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74, “"Childhood

Memories....Part I, ended with Bob Mercer
describing Al Pierce's gravel wagon drawn
by horses, and the pouring of cement by
Austin and Bill Howerton, and the carpentry
work by Skip Negus. Then he tells of Gus
Franz, his father's ditch digger. This Legacy
continues with some ill-fated adventures
starting with the Celite wagon....

Another wagon pulled by a team of
horses that occasionally lumbered by our
North H Street house was the Celite
wagon. It was a huge, heavily laden rig.
Some kids would follow it and even catch
rides behind it, but I was never allowed in
the street. There was a tale of one of the
Hennessy boys being run over, which put
the fear of God in me.

| Actually it was Bernard Hennessy
who in 1929 was roller skating on the
highway near Miguelito Canyon entrance
when he dodged a car and fell under the
wagon load of Celite brick. His leg was
badly injured and many Lompoc boys
donated skin grafts for him. At that time
many groups of Lompoc teenagers skated
on the streets as a pastime.|
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Bob Mercer during an eight month “recovery” at
Santa Barbara Sunshine Cottage sanitarium.
During this period my bronchitis
became more serious and chronmic. 1
coughed constantly and had trouble
breathing. Although I started first grade
in Mrs. James (Rena) Gardner's class, I
was too ill to continue. In November of
1928 my folks took me to Sunshine
Cottage in Santa Barbara, a sanitorium
for chrenically ill children from the
Central Coast area. I recall that Lothelle
Moore and Roscoe Murray had been there
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There came a day in October 1929
when things began to topple. 1 could see
my dad, who was a born werrier, begin
fretting and fuming even more. The
bottom had fallen out of the nation's
economy. Qur Majestic radio became
something of a shrine in our front room on
H Street, Dad hunched before it listening
to the stock reports. He had invested
quite heavily. I was never privy to most of
this but knew it was serious.

Mother and Dad were partners in more
ways than one. Mother worked at the
shop and also substituted as a 4th and 6th
grade teacher. I recall one day in a
freshman social studies class Dale T.
Wood asking how many of our mothers
worked outside the home. Verna Rudolph,
whose mother worked with her dad
Kenneth at Rudolph's Grocery, and me.

From my infancy Mother took me to
Church -- the Methodist Episcopal Church
on the corner of H and Cypress was my
second home. Grandfather Nathan
Saunders, Uncles Bill and Zene Saunders,
among others, were founders. They were
members of the early-day temperance
league that began the Lompoc Colony.

Mother was very active in W.C.T.U.
(Women's Christian Temperance Union).
She was a regular contributor to the
bazaars held at Foresters' Hall. She also
taught Sunday School and served as
Church treasurer for many years, Church
became second nature to me, though my
actions often left me with a dirty face and a
very tilted halo!

The big transition for me was when, in
1930, we moved from 439 N H St. to 503
E. Ocean Avenue. Being an only child has

Wynona (Saunders) Mercer tcmg
at Lompoc Elementary School.

its disadvantages and advantages. The
former has to do with lonliness and learn-
ing to share and accomodate. The latter
has to do with freedom. Living in this
comodious house was a dream come true,
for my room was upstairs in what at the
time reminded me of the little house on top
of a railroad caboose where the brakeman
rode and where, on occasion, he could be
seen waving out of the window.

My room had windows which looked out
on the wide roof covering the first floor.
Needless to say, that roof became my play
yard and apple tree, for access was easy
and it just so happened that providence
placed a fence on either side at the back
where a ten year old boy could climb and
heft himself upon the roof. It also worked
in reverse!

503 Est Oéean'Avenue, now the homé of Elsie (Douglass) Sperber, retired renowned Lompoc school teacher.



and Lawrence Dickenson came while 1 was
there. In May [ celebrated my 8th
birthday at that place and two months
later returned home. It was a great day,
but 1 had been able to see mother and dad
for only two hours a month. This was all
part of the regimen, and it must have
worked for 1 never had another attack of
bronchitis!

