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The years now brought plentiful
rain, and with the rain, problems.
There were 4 or 5 definitely marked
visable and apparent swales from the
southern hills and across the valley
where winter run-off took its
natural course toward the river and
played havoc with town civiliza-
tion. One such was out of the mouth

of Salsipuedes canyon where water,
mud and gravel spewed out and fanned
over a large corner of Eugene Schuy-
ler’s land. Crops always showed
the definite effect of that unwanted

gravel on one corner of his good
soil.

Another flood outlet came down
what we kids called the lane -~

between Morg Rudolph’s and Learned’s
property, which is now 7th St. Only
hayfields lay above up to the rim of
‘the higher hills and rain floods
brought a river down the land into
Morg’s corral. He got shovels and
cut a trench across the lane and let

the flood follow a natural course
across Learned’s place. "War"
started. Both Morg and Mr. Learned

(Now in her 90's)

were firey tempered. Dad helped
mediate and they cut a channel on
across Learned’s as near along the
fence and road and property lines as
they could and along our Hunter
Place property 1line. It was a real
deep rushing creek at full rain. We
kids, wearing boots and rubbers had

a great time wading.

One winter day Cecile McAdam, we
three and Irma Learned, who was
about age 5 then, were jumping the
stream and Irma fell in and nearly
drowned. We fished her out and sent
her home, not following or taking
her to tell her mother about it,
only watching her out of sight. She

hid her wet self in their barn
haymow all afternoon and when found
cold and wet and shivering, she came

down with pneumonia,
lost Irma!

Each winter the fights and quarrels
and arguments over flood water
enlivened an otherwise friendly
neighborhood. The swale uptown at D
Street and E Street came thru a
grove of box elders that took up a
triangular slice out of the block
where Rock Sresovich had built 3
houses and Dr. Graham’s house was on
the edge of it. Each wet winter
floods came through and the drain on
Ocean couldn’t carry it all and it
spread across blocks diagonally
until homes all the way diagonally H

and we nearly

Street - Whittemore, Cherry and
Frank Moore places and along H in
front of the Grammar School - were a

foot or more under water, causing
inconvenience to the school children
and parents as well as all the
citizens.



patch kits. Patch kits were part of
everyone’s tool kit.

The girls’ team 1liked to get in
Mrs. Leo Bell’s car. We considered
her a top driver and admired her
greatly . as one of the first women
drivers around. She could maneuver
the o0ld Harris Grade and last steep
hairpin curves at the top better
than any man. Leo was, as I
remember, a Gary Cooper type.

During the years 1909 to 1913 more

attention seemed to focus on the
schools and education. I know it
was true of our family. We were

very proud of our record standing in
the county exans.
In those days children’s parents

had to buy their school books. At
the beginning of the fall semester
teachers gave us the required lists

and we bought them through the local
boock and drug store. We had strict
State requirements. I remember with
pleasure a line of text books from
5th through 8th grades called
Stepping Stones to Literature. That
gave us a well rounded dip and taste
that really taught wus English and
gave us a broader perspective. We
had formal separate grammar course
foundations from first grade phonics
through 8th, so we knew the rules of
good writing and the reasons why.
An awareness Kkids never get now-a-~

days, and it shows.
I can remember every teacher by
name from 1st to 8th Grade and can

honestly say I got from each one
some particular knowledge and bene-
fit and remember each as really good
teachers.

Miss Willie Downing was my 1lst and
2nd Grade teacher. She was a native
Lompocan, daughter of the Bill
Downing family, which also included
a younger daughter Grace, who worked
in the post office, and a son Harry,
who became one of Lompoc’s good
farmers. Miss Downing gave us such
a well founded drill in phonics that
I bet none of us who started with
her ever had a reading problemn.

She also wrote a beautiful free
hand script that we all emulated and
later when I trained for teaching I
did not need to take penmanship.
The principal was A.G. Balaam who
was a rabid promotor of good penman-
ship and the Palmer method approved
by the State Board.

Miss Downing married Adam Bensman,
~a local farmer, and 1in 1917/18 my

father was selling land in San Fern-
ando Valley with a Los Angeles Real
Estate Company for Harry Chandler
who was subdividing into big farms
what had been one vast valley. The
Bensmans bought a sizeable acreage
there through Dad and held on to it
and farmed it through the vyears
until Mr. Bensman’s illness and
death.

