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The Letters

The pastor of the Baptist Church from 1908 to 1911
was Rev. James McClimon from Blackpool,
England. His wife, Mary McClimon, wrote letters
home to her mother in England. The letters are full
of delightful descriptions of life in America and life
in Lompoc. The McClimons had a three-year-old
daughter, Marion, when they arrived in Lompoc and
their daughter Alice was born here in May, 1909.

Sometime in the 1970's, Alice (McClimon) and
her sister Mary (McClimon) Blyth returned from
England to Lompoc with their husbands to see the
town where Alice was born. Juna Harris, the church
organist when Rev. McClimon was pastor, had
written to Mary McClimon in England through the
years. The daughters found Juna Harris and
Dorothy (Harris) Cutting during their visit. In the
course of the conversation with Dorothy Cutting
mentioned was made of the letters their mother had
written, describing the family adventures in
America. The pertinent letters were sent for us fo
read, and copies were made before the letters were
returned. Excerpts are as follows:

From Liverpool to Los Angeles

Rev. James McClimon came to California for his
health. He was losing weight and other problems
resulted in his doctors in Blackpool, England
recommending he should live for a time in Southern
California. The little family sailed on the Lusitania
from Liverpool to New York and arrived in Los
Angeles January 10, 1908.

“Harvey Houses”

Mary McClimon described the last part of their
journey as follows: “You will be wondering about
the finish of our journey after leaving Kansas City.
We traveled by the Santa Fe Railroad from there.
Along that route there are eating houses at different
stations and the train stops twenty-five minutes to
allow the passengers to get a good meal. The system
is wonderful. They were started by an Englishman
named Fred Harvey and go by the name of “Fred
Harvey eating rooms”. As soon as you go in you are
marshalled to a table where at breakfast you find a
baked apple and dinner and supper a dish of soup
waiting for you. Then comes a whole rigmarole of
courses. There are about half a dozen waitresses for
each table and there is no time lost. At one place,
there was a man specially to look after the
drinkables. There is always plenty of iced water and
1t is the regular thing to have tea or coffee with each
meal or you could have milk if you liked. At
another place the manager, as soon as we were
seated, called out, “Now you have twenty-five
minutes for breakfast. Plenty of time.” Then again,
“You’ve still a few minutes. Don’t hurry.” It sort of
gives you confidence and made you enjoy the meal
more. But it was a rush at best, especially for me
with Marion to feed.” (Harvey Houses were still
going strong during WWIL. A “Harvey Girl” at
Newton Kansas tells the editor the waitresses lived
in dorms above the restaurants. The Harvey Houses
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exchange some of the things if we prefer it. Of
course I can’t say anything till I have seen them.
There is a bedstead so I think Mac will try to borrow
bed linen and we will go straight to the house. I
shall be glad to get settled down. Mac says the
people are very nice. He will practically have
everything in his own hands.”
“Lompoc, California (3-5-08)”

That was the McClimon’s new address, and on
May 3, 1908, Mary McClimon wrote, “My dear
Mother, I am being lazy over writing this letter. I
have had a big wash today and feel tired and yet 1
want to write this tonight for it won’t get done
tomorrow. To our surprise on Sunday the clerk at
church (pronounced ‘clurk’ by the way) gave out a
notice of a reception for ‘our pastor and his wife’ on
Thursday. We are curious to know what is going to
be done. I know we are to have some singing, etc. 1
suppose it will be coversazione style. We are not
having very nice weather. There have been rough
cold winds nearly all the time since we came and all
the natives keep apologizing for it and telling us it is
quite unusual, I hear that the fall and winter are the
pleasantest times in this valley. We have been quite
busy. Yesterday we were invited out for dinner and
then the lady took us and introduced us to several of
her neighbours who either come to the chapel or
send their children to Sunday School.”

A Filled Pantry!

“The folks at the chapel are very kind. We are
being kept in vegetables. One man has asked us to
go down any time and take what we want. Another
lady has already made us three gifts. We have a
cauliflower, some carrots and potatoes in the pantry.
Now we have strawberries for tea. On Sunday
another lady brought a delicious strawberry short
cake and a cup of thick rich cream to use with it.”