When | returned to school it was to a
grade below where 1 started so I lost a
year of schooling,

Dad was a hard worker, an extra-
ordinary businessman. It helped that he
had very little competition, and great
advertising acumen.

He was a charter member of American
Legion and Rotary Club. He and Mother
became active in Masons and Eastern
Star. These were social outlets, but
benefitted Bob Mercer Plumbing and
Heating as well.

Indelible upon my mind is a large
billboard im a vacant lot next to
Bendashers [bar] on West Ocean Avenue
where the name BOB MERCER was
boldly printed, advertizing Majestic
radios. Another way Dad advertized was
in the Lompoc Record and on the movie
screen before the comedies, travelogues
and serials, preceding the feature film. In
the same vein an early Shirley Temple
movie had a kitchen scene where a Norge
refrigerator was prominently displayed.
Dad contacted Earl Calvert and made
arrangements to have a new Norge set up
in the foyer with signs declaring all of its
virtues. For months, on clothes-washing
Mondays, mother demonstrated the new
front-loading Bendix washing machine,
and on Tuesdays she demonstrated the
new-fangled mangle. I also got into the act
showing that even a 10-year-old could iron
with a mangle.

Dad was one of the first merchants to
use the calendar for advertising. For a
period of time almost every household in
Lompoc had a BOB MERCER calendar
with a colorful and eye-catching picture.
For years I had the annual chore of
delivering these door to door all over
town.
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The Bob Mercer plumbing ad appeared with movie
ads on the back of a program for the San Julian
official road opening, Sunday May 28, 1933.
Celebrations took place at Jaro bridge on the San
Julian ranch, and later at Miguelito Park where there
was a "mammoth free barbecue” with tables
available for 2000 people. "Seventeen fat beeves
and everything in connection with the celebration
have been donated for the occasion." Speeches
were made at the official opening at 10:30 a.m. and
later in the park at 1:30 with Ronald M. Adam
(chairman of the affair) acting as master of
ceremonies.




gether, played and spent time trying to
figure out the many secrets of adolescent
life.

[See photos and story of Tom's family
in Legacy No. 17.]

Across Ocean Avenue from the
Betaques, Jack Swarthout lived with his
mother and stepfather, Louise and Elmer
Skaarup. |[Louise's maiden name was
Sresovich, of the Mullenary family].
Though Jack was a few years older, 1 well
remember playing war and cops and
robbers with him and another friend
David Lowe, who lived on the corner of E
and Walnut. Sadly Jack was killed in
France in a real war, [Dec. 1944 in Lux-
emburg, |

Others 1 came to know were Mr. and
Mrs. George Vance and their son John.
Mr. Vance owned a trucking business and
worked for Celite Corporation. But he

also had wagons and draft horses. They
lived on South E Street. In the back was
his large barn and corral where he kept his
horses and one day he put me up on the
broad back of one and lead it along the
alley. With every step I slipped toward
the side of the animal and thought sure I
would end up under those huge hoofs.

Another barn was right across the
street from us at 502 E. Ocean -- owned by
Charles Rudolph. His barn was in back
and had a corragated metal roof. At one
point a number of us kids spent time
throwing clods and rocks on the roof,
making much noise. Mr. Rudolph came
out with great fury and at least scared this
youngster nearly to death!

Behind us at 112 North D Street Albert
Ball lived with his father. Albert was one
of those adults 1 really liked, because he
liked kids. He was a bachelor and was
brether to Mrs. Lester Schuyler — of the
Cherry Orchard on North A Street. His
father was ill for several years and we had
a Collie dog that barked a lot. 1 remember
Albert coming over and telling my dad
that the barking disturbed his father. At
the time Dad was doing some plumbing at
the Camarillo Estates Ranch so he took
Prince down there and left him, much to
my SOrrow.

Across D Street, in a small but neat
house, Virgil and Faye Hodges lived. [123
North D St]. Faye worked for E. A.
Vaughn at the Lompoc Light and Water
and Virgil worked for the street
department. Both were active members of
our Methodist Episcopal Church.