They bought a beautiful home in
Sherman Oaks and there my sister and
I visited Mrs. Bensman. The last
visit she was in a wheel chair but
still supervising her lovely garden
that she had laid out, planted and
tended herself, but now with the
help of a gardner. Never a Christ-
mas or Easter passed without a greet-
ing from her. She was a sterling
character and a wonderful teacher.

The 3rd and 4th Grade, 1907/8 and
1908/9, both were taught by Miss
Nellie Guldager in the same room.
From her we received a different
inspiration, nontheless vivid and
lasting. She read many of the
children’s classics aloud to us, a
chapter or two each day, as the
class sat enthralled and couldn’'t

wait for next day. She introduced
us to poetry through memory verses
as slogans from the classics, a new
one each week to learn.

I was to miss the first month of
3rd Grade in her room due to the
Canadian trip. Miss Guldager told
me I would 1learn more on that trip

than in her room and never to regret
going. She was a Baptist member and
a great friend of my parents, a
vigorous, energetic and many facited
personality. She married Fred
Tolbert, only son of a pioneer
Lompoc family, and they lived and

farmed up Miguelito Canyon.

I remember the 1908 election while
we were in her room, and someone
brought a postcard with pictures of
both William Taft and William
Jennings Bryan and the caption
"Who’ll you have, Bill Taft or Bill

Bryan?" and we kids had heavy dis-
cussions. Miss Guldager’s father
was of German ancestry and during

her terms as teacher her father came
to stay for an extended time with
her, a Santa Claus sort of figure
with a broad German brogue, and also
her sister Mary visited from the
Philippine Islands where she had
been a teacher~-missionary. She
brought many artifacts 1like straw



continued on down H
and behind the

The swale
Street beyond North

Harry McCabe’s place [where Mid
State Bank is tocday], through Wurl’s
who had built their home on the

highest
because

mound in their property

of it [Sunset Motors today],
on behind Guerra’s [NW corner of H
and College], and Rennie’s [Empire
Suites], to the river.

In the early days I remember these
swales were, here and there, still
marked by box elders, wild berries
and poison oak, but little by little
the brush was cleaned and the run-
off confined to a narrower gully and
most of the gully farmed and filled
in until a rough winter again
brought its disruption.

Horses were still the prevailing

means of transportation and farming,
and our dad, who loved horses, and
was quite a horse trader and buyer,

kept 3 or 4 for our farm and buggy
use. 0ld Poly, our wonderful Indian
pony saddle horse was Kkept, and
Bernice, Dean and I rode her for the
first year or so we lived "up
town". But gradually she was
"retired” to the Hunter Place corral
and hillside wuntil one afternoon we
children rounded the barn in the
corral and found 0l1d Poly 1lying
stark and stiff and that was a
tragedy for us.

I continued to ride Little Dick,
who was a dappled grey we had raised
from a line of mares going back to
the Sudden Place. He was our buggy
horse but I made him into the saddle
horse I needed for early morning
rides. Later on we acquired a
fairly old ex-trotting mare named
Dynamite. We Kkids rode her but our
most fun was hitching her to the
heavy breaking cart and letting her
out. She thought it was a trotting
rig and stretched out and zipped
around the blocks and back roads
taking the corners on one wheel and
sending up a fan of sand as we kids
clung to the 1little iron seat with
wild laughter.

Mrs. Burke had no children and she
was excessively clean and fussy. We
kids called her “Missy", and al-
though we really liked her and often
neighbored with her, and she gave me

plants for my first pansy bed, we
secretly avoided errands to her
house, as she actually followed our
tracks with a dustpan and broom. So

to tease Missy we took the corner at
her house with the greatest reck-
lessness, knowing that she would

call
you
doing?

our mother at once saying %Do
know what your children are
They are going to be killed".

After I was in High School Dad’s
close friend E.M. Sheridan visited
us. He owned a pair of little black
buggy horses he still pastured in

Lompoc. He wanted to take one of
them, Billy, up to Orange Cove
where he 1lived, and planned to have
one of his men take him up, but
Billy, 1long in pasture, needed to be
shod and conditioned. So he asked
Dad to keep him at our place and

every morning and Saturdays let me
ride him, which I did with great
pleasure until they came for him.
Slowly automobiles were prolifer-
ating as transportation in Lompoc,
but roads were the biggest draw-

back. Leo Bell’s bike shop catered
to motorcycles. Auto mechanics
Monte Huyck and [Al} Canfield had

opened a garage in town.

