The following account was compiled in 2000 by Hope Sinclair, whose family history with Enchanted Hills dates back to the 1920s. Hope is also a former Enchanted Hills staff member and current volunteer. She helped us celebrate our 50th anniversary of Camp and will join us again this year to commemorate our 60th.
The History of Enchanted Hills
by Hope Sinclair, March 2000

Prior to 1860s 

For centuries, this region was home to local Indian tribes. Back in the 1920s, locals who were “old timers” to the region told my father, Philip J. Webster, that the Winton Indians had lived in what is now the Enchanted Hills area. He was also told that the Winton Indian word for elk (or what we call deer) was “Lokoya.” The lodge nearby, in which my father was a partner, was called Lokoya Lodge, so my father chose to name his camp Lokoya Boys Camp. The name “Lokoya” was used for the property from 1927 through 1949. The lake on the property was called Lokoya Lake during those years.

Logging in the mid-1800s

In the mid-1800s, the virgin redwoods were logged. One photo taken of the lake in the late 1800s shows the surrounding hills quite bare of timber. (Two giant trees were left on what is now the Lokoya Lodge property, undoubtedly because of their odd “candelabra” shape. The smaller of these two giants is down a ravine and is seldom visited. Another large redwood – actually two joined together – stands in Sargaza Canyon, on private property. It bears a plaque honoring Frank Sargaza.)

Stagecoach and Captain Salham Wing – circa 1875
Captain Salham Wing owned the Enchanted Hills land around 1875. He is credited with initiating plans for the stagecoach trail up Wing Canyon. The remains of this trail still lead up from Dry Creek Road through redwood, fir, madrone, maple and bay trees to the Chapel and lower camp, where the Redwood Circle is located.

A news clipping from November 23, 1888, notes that “for many years he (Salham Wing) owned and lived upon what is now the Charles Robinson ranch in Browns Valley. Later, while living in this city (of Napa)…he moved into the Redwoods north of town.”

The stagecoach trail continued up the hill from Dry Creek on what is now the main road through Enchanted Hills. It turned left after the top of the olive grove and continued to what is now Mt. Veeder Road. From there, the trail crossed the county road (to what is now a cement driveway) and on up the hill to Solid Comfort Resort. (Two Germans, August Schuler and Eugene Saben, began and originally ran Solid Comfort Resort on the property that is currently called Lokoya, at the end of Lokoya Road.)

Circa 1875

Old timers to this area told my father in the 1920s that the stagecoach trail had been wide enough to accommodate a four-horse stagecoach – though now, in some places, the trail is barely a foot wide where there is shale that slides down the hillside near Dry Creek Road.

In the latter part of the 1800s, there were two health resorts in the Mt. Veeder watershed: Solid Comfort Resort and Johannisberg Resort. Part of the draw for people to visit this region was the mineral springs. In the days before vitamin and mineral supplements, it was thought that these springs could provide significant health benefits to those lacking trace minerals.

The stagecoach is reported to have received passengers from both Yountville and Oakville. There was a train and stage in the late 1800s that brought passengers from Oakville to Johannisberg for 50 cents per person.

The horse-drawn stage brought not only passengers to the resorts, but also mail and supplies to them and to farmers. The stage probably began somewhere around 1885 or earlier. It continued until cars gradually became more common in the early 1900s.  

The Napa & San Francisco Freight and Passenger Line, which brought passengers by ferry to Vallejo, was one means of transportation to the Napa/Vallejo region. It was advertised as “Fast and Commodious.”

In the 1879 era

Indians were still a noted part of the local inhabitants and were considered friendly. Unfortunately, over time most of them died from tuberculosis brought into the region by settlers.

Between 1880 and 1900

Photos taken of Johannisberg Lake around 1880 show lovely weeping willow trees along the dam, a fountain in the lake and cattails growing along the side of the lake where spring water flows in from a stream running beside the olive grove. There was rough patchwork building beside the lake, and the hills in the distance are almost bare of timber from earlier logging operations.

The Johannisberg summer resort was in operation in the latter part of the 1800s. Walter Metz was prominently connected with this facility, as was Theo Blackenburg, Jr.