Next door to them was where Jimmy
Huyck lived with his mom and dad, Peggy
and Monte Huyck. One block up Ocean
Avenue at 318 E. Ocean, Peggy's mother,
Laura Rudolph, had a nursing home that
they called Rudolph's Sanitarium [Von's
empty market is there today]. On
occasion we would pick up Mrs. Rudolph
for church, '

How related we all were!

Mr. and Mrs. Billy Oates lived next
door to us when we first moved to 503 E
Ocean. They were an older couple whose
yard was filled with flowers. Mr. Oates, I
recall, had a great deal to do with the
introduction of mustard to the Lompoc
Valley at an earlier time,

On the east of us were Mr. and Mrs. Gil
Gunderson [Margaret Hilderbrand]. He
had the Ford Garage and the schoolbus
contract. Their children were Betty and
Alan. The Ed Fosters, with Betty and
Bud, lived down the street, as did
Attorney Gordon Oliver and the Ralph
Davidsens,

Across the street were the Morgans,
with boys David and Bill, who had a small
service station at A and Ocean across the
railroad tracks. It became something of a
hangout for us kids.

Alan Carlton and his folks were at 616
E Ocean and Doc Larsen and his family
with his veterinary clinic were in the 700
block. Edwin and his sister Alberta lived
at home then.

Sometime in the late 1920's dad's
brother Jim Mercer came to live in
Lompoc. The depression had hit him. His
children were grown, and he was divorced,
so he left Illinois and came to work for
dad. I think he was the first occupant of
the firehouse dormitory Chief Charley
Everett had built over the first station on
South G Street. 1 remember sliding down
that large brass pole firemen used to



Another event is also indelible upon
my mind. Aunt Ethyl Mercer Beuter-
baugh had been married to ¥red
Beuterbaugh for a number of years. Aunt
Ethyl had lived with her parents Frank
and Carrie Mercer, when Dad first came
to live with them. The Beuterbaughs had
a little girl named Carolyn who was born
in Lompoc two years after me. She too
was an only child, so whether we knew it
or not, we, in a sense, became siblings.
When Carolyn's parents separated, she
and her mother came to live with us, for
we had a spare bedroom. 1 don't recail
how long this was for, probably not real
long, but we got a taste of brother and
sister life. To me, this still exists. Just
fifty years ago, in 1945, I was honored to
give her away at her marriage to Art
Vienola!

Cousin Carolyn (Beuterbaugh) Vienola.

During this time Aunt Ethyl commuted
to Santa Barbara to attend Santa Barbara
Beauty College, coming home on week-
ends. 1 have an idea she was influenced
some by her sister-in-law Eunice Beuter-
baugh Talbott, who had a successful
beauty shoppe on South H Street.

When Ethyl graduated Dad was able to
transform a small area next to his
appliance showroom into a beauty shoppe

where Ethyl's Beauty Salon was born. Of
course Dad made sure all the clientel came
through the showroom where they could
see an array of refrigerators, stoves,
radios and plumbing fixtures!

Playmates in a small town are not hard
to find. With bicycles and skates and
hoofing it, access to various neighborhoods
was easy, but I found lots of friends in the
blocks around 503 E. Ocean. A large
hedge, perhaps 8 to 10 feet high ran along
D Street to the alley. An opening was cut
through to the back gate. The street was
gravel, though sidewalks ran along both D
Street and Ocean Avenue, We parked
alongside the hedge and our incinerator
was outside the hedge also. [In those days
you could build your own incinerator or
have an old oil drum as a trash burner}.

We also had a single garage on the rear
corner. Along the Ocean Avenue parkway
were low palm trees placed perhaps 15
feet apart and whose branches drooped
low to the lawn which was filled with
dandilions. My dad said that the lawn
was my responsibility to mow and edge.
To make matters worse, he planted more
lawn in the backyard! A push mower at
the hands of an adolescent with adolescent
dreams is a definite problem.