In Our Own Home!

“Well, here we are at last in our own home
again. | am delighted with the house. I don’t think I
ever saw a more convenient one. Did I tell you the
rent is $15 a month. It was $20 at first but it stood
empty a while and so the rent was dropped. Picture
yourself a double fronted house — four steps leading
to the front door. The bungalows are all raised about
three or four feet from the ground. There is a big
veranda from the front door right round one side of
the house. As you go in at the front door at the left
hand side is the parlour. Beyond that a room which
Mac will have for his study, then a bedroom. The
bathroom door is facing the front door at the end of
the corridor. At the right hand side is our bedroom,
then the dining room and the kitchen beyond that. I
have been surprised at the cupboards etc. in this
house. There is a little recess for hanging clothes in

each room except the parlour and kitchen. There is a
pantry beyond the kitchen.” They were expecting
their shipped goods to arrive from San Francisco.
Mary adds, “It remains to be proved now whether
$800 is as little to us as it seems to some Americans.
I know one thing, our living won’t cost us as much
as they spend in some houses. The majority of them
believe in living well. The only rate is the water
rate. That is §1 %2 a month. Then the electric light
minimum is $1.
Little Gifts

Already we have begun to experience the “little
gifts” which Mr. Ellison and others told us of. One
lady brought us twenty-two eggs the first night. On
Sunday another lady brought a parcel to chapel for
us. It contained a custard, some lettuce and radishes,
and a big bottle of stewed pears. Then another
gentleman invited us out to dinner.”

“There are a number of nice stores in town. The
streets are good broad ones. It is a nicer place than
Gardena. It is much cooler than Los Angeles -
several degrees all the year round — for which I am
not sorry. The heat is very nice when you can sit in
the shade and enjoy it, but I don’t think I should like
to be scrubbing and cleaning and ironing in a
temperature of eighty or ninety degrees for a regular
thing.

“T've just been making a fire in the stove to get
some cocoa for Mac when he comes back from the
week night service. It’s a case of letting your fire
out as soon as you’ve finished cooking till the next
meal. I light mine three if not four times a day. But
they’re champion to cook by. I don’t know how it
will be for bread. I did my first cooking in the oven
yesterday. It did a rice pudding beautifully and
baked a couple of apples at the same time...”

Baptist-Methodist-Presbyterian
Revival Meetings

Mary McClimon wrote to her mother, “He (Rev.
McClimon) is very busy this week (May 11-15). At
the Methodist chapel which is next door but one
(meaning two doors away) they are having a mission
and Baptists and Presbyterians are joining with
them. They are also having services at the
Presbyterian chapel in the afiernoons so Mac has to
be out aftemoon and evening every day. He
preached on Monday evening and expects to do so
tomorrow.” The enclosed Presbyterian “Messenger”
referred to the Revival Meetings and contained a
pleasant weicome to the McClimons to Lompoc.

Household goods from England

The shipment of household goods arrived from
San Francisco. The church member who met them
at the train when they arrived from Los Angeles,
also helped deliver the boxes from the Railroad
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in the 19405, There is 5 Harvey House museum jn
Florence, Kansas.)
Sojourn jn Los Angeles
Rev. James McClimon went imm
task of finding 5 Baptist Church Where he could
ini € men at the Baptist Convention

ady in the congregation stirred yp dissention
“had an English Preacher once gpq he
wasn’t Satisfactory,  » ome in the congregation

didn’t sepq Mac because it Was near the coggt and he
thought it Wwould not syt his health However, what
with the Improvement In Mac’s health and the dearth
of vacant churches he has at jagt decided to send

Im. As it i a good distance away he asked Mz, if
he wonlq Stay the week and take g second Sunday
there. Mgc leaves tomorrow morning by train about

eight o’clock and will, | Suppose return Monday ,

Fleet Wee and Sunbyyq
While Rey. McClimon Was in Lompoc April 8-

Soon to Be i Windy Lompoc!

