process of building and others in prospect. 

 
In 1927, the San Diego Evening Tribune reported on Palomar news including that 
the Clubhouse was “leased for ten years to F. W. Shupe [Frank W. Shupe and his 
wife Rose], and will continue to be used as a community gathering place. Shupe has 
renamed it Edgewood Tavern, and has added a dining hall and kitchen [20].” Shupe 
owned a ranch in Murrieta [22]. 
 
In July 1927, the San Diego Union ran a speculation from a Lee Wallace, probably 
Reid Wallace, about an airport at Palomar Campsites [21]:  
 

LEE WALLACE 
(Pioneer, Palomar Camp Site) 
 
“This is no joke about having an airplane landing field on Palomar 
Mountain. I’ve had builders of planes and fliers of planes up there 
to look at the proposed airport on the Palomar camp site, opposite 
our community clubhouse, now known as Edgewood Tavern, and 
they all say it’s fine. Three years ago, when Jim Heath of 
Escondido engineered an educational motor excursion of county 
officials to Palomar, Ada York, county superintendent of schools, 
made a speech from the floor of the then unfinished community 
clubhouse in which she declared that in the near future she might 
fly instead of motor to Palomar in her rounds of school visitations, 
and I’m telling you that I believe she’ll be able to make good, for 
just as soon as we get a few more year-round settlers a school will 
be established. Meanwhile the art of flying is being developed.” 

 
The Depression halted this boom period in Palomar real estate. Marion Beckler 
writes … [1] 

 
By 1930 [sic] the Clubhouse had fallen into disrepair. Mrs. 
Tillinghast says, "You could see outdoors through the chinks in the 
walls." Then heavy winter snow broke down the roof. Mr. and 
Mrs. … Shupe of Murrietta leased the building, the incorporated 



treasury was drained for repairs, a kitchen and lunch room were 
added. The Clubhouse became "Edgewood Tavern."  

 
Marion Beckler has that year of 1930 wrong, since the Shupes leased the Clubhouse 
in 1927, and there’s newspaper mentions of Edgewood Tavern events subsequently 
after that.  
 
In 1931, Mrs. Frank Shupe wrote a letter to a newspaper editor about putting up an 
ice house at the Edgewood Tavern [23]: 
 

PUTTING UP ICE ON PALOMAR MOUNTAIN 
 
Editor, Press: I promised you I would send you a letter when we 
were putting up ice on Palomar mountain. It has been storming 
some since last Saturday. Fog, some days rain, and then ice and 
snow. Can see the mountain all around white with snow. Have 
about one foot of snow on level, very heavy and drifting very little. 
… We have our snow house built with double walls, packed 
between with sawdust. We pack the snow and ice in, tamp down 
and let freeze over night; then put in more snow and ice and 
continue until house is packed full; then cover all the snow with 
sawdust to keep air out from top. Put roof on building in sections 
so can remove easy. This will keep all summer, and do not have to 
shred ice for use in water or home-made ice cream. … 

 
In 1931, a San Diego Union newspaper item reported on San Diego County 
improving the “Wallace park” area in the Palomar campsite district [24]: 
 

The park was given to the county by the developers of the camp 
sites about 10 years ago and for the first time an effort is being 
made by county officials to improve it. A road is being built, 
undergrowth is being removed and picnic ground conveniences are 
being erected. 

  



In 1932, Campsite lots continued to be for sale [25]: 
 

 
 
Starting in July 1935 through 1937, the Edgewood Tavern was leased as camp 
headquarters for a Work Progress Administration construction crew building a road 
from Birch Hill to the Observatory, since the Edgewood Tavern was near the then-
terminus of East Grade on Birch Hill [26,28,31]. 
 
Reid Wallace, age 75, passed away on June 8, 1939, at his home in San Diego [29].  
 

 
In 1947, Mr. and Mrs. Art and Mildred Koenig of La 
Mesa bought the abandoned Clubhouse, made major 
and minor repairs, enlarging the kitchen, improved the 
guest bedrooms, and opened the Skyline Lodge to 
guests in 1949 [1,27]. It was also called Skyline Ranch or 
Skyline View Guest Ranch. 
  
The Koenigs found the Edgewood Tavern sign down a 
canyon where children had slid on it in the snow [1].  

 
 
 
  



 
Art and Mildred Koenig, circa 1972 [27] 

 
The Oceanside Daily Blade-Tribune published this on July 29, 1954 [37]:  
 

Flying Saucer Parley Aug. 7,8 At Mt. Palomar 
 
An International Flying Saucer Forum, sponsored by George 
Adamski and Desmond Leslie, will be held on Saturday and 
Sunday, August 7 and 8, at the Skyline Lodge on the east wing of 
Mt. Palomar. Many ‘saucer” celebrities are expected to be present 
to join in the discussions. Leslie, British co-author with Adamski 
of the “Flying Saucers Have Landed,” will reveal flying saucer 



activities throughout Europe. Leslie is in this country to work with 
Adamski on the manuscript of their forthcoming book, which will 
tell of recent contacts with the space-people and further 
developments in interplanetary space travel. There will be no 
admission fee and the general public is invited. Markers along the 
“Highway to the Stars” will direct motorists to the site of the 
Forum. 
 

 

 
 
The Koenigs sold Skyline Lodge in 1972, after which it became the Palomar 
Mountain Lodge, and later the Lodge on Palomar Mountain [27]. 
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