When Blackenburg, Jr. operated the resort, the attractions listed were sulfur and magnesia springs, croquet grounds, tennis courts and bowling alleys.

A newspaper article about Sam Brannan that gives history of the 1890s describes several Napa County reports of there being a number of springs “of medicinal virtue.” The last two paragraphs state, “At the foot of Mt. Veeder was a summer resort known as Johannisberg. A stage brought guests from the Oakville railroad station, only seven miles away.”

“Johannisberg included over 300 acres of vineyards, orchards, springs, a dairy, rose garden, a lake, hunting preserve, fishing stream and cottages. Rates: $2 per day per person or $10 per week.”

The resort’s rose garden was still there in the 1930s and 1940s, and in the summers, when I accompanied my family to camp, I sometimes crawled under the blackberry vines that had climbed over the garden so as to pick the many colors of roses that still bloomed. There were also lovely smelling sweet peas that grew in this old garden. Around 1945, the new owner of the land, a Mr. Gibbons, had the garden torn out and a lawn put in around the fountain.

1n 1896

The Napa Daily Journal ran a short advertisement on August 14, 1896, about the Johannisberg Resort that reported: “Iron Springs, consisting of Chalybeate Water, Lakes; plenty of streams of water. Splendid place for Hunting, Boating and Fishing. Elevation nearly 1200 ft. Best Climate for Asthma. Accommodations for campers, with or without board, by the day, week or month.” The advertisement was placed by Walter Metz.
Another Metz advertisement states that Johannisberg is in the “Redwoods (accessible by) Browns Valley or Dry Creek road. Only five miles west of Oakville railroad station. Including the Great Wing Canyon. Iron springs, consisting of Chalybeate water…Conveyance every Wednesday and Saturday from Napa after the arrival of the morning train.”

Still another newspaper advertisement by Mr. and Mrs. Walter Metz states, “Johannisberg, Saturday and Sunday, June 12th and June 13th.  Will be our Grand Opening of the Spring Season. Grand illumination, Dancing, Fireworks, and Beugal lights…Boating, Swimming, Fishing, Bowling, Prize Shooting, etc.”

About 1900

Theo Blackenburg, Jr. became the new owner of Johannisberg Resort around 1900. Advertisements for the Resort state that Johannisberg is “a first-class family resort, under entirely new management and ownership.” The promotion also says the resort was “noted for its exhilarating air, attractive scenery, several mineral springs, hunting, fishing and swimming, there being a large lake on the premises wherein patrons can enjoy bathing and boating.” Rates were $2 a day, or $8 to $12 a week.

In the early 1900s

This is the time when the land went from being available to the public to being private property. A wealthy man who wasn’t interested in continuing to use the area as a resort bought the land. He wanted it purely as a private estate. 

He went heavily into the chicken business, though he didn’t have much farming experience. He built a long line of wooden chicken houses with wire enclosures. They ran parallel to each other in a long line – along what is now the Enchanted Hills horse barn.

The corrugated tin shed that is just up the hill from the current horse barn is the end of one of the chicken houses, probably used to store chicken feed so it wouldn’t be eaten by rats and mice. During the Lokoya Boys Camp days, one of the long chicken coops (wood and wire mesh) still existed and was used for storing and making craft projects, such as bows and arrows, leather belts, etc.

This owner probably cleared the area that is now the baseball diamond and the area by the olive trees to raise hay to feed his horses, which were used for hauling grain, eggs and the like. The large, corrugated metal horse barn may also have been built by this “rancher.” In 1927, when my father came to the area, it was quite new and probably about 10 years old at that time.
In 1925

Aven J. Hanford and his wife, Audrey, bought the land in 1925, including Wing Canyon for a personal country retreat. They named it “Hanford’s Rest.” He died shortly after the purchase. Mr. Hanford was a visionary – the driving promoter who developed the “Six Minute Ferry” that crossed the Sacramento River at Carquines Straits. He promoted and built the Carquines Bridge with private financing that he raised. 