When Bernice and I had chicken pox
and were not allowed back in school
yet, but were feeling okay, time
dragged, so Mrs. W. H. Schuyler,
(his second wife, and a friend of
mother’s), prevailed on W. H. to
take the girls for a ride in his
little white Buick with a rumble
seat. I remember this as a wild and
scary ride, although I'm sure we
never exceeded 25 mph.

In windy Lompoc hair and hats had
to be tied down and that accentuated

the feeling of speed. Art Rudolph
had a red car with a siren for a
horn that gave horses the nervous
jitters. We kids loved to watch him

"speed" past.

When we progressed to High School
in 1913/17 our basketball teams,

both boys and girls, began inter-
school competition, which to Lompoc
meant inter~town. To transport
teams to "far places" 1like Santa
Maria or Santa Ynez, we called on
patriotic Lompoc citizens for
volunteer transportation, which was
a real sacrifice on their part as
roads were so primitive and rain
often further damaged them. Cars
were the high wheel smooth tire
variety then and punctures and

blowouts were part of every trip.

I remember the game at Santa Ynez
when Frank Callis, then a young
grocery owner, had to stop 6 times
going and coming to make tire
patches. Tires had to be pried
completely off the rims and tubes
patched on the roadside with patent




As principal, he installed several
typewriters, elemental bookkeeping
material, and coordinated it with
our 8th grade spelling, English com-

position, arithmetic and reading.
We learned to write a check, to
write simple business letters and
keep accounts. It was eagerly

received by all the pupils and
frowned upon by many of the adult
public as expensive, unnecessary and
useless. However, time proved that
quite a few pupils in his 8th Grade
classes went on to business jobs and
lifetime professions because of that
early motivation.

Earlier in this era the High School
fell heir to another hot controve-
rsy, that still rises to haunt
public education, that between
science and religion. A young and
probably arrogant science teacher
presented the theory of evolution in
a too positive manner for the church

upbringing of the generations of
Lompocans. The young professor was
called "the monkey man® and made his

exit. But the aggelation he stirred
up has never been completely banish-
ed. This was about 1912-13.

High School enrollment during this
decade was never much over 100 and
most often less. In my graduation
year of 1917 the school had 65
pupils with 12 graduates. School-
sponsored sports, even gym, was just
beginning to grow, due of course to
the difficulty of finding competi-
tion, with our primitive communica-
tions and distance between other
similar highschools.

Baseball games between Grammar and
High school began after school,
organized for the most part by the
kids themselves. From that, outstan-
ding players went on to play on the
Town Team that played other town
teams on Sunday on the High Schoocl
diamond, with its weedy, gopher hole
outfield. My brother, sister and I
were not allowed to go to any such
entertainment, other than church, on
Sunday. But, Jjust as always, teens
rebel, and we made pretences of
other visits to cover our attend-
ance, where we rooted for the heros
from our schools.

Weston Learned was one, but we
thought "Slats™ McKelvy and later on
Harold Dimock were infallible. In
the meantime E. L. Mitchell came to

Lompoc High as Principal. He was a
late bloomer from Stanford who had
put himself through college with

great difficulties, was married and

had one small son. But he really
wanted to bring not only academic
excellence to Lompoc High but the

benefit of competitive sports, which
he himself had had to forgo in his
own life.

He helped start teams, basketball,
baseball and track. What he did not
know, he studied, and we called him
"Granny Mitchell" partly because he
portrayed more of the attitudes and

age of our parents and partly be-
cause we considered him hen-pecked.
As a married man he rode a bicycle

for economy, and sometimes brought
his son with him in a handlebar
basket, to play quietly at his feet

in his office, because his pregnant
wife was not at all well.

But overall, we all respected
"Granny" and think he was the sharp-
est and best mwath teacher anywhere
in the State Highschool system.
"Granny, get the rule book!", we

would yell when there was a question-
able call, and he would. He was not
ashamed to say he did not know and
he tried his best to be all we kids
wanted him to be.

He was ably assisted by Miss
Lillian Williams who embodied all
the best requisites for a high
school teacher. She was nearer our
age and viewpoints, but a strict
disciplanarian, and a competant gym
teacher, and supporter of sports,
for girls too. Some parents thought
the girls’ sports almost too strenu-
ous. In the light of women’s compe-
tition sports in 1983, how ludicrous
that seens!