ary and Mariop Spent a day at the beach ang
WEIe sunburned, [y, her next to last letter from 2007
S. Grang Ave., Los Angeles, Mary described 1o her
mother how HOT it was mn California_ Her husbang
had preacheq on Eagter Sunday, April 18 ip Lompoc
and she wrote April 23, “Well, Mac ;g at Lompog
Yet. He had 5 VEIy nice time Jagt Sunday ang the
folks seem to be favorably inclined. . gp, €Xpecting
Mac to return on Monday. He seems 1 like both the
Cre are aboyt 1800

inhabitants. The country round aboyt ;g VEry pretty,”

(Pronounced Lompoke)



lettuce sandwiches. They eat salads as foods instead
of accompaniments here. They really were good — at
least what 1 tasted, but it seemed like tempting
Providence eating supper like that at half past ten at
night.”

Generous New Friends

“One of the folks who comes to chapel (not a
member) has taken Mac for a drive twice this last
week. He is a great big Scotchman and although he
has been in this country more than twenty years he
talks broad Scotch yet. He is going to take Mac on a
fishing expedition soon.”

“Another man (Mr. Schuyler, later 1dentified)
who grows large quantities of cherries has asked us
to go down and pick what we want. He can’t come
for us but he will run us back in his automobile.”

Wedding in America

“ think I will tell you a bit about weddings. In
this country the place doesn’t matter. It is the man
who has the license, not the place, or rather no one
but a fully ordained minister can perform the
wedding ceremony but so long as they have him and
two witnesses and the marriage license they can be
married anywhere — “up in a balloon boys’ if they
wish.”

“There has been a wedding at the Methodist
parsonage — the daughter of the Parson. They told
me it was to be a very quiet wedding but I heard
there were between forty or fifty invited. They were
busy decorating the house all day with flowers and
ferns and the wedding took place at about eight
o’clock at night. We heard someone strike up the
Wedding March about 8:40. The ‘quiet’ wedding
was kept up next day for they had a supper party.
The bride and bridegroom didn’t leave for several
days. There is no fence or anything between the two
houses so we could see how busy they were
preparing.

Poor Chicken, Poor Turkey

Mrs. Marine came out seizing a chicken by the head
and swung it ound. Threw it down with its neck
wrung, went inside and came out with a tin of
boiling water which she threw over it. Then she
picked it up and before you could say ‘Jack
Robinson’ she had it plucked as clean as need be.
After she had taken that in she came out again,
collared the big turkey cock, put his head on the
wood block and gave him a blow with the sharp end
of the axe that he didn’t recover from in time to
avoid being put in the same uncovered condition as
the chicken. We concluded they both shared the
same fate. It’s wicked to watch your neighbors isn’t
it but we really were interested in the business like
way Mrs. M. went about it.”

The Baptist Wedding!

“We hear there is a wedding likely to take place
with us before very long. The bride is our organist
and such a sweet, bonny girl. Her name is Juna
Coming. She told me on the qt. that they intend
coming up to our house some night when they were
ready and being married without anyone knowing, I
am to be one of the wimesses. I don’t know who
will be the other.”

“The wedding I told you of last week comes off
tonight (Menday, June 22, 1908) Mac saw both
bride and groom at church yesterday and they never
said a word but this morning the man” (Mr. George
Harris) “(an Englishman by the way) came to the
door and asked if Mr. McClimon would be at home
tonight. If so, he had a job for him and would we
keep it to ourselves for today.”

“The wedding...was the quickest — or as they say
here — the slickest thing in weddings I have ever
seen. They were not in the house a quarter of an
hour. One lady who saw them come and go says
they were here ten minutes. They had been
depending on an automobile to take them down to
Surf — nine or ten miles away — the nearest place
they could join the train going morth. Just as the
bridegroom finished dressing he got a message that
the thing had broken down a few miles out of town
and couldn’t possibly get here in time. He phoned
down to some stables for a surrey rig and pair of
horses to be here as quick as possible and he came
on in a great hurry. Juna had arrived a few seconds
before so they got to business in double quick time.
The conveyance drove up just as we commenced
operations so as soon as it was over they Just
bundled off into it. I had a letter during the week
from the bride and she says they were in plenty of
time for the train so that’s alright. So endeth our
first California wedding.”

