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The following story was written by Turquoise
Taylor Grant in 2005. Harry Day, at the age of
93, was the guide on a trip to Pt. Conception
Lighthouse with Ms. Grant and Barbara Walsh.

The Currents That Meet At Conception

The road to Jalama Beach curves through the
hills, covered in a green velvet throw tossed
casually aside by some giant hand, down
through the oaks and eucalyptus windbreaks, to
the sea. The hills should be losing their green
this late in the year, but owing to months of
rain, the flowers still bloom and the grass waves
tall and un-mowed along the pitted asphalt
road. We are running late, and I’m driving
carefully along the unfamiliar road, down
toward the beach to meet Barbara Walsh and
her friend Harry Day, our official ticket to Cojo
Ranch. Harry’s 93 years old, and retired from
the ranch for thirty years or so, but still likes to
get out there when he can.

I drove into the parking lot, steering with one
hand and taping the day pass onto the glass of
the windshield with the other. The lot is heost to
alazy parade of guys in wetsuits, girls in ruffled
flip skirts shuffling in flip flops and licking ice
cream cones, kids on skateboards. We found a
parking spot and waved to Barbara, standing at
the far end of the lot, next to a line of shining
antique cars. “Here,” said Barbara, “Let me
introduce you to Harry,” and led us to a small,
elderly man with a kind face, wearing a checked
shirt and sitting at a nearby table. He had a
strong handshake, and a quiet, folksy manner,
and I marveled at him, he is the oldest person
I’ve ever met, and I wanted to study him.

“Pleased toknow ya!” said Harry, with a nod
and a smile.

Barbara helped Harry into the car, and he
laughed when he got settled, and said, “Well, I
made it!” We replied, “The hard part’s getting
out!” and Harry laughed genially. “Got your
seatbelt on Harry?” asked Barbara, and he
doubled-checked it and nodded a perfunctory
Yes. Harry has no family of his own, but
Barbara watches out for him with kindness and
respect, keeping a promise she made to her
mother. We started on our way up the hill out
of Jalama Beach, to the private road that leads
to the locked gate that leads to the gorgeous
expanse known as Cojo Ranch.

There are seven locks on the gate, and armed
with the combination the gate swung open. Our
gate keeper hung on for the ride, jumping off to
secure the lock again. We progressed inside,
following the long, uneven road to Point
Conception. Barbara drove slowly, both hands
on the wheel, avoiding holes and up swellings.

“Shoulda seen this road before it was paved,”
Harry offered from the front seat. “Oh, we
tried to keep it in order....had eight head of
horses on the grader...” He trailed off. Harry
worked the ranch for 47 years, grading roads
and mowing hay and breaking horses. The
grounds look wild to me, alive with fox tails and
flowers, rolling hills of oak trees. We came
upon a stand of eucalyptus. “Those trees are

new, “ said Harry. The trees were fifty feet
high.

We had an escort to the Point Conception
lighthouse. We were met on the road by an
employee of Cojo Ranch, going the opposite
direction, and stopped, rolling down her
window. “That Harry Day?” she called, and we
affirmed it. “I’m sposed to meet you,” she said,
because the Coast Guard had ruled that no



Pt Conception Lighthouse History

The original lighthouse was a one-story, cape
cod dwelling with a tower rising through the
center sitting about 215 feet above the ocean,
later being replaced at a lower elevation.
Construction supplies were freighted down the
coast from San Francisco and offloaded at Cojo
Ranch. Supplies were then loaded onto wagons
and carried through the sand sometimes
reaching the hubs of the wagons. The original
structure designed to house the old-fashioned
Argand lamp and reflector system was
completed in 1854. This was later torn down to
house the first-order Fresnel lens in the lantern
room,

The first lighthouse keeper, George Parkinson,
arrived in 1855, before the tower was
reconstructed for the Fresnel lens. The new lens
arrived in September of that year and on
February 1856 the lens was first activated. The
Pt Conception lighthouse was the sixth
operating on the west coast.

Changes were made over the years to the
lighthouse station. In 1872 a first-class steam
fog signal was installed on a large flat area over
100 feet down the bluff from the lighthouse to
replace the earlier bell. A decision was made in
1875 by the lighthouse board to dismantle the
old dwellings at the station, which were in
disrepair, and built accommodations for the
keepers. Without funding the plan was never
completed. In 1880 , with the lighthouse tower
requiring wood supports to hold it up Congress
finally funded the reconstruction of a new light
to be located lower on the bluff, near the fog
horn. Lighthouse keepers cottages were also
built at this time. It was determined the lower
location would be lower than the log line.

In 1882 a fourth-order Fresnel lens was
transported to the point where it was used while
the first-order was dismantled and installed in
the new tower. The lens was lighted for the first
time June 20, 1882.

In 1905, a large complex for the keepers was
built at the top of the 280 step staircase leading
to the lower level. Construction replacing the

original lighthouse was completed in 1912. The
station was automated in 1973.

Displaying a red roof, a sea green lantern room,
a skirt of granite around its base, the light house
is an impressive building.

A complete history of the lighthouse from
beginning to today is being written for publication
in September by Willard T, hompson of the
Maritime Museum in Santa Barbara, with much
help from members of our own historical society,
and from former keepers and SJamilies. We will
have publicity for that later.

Pt. Conception Lighthouse History information
from www.lighthousefriends.com




visitors go unescorted to the lighthouse. We
followed her until the potholes in the road
became too hazardous for Barbara. Qur guide
drove fearlessly picking a path through the
potheles, but Barbara stopped the car near the
former lighthouse keeper’s house, and we
walked the rest of the way. I’d seen the house a
week before when I rode the train up the coast,
but now I was up close and realized it was
abandoned, the windows broken. In the road a
rusted-out wreck of a car languished.
Barbara’s took Harry’s arm, and we made our
way up the pitted drive.