Our gym exercises were often
requisitioned for entertainment at
public affairs of the town - wand
drills, Indian Club drills and
marching drills and dances. Elsie
Deitzman and my sister Bernice
alternated as pianists for the
musical drills.

But the ¢trips with the boys’ and
girls’ basketball teams to neighbor-

ing towns, Santa Ynez, Santa Maria,
Arroyo Grande and Cal Poly for the
big track meet, were red letter
times. We even had tournament
playoffs in Tennis and sent Weston
Learned to Ojai to  the Ojai
tourney. The tennis court at high

school was made by the 1913 Class
with help of all the school.

I consider myself very fortunate
to have had A.G. Balaam and the

force of teachers in Grammar School
and to have had E.L. Mitchell and
Miss Williams in High School for



woven hats, fans, baskets, etc.
Bernice and I were given tiny straw
doll hats in various colored stray

that we prized for years.

Miss Lillian Dodge was our 5th
grade teacher. She was a small
timid young gentlewoman who earnest-
ly desired to inspire her pupils.
From her I also got much that I have
remembered all my life. She intro-
duced us to nature from a different
and poetic viewpoint and apprecia-
tion. We learned part of Pippa
Passes from Elizabeth Browning which
I 1loved. An occasional discipline
problem from some of the big boys
was quelled to shame by the
indignant remainder of the class.

she 1lived alone with her Auntie
Cooledge in a frugal apartment but
was courted and married to a hand-
some fellow who took her riding in a
livery stable buggy which her
scholars thought was fvery roman-
tic™. Miss Dodge also read books
aloud to us a chapter a day.

We had Miss Minnie Lee Jones at
the start of 6th Grade, then she had
to quit due to illness. She was a
memorable teacher with a very marked
Southern accent who had taught all 6
grades at Purisima School and fell
madly in love with Mark Rucker, son
of the George Ruckers who lived near
Purisima. She later married Mark
Rucker.

For the rest of 6th Grade we had
Miss Cooley. It is typical of her
personality that I do not recall her
first name. She was a rather heavy
set firm bodied person, plain of

face and strident of voice, a disci-
plinarian all the way. The kids
from other classes said "Gee, you

are going to get it now, Miss Cooley
is real mean”. But she wasn’t so
bad at all and I look back to her as
being the best Arithmetic teacher I
had. She was unbelieveably patient
to go over and over problems and
have one of the class explain every
step until we all understood.

The 5th and 6th grades were in
upstairs class rooms and separated
from the 7th and 8th by the broad
two-section stairs with its tempting

banister. Boys got sent to the
Principal’s office for sliding down
it.

Marguerite Rennie taught 7th on
the west side and Arthur G. Balaam,
the Grammar School Principal, taught
8th on the east side, chosen because
it adjoined a small office at the
head of the stairs where Mr. Balaam

held forth in sessions with any
obstreperous pupil sent to him by
any teacher. There was a wide
double sliding door between 7th and
8th that rolled up so Miss Rennie
could supervise the 8th at seat work
while Mr. Balaam was so occupied and

keep her own class going too. She

often resorted to a spell down
between the two rooms, which we all
loved.

She was a marvelous teacher, a
Lompoc native that gave us the

feeling of being one of us, yet she
never lacked for dignified disci-
pline, and from her we all learned a
great deal. Her inspiration for art
was memorable for everyone of us who
had her for our 7th year, and each
of us felt she was a friend beside
for all our 1lives. She understood
our minds and that difficult age of
13 and 14 years old.

For my 8th Grade I was fortunate
to have A.G. Balaam as my teacher.
He was from an old Lompoc family.
He sure had the perfect physiogonomy
for leadership and discipline of
children, with his deep-set eyes and
manner of silently staring right
into you. Little did we know what a
kind sense of humor accompanied
those "fierce" looks.

He and his wife had five children:
Maurice, Leroy, twins Vera and
Vernon, and Francis. They were a
musical family and one inovation of
A.G.’s was the Boys’ Band, which
expanded to include his 4 sons and
Vera, and many former pupils. It
did much for the boys of isolated
Lompoc, gave them a motivated Boys’
Club that fulfilled the teen-agers’
needs to have some activity all
their own, and that contributed to
the community in public acknowledg-
ment of worth.