1927 purchases by Philip Jenkins Webster

The Hanford property had a plentiful spring with pure water that filtered through volcanic sub-strata. My father wanted to greatly expand the Lokoya Lodge project, and thought it would be wise to own this Hanford land so that there would be plenty of water available. He envisioned building large stone homes that his Jenkins uncles had developed at the Buck Hill Falls resort in Pennsylvania.

My dad made a down payment of $2,500 on the land and began yearly payments to Mrs. Hanford to buy the property. The original purchase was 103 acres of what had been Johannisberg land at a price of $28,000. Later, he entered into a purchase agreement with Mrs. Hanford for Wing Canyon (another 600-plus acres) at an additional price of $12,000.

My father was working on his Ph.D from the University of California Berkeley in Agricultural Economics and wanted to help young boys become good farmers. At the same time, he was teaching high school in Napa, where he was working with students (all male at the time) on farming techniques. On his own, he conducted an after-school athletic program. This was in addition to his working on expanding the building at Lokoya Lodge, in which he was now a partner.

He thought it would be good to get “city boys” out into the country to learn new skills, independence, cooperation and other lessons he thought they needed for an active, successful life. And so it was, he started Lokoya Boys Camp in 1927 at the age of 27. He earned his way through the university and made the money for his investments in the Lokoya Lodge and Boys Camp on his own.
Summer of 1928

The Lokoya Boys Camp buildings, tent platforms and swimming pool were constructed with Dad’s private funds. All of the building was done in about a year’s time, with electricity being brought in, telephone lines, water lines run and a road built from Mt. Veeder Road down to the olive grove road and down through camp.

There had been no electricity within three miles of what was to become the Boys Camp, as only kerosene lamps were available for light. The stage road had fallen into disrepair, and the route from the olive grove up to Mt. Veeder Road had to be re-graded for cars and made wide enough so two cars could pass.

The Boys Camp address was 3224 Mt. Veeder Road. The Enchanted Hills cabins that are now in lower camp (near the Redwood Circle) are located where my dad built tent platforms and dressing rooms with bathroom facilities back in 1928.

The current Enchanted Hills swimming pool is located next to where Dad brought water from the springs for the bathroom facilities. Here, he had a swimming pool built (75 feet by 25 feet) with a deep end for diving. The cement perimeter of this pool is still visible and surrounds a grassy area by the current pool. 

My father placed the large, horizontal logs between the trees in the Redwood Circle so campers could sit around it for evening campfires. Here, campers, counselors and staff enjoyed sharing music, skits and much good humor. I so thoroughly treasure the memory of the many evenings that I joined the campers around the campfire for entertainment and songs in this Redwood Circle.
On December 3, 1928, “Lokoya Redwoods, Ltd.” was incorporated by my father, who transferred his personal interests to the Corporation. Though stock was sold, the Websters continued to be virtually sole financiers of the Boys Camp.  

Summer of 1929

Lokoya Boys Camp was launched. Thinking that it would be a good idea to have a well-known, popular person involved in the start of a brand new camp, my father lined up Walter Christie, who coached swimmers as his profession. My father gave prominent billing in his camp promotions to Christie to begin to gather loyal campers who would come year after year.

Christie taught swimming at camp for the first two or three summers. And throughout all of the camp summers, my father always had a swim coach because it was his goal to teach each camper water safety and how to swim.

The first summer there were about 25 campers for a 6-week session. The ratio of staff to boys was kept at one staff member to 4.5 boys during all the years camp was run. In 1929 my father married and he, together with his wife, Claire, oversaw Camp.

Summer 1930

By 1930, the number of campers doubled to around 50. The most campers the Boys Camp ever had was around 87, with a staff of about 27. The ages of the campers were 7 through 17 years.

1932 Depression

When Dad purchased the property, the house with the stone fireplace had four huge oaks around it. It was built with somewhat odd indentations in its structure to accommodate these trees, and throughout the time my parents owned the Boys Camp this home was called “Four Oaks.” The Enchanted Hills office was added onto the front of this building.

I lived in this quaint home until I was 3 or 4 years old. I have photos of myself as a child riding a small tricycle and playing in the sandbox on the porch, which has now been incorporated into part of the living room. A new porch has been added onto the lakeside of this home.
I was born in the depth of the Depression, 1932. I spent my summers at Camp from 1932 through 1947, and they were, without any doubt, the absolute highlight of my childhood. I lived for nine months in Berkeley, waiting, anticipating, planning for the coming summer at Camp in that glorious setting.