Through that opening in the hedge and
across D Street on the corner lived Harry
and Cora Betaque, close friends of my
mother and dad. We had a path from our
back gate to theirs. Their daughter Bar-
bara and | were in the same class, and
played and studied together, though 1 must
say she studied much more than I! She
had two older brothers, Harry, Jr., and
Norman. Harry graduated from High
School in 1931. That was the year after
we moved to the neighborhood. I remem-
ber it so well because Harry broke his leg
a few days before graduation and was
confined to bed. His class came by to
cheer him up. They were all milling
around on the front lawn. It must have
impressed me, as I still recall viewing it al}
from my "caboose" window, with awe.

Two blocks up Ocean Avenue Tommy
Lewis lived with his grandmother, Ada
Lewis, and his Uncles Ralph and Ray
Lewis. Tommy and I often confabbed to-




Lompoc to visit her mother, Sadie (Nanny)
Walley, and her Uncle Harry C. "Doc"
Dimock. They all came from Nova Scotia,
Canada. Mother's busy schedule called
for home help, so -- enter Florence. For
the rest of her life Florence was a second
mother to me. Actually it was in 1928 and
I was age 7, when she began watching over
me. We lived at 439 North H then. But I
spent a lot of time at Uncle Doc Dimock's
house at 211 North K. Nanny Walley was
73 then, and she was sister to Uncle Doc.
I was honored to preside at her memorial
service when she died in 1959 at age 105.
Uncle Doc was a medical doctor, but spent
much of his life in Lompoc as a
businessman, politician and speculator. At
one time he and my great uncle, Dr. Zene
Saunders, were partners in a medical
practice and pharmacy. That was in 1882.
(Legacy #27).

There was never a time in my life that 1
couldn't remember wanting to be a farmer
and live in the country. It was the answer
to the proverbial question all children are

asked. The closest we came to having a

Bob with his father in truck at their Santa Ynez River canyon cabin in Paradise Vé.il near Whlle’ Roék.
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"ranch’ was when Dad bought a cabin on
the Santa Ynez River at White Rock in the
Paradise Valley just below Gibralter. This
would have been in 1930. We spent a
number of wonderful summers there.
Later, Dad sold it to Bob Lilley, Sr. In
fact Bob died there in 1961.

However, it was through Florence and
her marriage to Fred Tolbert in 1931 that
I finally got the taste of a real honest-to-
goodness ranch! It was up Miguelito
Canyon at Fred's home where his first wife
Nellie Guidager had died a few years
before.

Florence insisted that Fred build a
house on the corner of G and Olive so that
they could live in town. That is where he
and Florence were married and lived for a
while. [That place later became the home
of Leola and Lester Fabing].

But Florence wanted to live on the
ranch so they moved there a short time
later. At the ranch I learned to ride, work
cattle, hoe beans, bale hay and thresh
barley after school, on Saturdays and sum-
mers. But basically, I was a plumber's kid




quickly get to their trucks. He was also
deputized occasionally as a constable
under Chet Talbott, especiallv on the 4th
of July and Halloween!

It was about 1935 that Bob Mercer
Plumbing moved to a store next to Lind's
Cafe at 106 E. Ocean. I think Dad wanted
better exposure to traffic and Moore
Mercantile was expanding. He had a
building constructed in the rear where he
had his sheet metal shop and used the back
and front of the existing building for a
plumbing and appliance store.

It was on or near this location in the
late 19th and early 20th centuries that
Mother's father, Nathan Saunders, and
her uncle William Saunders, had their
grocery and supply store. But businesses
come and go and a town's makeup and
character changes radically in a relatively
short time,

During the 1920's and 1930's Brown's
Drug Store occupied the SE corner of
Ocean Avenue. Next tp them was Caliis'
Dry Goods Store. Down the street on
Ocean and F was where Pad Forbes had
his blacksmith shop. On the NE corner of
F and Ocean was Floyd McCabe's Tire
shop.

At 117 172 East Ocean was my Aunt
Ethel Beuterbaugh's Avenue Beauty Shop,
next door was the Barbar Shop where
George Ingamells and Charley Kendall cut
hair. Keedson's Uairy was up the street,

At various times in the 100 block of E
Ocean, north side, were Burton's Drug
Store, Black's Harness shop and Black's
Millinary, Carl McCabe's Insurance,
Houston's Shoe Repair, and the Ford
Garage. The Security First National Bank
was on the NE corner, and in the middle of
H and Ocean was the Memorial Flag Pole
where Boy Scouts. including yours truly,
took turns putting up and taking down the
48 star flag each morning and evening.