Childrens’ Day, June 1908

“We are busy practicing with kiddies for
Childrens’ Day. They are different from our English
folks to deal with. They are dreadfully slow and
don’t seem to take an interest in the thing and yet
they voted unanimously for the special service. I
don’t think they are very great on singing. The folks
will come to church and sit or stand during the
hymns without taking the trouble to reach for a
book. Our choir master, Mr. Walley is a thorough
musician but slow! 1don’t think he could hurry for
anything. His brother, Mr. Len (Walley) is also

musical and nearly as slow as Mr. (W .W.) Walley.
The one is secretary and the other is treasurer of the
church. They seem to think things will go alright
next Sunday, (June 14, 1908) but it’s not very
sparkling.”



station. Only a couple items were broken, however,
moisture entered one case and some items were
mildewed. “One blanket was ruined I think and two
of my best table cloths are dreadfully marked. The
musty smell was dreadful. The other cases werc as
sweet and fresh as when they were packed.” Little
Marion was delighted to discover some of her things
in the cases and took up with her doll, Judy, where
she left off in England! Rev. McClimon’s desk was
unpacked and Mary added, “Mac has bought wood
for book cases and so we shall soon have his study
fixed up.”
Getting to Know the People

The first month in Lompoc went by with only the
mention of Mr. Walley by name. On May 27, Mary
McClimon wrote, “...we have been here nearly a
month. How time does fly! And yet we seem to
have got quite settled down and are getting to know
the people nicely. We have had seven callers
already this week and it is only Wednesday today.
They are making a point of calling so that we may
get acquainted. On Monday morning a Mr. Lamar
called with a basket from Mrs. Burke and a message
that she would call in the afternoon. The basket
contained a big bunch of carnations, some radishes
and a cauliflower. In the afternoon Mrs. Burke came
and brought a box of strawberries. She picked the
first strawberries last week and I suppose will have
them for quite a time now. She told us that her
peach trees, although only two years old, are covered
with fruit. I fancy they will be ripe in about a month
and apricots too. I’'m curious to sample them fresh
from the trees.”

“I sent my mildewed things to the laundry here
last week and they have come back nearly perfect.
One of the tablecloths has a little stain on it yet but it
will come out in the next wash. I am so relieved
about it. I thought they were domino they were so
bad.” (The word “domino™ was used in other places
in the letters, meaning useless, or ruined.)

Sunday School

“The teacher of (Marion’s) Primary class has
quite won her over and she goes off to class and
behaves very well. I fond a class waiting for me and
I am working again. School starts at ten o’clock and
service at eleven. They don’t have afternoon school
in America. In the evening there is a Young

People’s mecting at seven and a service at eight.
The only other meeting is the weck-night service on
Wednesday.”
Everybody knows everybody,...Nearly

“Although there are two thousand inhabitants in
Lompoc everybody knows everybody else nearly.
But 1 suppose it has made great strides within the
last two years. One of our people was speaking of
the increase in population last week. He said that

until just lately he knew practically everybody but a
week or two ago he went into the post office and
there would be a dozen people who were strange to
him”.
Smith and Kirkpatrick Meat Market
“There is only one butcher’s shop in the place, I
believe. (By the way they speak of the meat market
not the butcher’s shop.) They have a monopoly of
the bacon and ham trade, too. They feed, kill, cure
and smoke their own so can undersell any of the
grocers who have to import it. The proprietors are
Smith and Kirkpatrick. The latter is a Scotchman
from the North of Ireland. He lived for a number of
years in Bradford, Yorkshire and his wife used to go
to Blackpool every summer for their holidays.
There is another Scotchman in the store too and they
seem quite interested in us because we come from
the Old Country.
Gertrude and the Beet Roots
Mary McClimon wrote to her mother there were
two or three Gertrudes “at the chapel”. (Gertrude
Loynachan and Gertrude Marshall and perhaps
another) One of them brought some bect roots.
Little Marion kept asking where beet roots was, and
her mother kept saying “We’ve caten it”. “At last
she got a bit narky and said, ‘beet roots at fahder’s
chapel”™ At last Mary realized her daughter meant
the “Gertrude” who had brought the beet roots.
No Postal Delivery
Lompoc, California June 14, “08
«_..1 thought I had told you in my first letter that
our address would be ‘Lompoc, California’ but I
must have forgotten. There is no delivery of letters.
We have to go to the office for them.”
The Post Office appears to have been located on
South H Street a block norih of the McClimon home.
“If there were a delivery our address would be
‘Rock House> ‘H’ Street, Lompoc, Santa Barbara
County, but as there isn’t the shorter address serves.
By the way we say add-ress here.”
It is a “City” Never Mind a Town
“Lompoc contains about two thousand inhabi-
tants. It is a “city” never mind a town. It amuses us
to hear the folks talk of going into the city... The
population is scattered and the chief industry is
farming. Mustard is grown in large quantities and
the fields look very pretty when it is in flower.”