Circa 1936

My father was unable to keep up payments on the Boys Camp property during the Depression. He had gone from being quite wealthy in 1929 dollars to being heavily in debt after the stock market crash. At that time the land title transferred back to Mrs. Hanford and my dad, though the Boys Camp Corporation continued to rent the land.

Mrs. Hanford told my father that she got a great deal of satisfaction knowing the constructive work being done for so many boys. She also knew the Websters were keeping up the property and enhancing its value. She finally sold around 1945 to Mr. Gibbons, on the condition that the Boys Camp be allowed to continue its operations there.

When the property transferred back to Mrs. Hanford’s ownership, she took possession of the “Four Oaks” house and visited it for a few days once in a while in the summertime. So, my parents and I moved from the “Four Oaks” home into the long building that had been the Johannisberg Resort lodge.

Mid-1930s to late 1940s – Johannisberg Resort Lodge

The Johannisberg Resort lodge stood facing downhill toward the lake and had a long flight of stairs in front. After a fire, it had been moved from the long stone foundation that is near “Four Oaks.” This lodge was torn down during the Enchanted Hills ownership and has been replaced by another long, rather narrow structure.

The rustic Johannisberg lodge building, in which we spent the summers through 1947, had a spacious living room where resort guests had gathered decades before. It also had a big kitchen with a large iron wood cooking range and an eight-burner kerosene stove that stood on enameled metal legs. The latter had wicks that hung down into mason jars, which held the kerosene. My mother used both ranges for cooking preserves and sterilizing the canning jars.

For several summers after I was 9 or 10 years old, I had Rhode Island Red chickens in a pen some distance outside our back door. Mornings were cold, so I would pull my clothes for the day into my bed when I awoke in the morning, and when they had warmed up I would climb out of bed, put them on and hurry to the kitchen.

I would pick up a container and go out to the chicken coop, where I’d gather the day’s eggs and then build a fire in the old wood stove. While my mother slept in, I would scramble four or five eggs for myself and my sister (younger by five years).  

The wood stove took the chill off the kitchen, and I would warm myself next to it. I put the eggshells into the ash when it was cool, and at times, took the cool ash from the lower box of the stove out to the chicken coop, where the hens and roosters like to fluff their feathers in it and eat the toasted shells.

We had running water in the old Resort home – water that came down to the kitchen and bathroom by gravity flow. We had a corrugated washboard on which to scrub laundry, and there were two carved oak iceboxes. I recall there was always a pair of ice tongs that hung about the one on the porch. There was a bowl under each icebox to catch the melting ice water, and our cats sought this cool water out on hot summer days.

Twice a week, the ice man came with his truck from Napa to bring huge blocks of ice to us, to the caretaker and to fill the ice house that stood behind the dining hall (now the roller skating rink by the Redwood Circle). On hot days he would chip off small chunks of ice and hand them to me and to campers to suck on – a real treat. He wore a black leather apron and was impressively muscled and strong.

The old Johannisberg Resort kitchen had a big walk-in pantry with shelves where my mother stored preserves that she put up in jars during the summer months. There were apple and plum trees on property that had gone wild but still bore wonderful fruit, and there were lots of wild blackberries for jelly and jam preserves.
On the side porch of the resort, there was an old, circular cement cooler that was chilled by the evaporation of gravity-flow water slowly seeping down over it from a pipeline from the spring.
Each of the bedrooms still had metal guestroom numbers from the late-1800 resort days, and each had a small, white enamel corner sink, plus oak stands that had held washbasins and pitchers. The bathroom held the big iron claw tub, and we heated water for it on the wood stove in a big metal kettle.

We enjoyed a wonderful screened porch along the kitchen end of the resort building. My mother hung hammocks where we could read books on lazy, hot summer afternoons. At the far end of the structure, most distant from the kitchen, there was a small closet in which there was an oak water tank above a toilet that had a long chain with a large oak handle at the end of it.