[The flag pole was erected in 1925 in
memory of WWI veterans, and was re-
moved in 1941 due to being a hazard to all
the increased traffic and war tanks of the
Armored Divisions that were training at
Camp Cooke. That flag pole is now on the
grounds of the old Carnegie Library, now
the Lompoc Museum, Cvpress and H.]

When Dad opened his Ocean Avenue
store he installed a kitchen in the rear of
the showroom, complete with the most up-
to-date appliances. The Norge people had
a home economist who put on cooking
demonstrations. They were well attended
by the housewives of Lompoc. Gifts and
prizes were given away, and it being in the
midst of depression, most of the women
were hardworking homemakers who were
glad for some diversification.

One day a lady came in while I was
working at the store. She was looking at
bathroom fixtures, At the time Dad was
doing some plumbing for Ed Vail out at
Rancho Jalama. When she had made
several selections she told me she was Mrs.
Will Rogers! That was quite a thrill for a
small town kid. Ed Vail and Will Rogers
were partners in ranching at Jalama and
later at Marshallia Ranch on the Jesus
Maria.

Shortly after we moved to 503 E Ocean
it was decided I should take piano lessons.
Mrs. Joe (Florence) Stephenson was my
teacher. Bless her heart, it wasn't her
fault that the piano and I didn't hit it off.
But it did lead to the clarinet, which I
thoroughly enjoyed, and played all
through my school years.

Speaking of school, I remember with
great respect teachers who prodded me
when I needed it - Arthur Hapgood,
Virginia Slickton Winters, Esther Fisk
Nelson, and her husband Harry Nelson.
My music teacher Henry Brubeck, often
needled me when | would like to have
given up just before a performance. And
dear Miss Gertrude Bowen, who was as
close to a Victorian Lady as any I knew,
encouraged me in English class. Dale T.
Wood made civics come to life through his
open-ended classes. Then my own mother,
who, though she never taught me in school,
kept the faith in the face of many dashed
hopes. It's to her and dad that this
remembrance is dedicated.

In 1927 another important woman
came into my life. Florence Walley. Her
sister Grace and my mother taught school
together. My mother taught and worked
with Dad in the office and of course she
was Mother to me. Florence came to




who worked with my Dad, however
grudgingly at times, cutting and threading
pipe, handing ladles of molten lead to Dad
under a house, or connecting joints of cast
iron sewer pipe with oakum and lead,
cleaning clogged pipes, bucking rivets in
the metal shop, cleaning the store and
waiting on customers.

When I was a Junior in High School
Dad eyed the vacant property on the SE
corner of Wainut and G Street, and
envisioned his plumbing business and
home. We sold 503 E. Ocean in 1938 to
Albert and Vivian Shanklin and their
daughter Irene. Vivian was my mother's
cousin. See Legacy No. 16, page 6. The
house sold again in 1946 to Elsie and
Howard Sperber.

While the new house at Walnut and G
was being built by Eric Petersen, we
moved temporarily up D Street into 2
place owned by Mr. Sullivan. It took
much longer to build in that day and age
than now. Hand saws, hand planes, and
hammers, along with pipe wrenches,
cutters and threaders were tools of the
trade. Cement was made on the jeb in a
concrete mixer, shovel full by shovel full.
We lived about a year and a half at the
Sullivan place where one of my memories
is of watching a pair of newly weds move
in next door -- William Schuyler and
Helen Buckman.

Recently Helen and William reminded
e of how they uscd to listen to the late
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news on the radio with my Dad, but not in
the same room — there was a narrow drive
between our houses and as dad was very
deaf he had the radio turmed way up!
Helen and William could plainly hear it
from their bedroom.

Finally our new house was completed,
and in 1939 we moved in — 136N G St.
It is still there, now owned by my cousins
Arthur and Carolyn Vienola.  (below)

To be continued in Part il
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