The Reception

“The reception passed very well. They had got
up quite a nice little concert. There were speeches
of welcome from the other twe mimsters (Mr.
Marine, Methodist and Mr. Tanner, Presbyterian)
and proceedings were brought to a close by a supper
of what do you think? Coffee, about half a dozen
kinds of salads and a few tongue sandwiches and




Mary McClimon writes: “The wedding passed off
very nicely on Wednesday. Marion was very much
interested in it. I had told her before that Miss
Coming was going to be married and that she would
be Mrs. Henning afterwards.” (So Marion told her
mother that one of her dolls was to be married and
they were going to “Santa Bar-ba on the 5 o’clock
puff puff...”)

Invited to Sunday Dinner

Sunday, April 4, 19090 “A man named
Eddington said before moming service, ‘My wife
wants to know 1if you will come have dinner with
us.” Short notice but we enjoyed it all the same.
The parson’s favourite dish — stewed chicken with
mashed potatoes, canned corn, lemon pie and berry
pie stewed fruit cake constituted the menu.” Mrs.
McClimon sent her mother the recipe for the lemon
pie.

“I heard the other day that I have quite a
reputation in Lompoc as a cook. Juna Hamis, the
girl who was our first bride, married an Englishman
and he keeps telling her ‘there’s no one can beat an
English woman at cooking” so she has been getting
lessons from me ever since she was married. Every
now and then she rings me up on the phone with
‘Say, do you know how to do so-and-so’. The other
day it was ‘Say, George brought me some
sweetbreads in for dinner and I don’t know a thing
about them. What shall I do with them?’ She would
rather ask me than consult a cook-book.

A New Baby

“Here it is Whit-Sunday” (30 May 1909) “and a
piping hot day...It’s the sort of day when you want
to have nothing to do and plenty of time to do it in,
Fortunately for me the kiddie’s been good today.”
(Asleep by the window). “Yesterday she was cranky
all day...She is coming along nicely. We can see a
great improvement in her and folks who haven’t
seen her for a few days quite exclaim at the change.
She is going to be as waxy looking as Marion was.
Oh! What a size Marion looks now. She looks three
times as big as she did before Alice came.”

“Mrs. Fisher whom I mentioned as being so good
over the sewing brought her a bonnet and what they
call a ‘comfort’. I had to learn what comforts were
when I came to Lompoc. They serve the same
purpose of an eider down quilt and are made with art
muslin with cotton wadding between. This one for
baby is made with cream coloured cheese cloth
stitched with white and herring boned around the
edge with blue. Another girl out of my (Sunday
School) class brought a little bonnet which looks as
if it were made out of fancy handkerchiefs trimmed
with white baby ribbon.”

“I have had plenty of flowers while I've been
‘sick’, roses, lilies, camations, etc.”

Death in the Poultry Yard

“We’ve had a death in the poultry yard. We had
found one or two broken, half-eaten eggs and
yesterday Mac caught one of the hens in the very
act. He seized her by the head and swung her round.
She resented such treatment, left her head in Mac’s
hand and walked off without it. It solved the
mormentous question, ‘what to get for tomorrow’s
dinner.” I plucked and dressed her...dissected her
and stewed her for dinner.”