We were “modern” at the Boys Camp in that we had telephones. One was in our home and one was down in lower camp. They were old oak phones – each with a chrome cone as a mouthpiece, two large chrome bells at the top with a clapper between them and a hearing piece that hung on the side of the box by a cord.

We had 14 parties on our Camp line and during the fire in September 1945. At times, many people were all exchanging information over our shared party line. Our ring at Camp was two longs and a short.

The construction of the Johannisberg Resort lodge building was simple, tongue and groove, but the place had a lot of character and, at least for me, a lot of charm. During the winter of 1945, the new owner, Mr. Gibbons, divided the house in half. One side had the old kitchen, pantry, living room, claw tub bathroom and one bedroom. The other end had a new modern bath and kitchen and three bedrooms – which is where we lived our last two summers at the Boys Camp.

Enchanted Hills built a new structure on this site of approximately the same dimensions. It looks down over the road, old fountain and lake. A carriage house constructed with hand-drawn nails stood across from this lodge. In it was a blacksmith shop with a wonderful stone fireplace.

From 1928 to 1945

The Boys Camp grew rapidly and flourished, with the number of boys expanding to about 50 within the first few summers.

In 1931 and 1932, the Great Depression took its financial toll on the Camp operation and my parents decided to run a small resort facility in the Johannisberg building to help bring in much needed money. My mother did the cooking for the guests. This project lasted only a short time during the summer, while the Boys Camp was in session in the lower camp area.
From 1928 until the beginning of World War II, the Boys Camp established a fine reputation but did not draw large numbers of boys; however, the Camp thrived during the prosperity of the war years.

My father noted, “We had some pampered kids from wealthy parents. Some were even brought by chauffeurs in limousines. Some had never even made a bed. We taught them that you had to fit into the program, you were just like everyone else.”

My dad commented to me that, “In my letters to parents, I tried to get over the idea that it takes a long time to grow a redwood. We can do wonders in a few weeks, but the longer the better. We told parents we wouldn’t take campers for less than two weeks. We can do wonders with these kids in this environment of woods and nature, away from home with our fine staff and our philosophy. We’re trying to teach them about communal living, about getting along with each other, plus teaching them all kinds of sports and skills.”

Besides learning to be “water safe” and swim, campers were expected to learn crafts, study with the naturalist, learn horseback riding and other skills, and partake in all camp activities (including making their bed!).
For many years, after the regular 8- to 10-week camp season was over, my father invited people from an Oakland organization that worked with visually impaired Boy Scouts to use the camp facilities at no charge until the end of summer. Thus, the history of the area being used as a camp for the visually impaired began.

After the summer season and the visually impaired campers left, the beds, mattresses and other equipment were stored in wooden buildings for the winter, when only a caretaker and his family lived on the premises.

1941 to 1945

During the World War II years, my parents received letters from young men, saying that the skills and attitudes of self-sufficiency and cooperation they learned at Lokoya had undoubtedly saved their lives. Lokoya was considered by many to be one of the two finest private boys’ camps in the West. It bettered the lives of many hundreds of boys and counselors over the years.

After summer of 1947

Lokoya Redwoods Ltd., with Webster as president from the corporation’s inception, sold all interest in Lokoya Boys Camp to William Sanborn, who ran the Camp the summers of 1948 and 1949. Sanborn was a teacher in Vallejo who had been a counselor at the Camp under my father’s supervision.

1950 to 2000 – Enchanted Hills, Recreation for the Blind

Fifty years ago, under the leadership of Rose Resnick, Enchanted Hills for the blind opened the camp not only to visually impaired boys, but also to girls and people of all ages. With the addition of Braille signposts and guide ropes, the area was easily adapted for their use.

New buildings were erected on sites where former buildings stood during Boys Camp days (but were torn down during Enchanted Hills’ possession of the land). Thus, the electrical and water facilities of the former structures were available for the new buildings. A new swimming pool was built directly adjacent to where the Boys Camp pool was, and the old Boys Camp dining hall was turned into a roller skating rink.
In June 2000, there was a celebration of 50 years of Enchanted Hills Camp. I was delighted to be a guest speaker at this weekend function.