A.G. Balaam was an inovater in
many ways, and possibly because he
grew up in Lompoc his inovations
were received with opposition. The

tackled positively was
the age o0ld, still unsettled one,
the purpose of education. Whether
as development of culture land inner-
appreciation of the individual, or

question he

whether, to the 1larger percentage
destined not to pursue higher
education, should it provide skills

for earning a living. He believed
that pupils could and should get a
foundation for both, an early
motivation in the grammar grades
before the wusual drop-out for jobs
in first year of highschool.




bent over
with beating
averages were

all the rows of heads
their written answers
hearts. Top grade
made public, too.

Pupils mostly walked to school
from all over the valley, or rode
bikes. Some rode or drove a horse
and buggy. Usually on rainy days a
parent came after us because some
years the streets around the grammar
school were 1lakes, and even a team
had to slosh through. Attendance
was low for those days. Many boys
went  bare footed to schoocl and jeans
and overalls were the "uniforms".

We carried our 1lunches in lard
pails, lid perforated, or square
lunch boxes of reddish cardboard
material. We parked them in rows on
a shelf in the various outside porch
entrances to each class. Girls most
all wore their hair in long braids
with hair ribbons and long black
stockings and high top shoes.
Recess and noon games were organized
by the pupils and ran their definite
seasons.

But due to the
Principal Balaam’s 1inovations and
the arguments over whether schools
should pay for subjects other than
the 3 R’s and what the purpose of
education is, changes came about.

fuss aroused by

Balaam, a top
became a prophet without honor in
his home town and was replaced by a
young blond man from Canada who made
an instant hit with the pupils. The
girls especially, and almost every-
one tried to imitate Ivan Hill’s
penmanship,

notch educator,

a back slanting individ-

The two-story box-like Lompoc Grammar School could be seen from anywhere in town. The south portion

ualistic script, and ruined their
good start with the Palmer method.
But acceptance by the town, the
parents, was not cordial. Many felt
native talent had been by-passed by
a "foreigner"”. Principal Hill was
popular in the young social groups
and somewhat redeemed his standing

by marrying [Estelle Bland] the
popular younger daughter of our
beloved Constable William Bland.

However his fresh injection of young
and different views was cut short by
his untimely and tragic death.

[Hill was principal from 1913 to
1916 when he contracted pneumonia,
which led to his death. 1In the days
of corporal punishment, Hill used to
whack the kids with a piece of
garden hose!]

Classes continued in the original
Grammar School Building, then in
1911 an adjacent building was built
that housed on the 2nd floor the 7th
and 8th grades, and downstairs
offices and cooking and sloyd. It
was not until 1921, when I came back
as a teacher that bonds passed and
we got a new building to replace the
big old one at H and Chestnut.

During my attendance from 1905 to
1913, Mr. Shepp was janitor and
maintainance man. He was always
kind to all the kids and sympathetic
to their requests. No one was
allowed on the lawn, a big square of

beautiful blue grass on the east
side of the building, studded with
trees and shrubs. Mr. Shepp would
save and give us 1little girls the
grass cuttings to mark off our play

was

completed and classes began in April, 1877. Four classrooms were added in 1891, as the town population grew. Four
more classrooms were added in 1911 in the "Industrial Building" which opened in 1912 (Center of photo). It was also
called the "Sloyd" building or "the annex". A new grammar school was built on the site in 1922. (See Legacy No. 14)



almost the whole 4 years.
change is inevitable, and the time
was ripe, the pupils were anxious
for a new and broader-thinking lead-
er. What we got was different for
sure, but not any less "old fogey"
than Granny, whom we began more and

However,

more to appreciate, as never
before. The new principal was
Valentine Smith, and his dumpy

little wife was the Spanish teacher.

Besides his name, Valentine, the
kids immediately dubbed him "Icha-
bod", for his gangly height, his
cleric’s collar and dress. His very
vocal espousal of religion drew
instant antagonism and ridicule.
The fact that he wore a hair piece
was a crowning challenge. He began
at once to gather the openly relig-
ious pupils around him to hold
religious meetings before classes in
the gym. By this he created an "in
bunch" and an "out bunch®.

The pupils rebelled and petitioned
the School Board to allow us to have
dances in the gym, which had always
been prohibited. It was traditional

to end every High school party in
the gym with all partaking in the
Virginia Reel, during which the boys

kind of bespoke the girl they wanted
to escort home.

The school was small and the
rebelling students were not the type
or experience to make it too
troublesome, but there was constant
unrest. Miss Williams, our beloved
vice-principal and gym teacher, had
stayed on as V.P. and her steadying
influence, not openly siding with
the pupils but exorting a calm under-
standing and guidance for us to be
fair and make the best of it.