P.S.

“Have just remembered you asked me about the
nurse I am going to have. Her name is Mrs. Batkin,
wife of an Englishman. Her age about sixty or sixty-
five. Her figure and gait about as graceful as an
elephant but as kind-hearted as anyone could wish
for..She is the daughter of an English
Congregational Minister and from what she told me
her parents were dreadfully strict — so much so that
she is the only one of a large family who is a
member of any church. She told me that her father
would sooner see her in her grave than belong to a
Baptist church. Her husband and sons...are anything
but religious and would rather go a-fishing on
Sunday than to church.”

Three Months Later

“Alice is good as gold. She coos and gurgles and
laughs whenever she is awake. She was ‘talking’
away in church this moming. I could hear her from
where 1 sat in choir....] am nursing her altogether
and she is fat as butter.”

Christmas 1909

December 19, 1909 “...Mac has just gone to the
evening services. I don’t think he will be there very
long for the rain has just started and folks won’t turn
out here when it’s wet. We had Christmas service
this morning and the choir rendered an anthem,
‘Glory to God’. It went well, too, but I do long for
our Lyman choir sometimes or the South Shore
choir when Mr. Law had it. They are so half-hearted
here about music. They are satisfied if they just
scrape through as a rule. There’s one thing, we
never have any quarrel among the altos. 1 have it all
to myself yet.”

“We shall be having Christmas trees and
entertainment on Friday evening. 1 am chairman of
the entertainment committee so I'm kept very busy
with the practices. Marion has learned her piece.
She is so earnest over it, you would laugh to see her.
Oh, she saw Santa Claus the other day for the first
time. You should have seen the look of awe on her
face when I said, “Why, I do declare. There’s Santa
Claus in the Mercantile window.” [t was a man
dressed up and he was fixing toys and things and
making packages on which he would write the name

7 of some child whom he saw outside. Marion was



“(Sunday, June 28,1908) We shall soon have
completed our second month in this place and it is
six months today since we sailed from Liverpool.
The special service I told you we had been
practicing for passed off very nicely. The little ones
said their pieces and sang their little song very nicely
and everyone said they did me great credit.”

Blackberries

“We are being almost swamped out with presents
of the most lovely blackberries I ever saw. About
ten days ago the first lot came — nearly two quarts.
Those I stewed. One day last week another man
brought a dishful. When I weighed them to preserve
them there were 3 % Ibs. Then yesterday another
two quarts came. I asked Mac to measure one of the
large ones yesterday. It was an inch and three
quarters long.”

Fourth of July, 1908

“We had a great day yesterday celebrating the
Fourth... At ten o’clock we turned out to watch some
‘bronco busting” which took place nearly opposite
our house. There were several horses that hadn’t
been ridden at all or only mounted once or twice. It
was quite a disappointment to the bystanders when
the horse didn’t buck at all. In fact none of them
bucked enough for some of the folks. The first one
was about the best. They blindfolded it while they
put the saddle on it and the rider mounted. Then
they twitched the cover off its eyes and the fun
began. But according to the spectators it was no
good. It was only a straight bucker i.e. it didn’t twist
around. One man said the prettiest bucker he ever
saw turned right around in the air and when it
touched the ground its tail was where its head had
been. They had about a dozen or more other riders or
trained horses and I was interested to see the way
they would dart to head the bronco off. One bolted,
took the sidewalk right down the street, then when
the others gathered and headed it off it darted down

another street, slipped and fell on some wet clayey
ground, got up and the rider mounted and rode him
back to the field, I suppose conquered. Finally they
brought out a big gray horse — not a young one but
that hadn’t been conquered. With a lot of coaxing
and by making up a purse of $10 extra to the prize
they persuaded one of the riders to try to ride it. He
wasn’t on more than a few seconds. The thing
bucked a few times and then lay down on its side.
The man’s spur got caught so that he couldn’t
tumble free and the horse lay on his leg. He was led
off limping and they couldn’t persuade anyone else
to try.”

“They greased a little pig and let it go. It
immediately headed for home but was captured and
was the prize of the one who caught it. There was a
barbecue — I heard they had five head of cattle to
roast. Mr. Walley went and got some of the
barbecued meat and we had it for dinner. It was a
bit hard — would have done with a bit more cooking
I think. After dinner we went to watch a baseball
match. We hadn’t seen one before. It reminded us
of the game of rounders only they had a hard ball
and a round pole to hit it with. After that there were
children’s races. We came home about half past
four. There have been squibs and crackers going off
for a week or more now.”

1909

Mary McClimon’s letters between July 4, 1908
and March 4, 1909 were not sent to Lompoc.
Mary’s daughters, who sent the letters to Dorothy
Cutting, said they would be selective and realized
there was perhaps more personal family information
than “Lompoc™ information. The March 1909 letter
was sclected to be sent because it mentioned the
wedding of Dorothy Cutting’s aunt Lillian Corning.
The wedding took place at the Loynachan’s home,
March 3, 1909.
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WEDDING SCENE OF ABRAHAM HENNING AND LILLIAN CORNING
AT THE LOYNACHAN'S, 1323 E. OCEAN AVE., 3 MARCH 1909
Lillian is wearing the checkered blouse, and Abe is right of her in the picture. Mary McClimon and Rev. McClimon are
just behind Lillian over her shoulders. Marion McClimon is the smallest girl, in white, and is in the children's group.
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transfixed so I left her there while 1 went to get the
mail. She didn’t want to come home at first but I
told her we would perhaps see him again. She said,
‘He said, How d’ye do and waved his hand to me,
Mother. Wasn’t it good of him.” I’ve told her that
Santa is perhaps coming to the party on Friday so
she 1s wondering if he will speak to her then. They
usually have someone dress up as Santa Claus and
distribute presents.”

December 26, 1909 “...We have had (to use a
California idiom) a ‘great’ time or a ‘dandy’ time.
Marion was too excited for anything on Friday
evening. When we got across to the church her eyes
were shining like stars and she was talking sixteen to
the dozen. She said her piece very nicely and
amused everyone by singing so eamestly in the
children’s hymn. After the programme one of the
choir let our alarm clock off and Miss Guldager
pretended it was the telephone. It was a message
from Santa Claus to say that he would soon be
over.” (Santa gave out gifis to the children that
were either hung on the tree or were in a pile near
it. There was a doll on the tree for Marion.)

“Our programme was upset on Friday a little
because Juna’s baby (Ruth Harris) wakened up with
colic and shrieked every time its mother tried to
leave it so she couldn’t play for Mr. Walley and me.
I wasn’t sorry for I had a bad throat and wasn’t fit to
sing at all...”

Christmas Dinner at Lewis’s

(Dec. 26, 1909, continued.) “We went to Lewis’s
for dinner yesterday. Counting Juna’s baby and
mune there were twenty-one present. Mrs. Lewis
had cooked a turkey and two chickens... Somehow
i hasn’t felt like Christmas. 1 don’t know
why...Will close now...I'm sleepy so good bye.
With fondest love. Mary”

This was the last letter in the package sent from
England to Dorothy Cutting (Juna Harris' daughter)
in Lompoc. The McClimons remained in Lompoc
until 1911.  Rev. McClimon’s health improved
greatly during their successful ministry at the
Baptist church. They spent six months at a church
in Arizona — supposedly for the hot dry climate there
- and then returned to England where Rev.
McClimon had a long and successful life in the
Baptist ministry. Lompoc was good for his health...

Rev. James and Mary McClimon came to the
Lompoc Baptist Church in April, 1908. Rev. H. E.
Marshall, who preceded him built the “Prayer
meeting room” (North wing added to the sanctuary)
and the belfry and steeple — at the cost of $1250.00.
The value of the property was listed as $3500.00.

R J Lamar was Sunday School Superintendent
in 1908 and Miss Nellie Guldager (later Mrs. Fred
Tolbert) became Supt. In 1909. Rev. McClimon,
with others, attended the Santa Barbara Association
meeting in October, 1909. Church membership was
listed as 63 (an increase of 6) in 1908 and 66 at the
end of 1909.
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