So, in 1916, when clamor for change
to allow real dancing - and also
more high school students were going
to town Saturday night dances at the
Opera House, Mrs. Armand Lehmann,
mother of Marcelle and Lucien, made
a practical solution for her child-
ren and a circle of their friends.

Out of the goodness of her heart
and quite some financial outlay, she
had the floor of her attic strength-
ened and hardwood 1laid, and hired
the only 1local teacher of dance,
Miss Aimee Mann, whose father was
the town Justice of the Peace.

Once a week the group met to learn
the proper steps and then try them
out. She allowed the kitchen and

living room to be used and the girls
brought refreshments of jello salads
and cockies and once a month we had
a party. It provided a way for us
younger highschool age kids to learn
nice manners and to avoid mixing
with the rough element that usually
invaded public dances.

Valentine Smith graciously gave in

to the School Board and decided to
hold his religious group off school
property and things simmered down.
He redeemed himself to a great
extent with the kids by his
knowledge of music. He organized a
school orchestra and a school
chorus, and involved nearly all of
us in an ambitious undertaking,

putting on the Inflamatus Chorus at
the Opera House with very creditable
results. We discovered three of our
girls had very nice voices, Minnie
Rennie, Marcelle Lehmann and Alverta
Bendasher. Bernice Loynachan was
really able at the piano. Harry
Arkley and I and Squire Wilkerson
carried the tenor proudly, and Mrs.
Smith, for all her primness, proved
to be a very good Spanish teacher.
However there was always the
ripple of laughter and rebellion,
and the student body realized how
much Granny Mitchell had done for
us, advancing sports with Miss

Williams’ help, even though he had
had little or no experience in
sports himself. He studied up on
baseball, basketball and track and
made no bones about it. He got the

rule books out and settled disputes
and helped all he could.

Grammar School changed in that
decade - 1909/1919. Soon after I
started to school, we became aware
of our County Superintendent of

Schools, Miss Mayme Lehner. Her
periodic visits to the Lompoc
School, from her Santa Barbara
office, were anticipated with a

excitement and apprehen-
sion as she came through one class
after another and sometimes had the
teacher call on a student to read or
recite.

Bach

mixture of

schocl year and the upper
grades 6th, 7th and 8th, had to take
County Exams. Pupils from all the
valley rural schools of those grades

came up to Lompoc Grammar School and
joined us. It was a tense time.
Teachers handed out to each pupil a

printed quiz on each subject, and




houses and fix play beds out at the
end of the girl’s toilet, and on
special occasions he would unlock
the dim and cobwebby basement and
let a special 1little girl host her
birthday party, having brought a
whole 1luscious cake and invited her

special pals. Once or twice Mrs.
Baechelor made a banana cake for
Effie Saylor, who lived next door to
her with just a father.

Mr. Ambler followed Mr. Shepp as
janitor. His children went to
school there also. Later when I
came back to teach in 1921 Hollis
Henning was custodian-janitor. He
was a Lompoc native, married to Cora
Caudill, and their children were
among the pupils also. Mr. Henning
was very friendly and accomodating.

We still used the old building and
each room was warmed by a large iron
stove in one corner. Mr. Henning
piled the wood beside it and set the
fire ready, and almost always had it
lit and the room warm before

classes. The Xkids sat around it on
raindy days and dried shoes and
socks.

Perhaps the most remembered school
janitor of all was Mr. Hebert, at

the high school. I remember no
other in my experience there. He
lived next door to my aunt and
uncle, Q.R. McAdam on South J

Street. He had two grown sons and
away in my time, and a sweet white-
haired wife. Mr. Hebert’s snowwhite
hair and beard were familiar to the

8

whole valley of school children.
kind man, he was a quiet contributor
to the peace and equanimity of high
school and kept the building and
grounds spotless.

We used to eat our lunches in a
ring of girls sgquatting on the well-
clipped lawn under the pepper
trees. Looking back on all the
personnel who shaped our school
years environments, I think the
Lompoc kids of my era were particu-
larly blessed. We had people of
caring integrity from the custodial
to the principals, to bring us much
of the best of the outside world,
from Grammar days with A.G. Balaanm,
Marguerite Rennie, Willie Downing,
Nellie Guldager, Hattie Phoenix, and
in High school Lillian Williams and
E.L. Mitchell.

(Continued in Legacy No. 71, Autumn 1991)
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