At the top of the hill was a shed with an
enormous radar antenna, and a warning,
“Emissions at this location may exceed FCC
standards for human levels..” 1 stopped
reading, and kept moving toward a high
retaining wall at the edge of the paved areas.
Looking over the wall, I held my breath,
because I wanted to scream, or laugh, or maybe
jump over it. I looked down at Point
Conception, at the violent surf sending spray
crashing onto the rocks, turkey vultures
hovering, seals silhouetted in the waves, and
many wooden steps leading down a steep cliff
covered in ice plants down to a stout elegant
lighthouse far below.

“Can I go down the stairs?” I asked our guide,
and her spotted fur earmuffs bobbed a Yes.

The steps were steep and precarious a
splintered handrail the only guide The wind
howled. “Thirty-five,” I yelled, meaning the
wind speed, in knots. “Maybe twenty”, was the
reply. Then I insisted, “Forty, knowing I was
overstating, but it felt like forty, it felt like fifty
maybe as I stepped carefully down those high
plank steps to the lighthouse below, around ice
plant and darting lizards and drifts of sand.

There is no shelter at Point Conception, the
place where the Alaskan currents meet the
California currents in a tenuous and constant
tango.

Our guide accompanied us to the lighthouse,
and stood placidly by as I raved, astounded by
the structure, its location at the seeming end of
the world, at the violent surf below. The first

lighthouse was built in 1854 and manages a
certain delicacy in addition to its solid, stubborn

blockiness. An artful hand designed the copper
roof atop the light tower, stopping short of

whimsy, but acceding to a ball finial at its
terminus.

The point itself lies well below the lighthouse,
and there is no way to reach it. We went out as
far as we could—out to the concrete pad where
the foghorn stands, a tall metal cylinder alone in
the remnants of a building long gone. When the
foghorn sounds, it is deafening, and from ten
feet away, the concrete vibrated under my feet.
One ran up and touched the foghorn, smiling
back and beckoning but the wind was so strong
I was afraid to go further out. I screamed and
covered my ears, laughing, when the foghorn
sounded again, afraid to touch it as if it were a
wild, living thing.

The Chumash, a Native American tribe
indigenous to the area, believe that Point
Conception is the gate through which souls exit
this world. Standing at the point, with the land
cutting sharply away behind me on either side,
and only a slight, crooked finger of rock ahead,
I felt like I was on a diving board, ready to
spring off the continent and fly. Never have I
felt so loosely tethered to the earth, it was as if
the wind could draw out my soul and carry it
off.

When our ears felt frozen, we turned to the
land, to climb the 185 steps or so..I can’t
remember, back to the top of the hill where
Harry and Barbara had remained. Harry sat
patiently in the lee of the retaining wall, his
collar up, winning the award for Good Sport of
the year. We all looked out to the horizon, to
the startling expanse of blue haze past the end
of the continent, and Harry said. “It sure was
pretty when all those other building were
there.” We looked down at the concrete
footprint of the ruins, and nodded in silent
agreement, trying to imagine it.



COMING EVENTS
MARK YOUR CALENDAR

LABOR DAY WEEKEND
AUGUST 30 - DINNER AT ELKS
SEPTEMBER I- BBQ AT RYON PARK

**Reservation Flyer In This Issue**
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*FOR SALE*

The Lompoc Historical Society has a selection
of publications, books, pamphlets and various
historical items for sale in the Reference Room
at the Fabing-Mc Kay-Spanne House, 207 No L
St and at T & T Sweet Repeats, 110 W Ocean
Ave in Myra Huyck Manfrina’s vendor space.

Executive Board
Karen Paaske - President
Ardeanne Machado Eckert - 1* Vice President
Harvey Wynne - 2" Vice President
Debbie Schuyler Manfrina - Secretary
Jeannette Miller Wynne - Treasurer
Julie McLaughlin- Corresponding Secretary
Directors:
Barbara Mundell Cabral, Edward Everett,
Maury Hoag, Myra Huyck Manfrina,

Vance Newcomb, Rose Machado Roberts, Readon
“Donnie” Grossi Silva, Carolyn Huyck Strobel,
Jesse Jones, Dan Dutra, Brian Donelson, Irma

Gadway, Lyla Sechrest, Don Fletcher

Maintenance Projects

The Reference Room, Museum, and Carriage
House building has a new roof replacing the
original one. The roofing was contracted with a
local business.

A new fence and gate connecting the Reference
Room building to the Blacksmith Shop at the
alley has been replaced. This was built by Harvey
Wynne and Jesse Jones. Harvey and Jesse seem to
walk around with a paint brush and hammer in
their hands!

Plans are being developed to landscape the
yard, detailing space for additional rose gardens.
When the plans are approved the landscaping will
be completed in stages.

Improved lighting has been installed in the
Carriage House and Blacksmith Shop. This was
completed by Harvey Wynne and Jesse Jones.

The roses and yard maintenance is an
everlasting task. The dedicated docents are Jo
Hoag, Lorraine Schuyler Richardson and Dan
Dutra. The two large palm trees at the front of
the house have been removed as they were
diseased.

Adreanne Machado Eckert and Rose Machado
Roberts are caring for the house.

Organizing school pictures, and memorial
plaques along with her secretary duties is Debbie
Schuyler Manfrina.

The reference room is full of docents tending
to the mountain of information, pictures and
memorabilia. Guests doing research always leave
pleasantly pleased with the information found.

The Carriage House is sparkling thanks to
Brian Donelson.

The docents are looking for someone to
volunteer to clean and maintain the Museum
Room. This will take just a few hours a month.
The Museum is open every Monday and
Thursday from 8:30am to 11:00 am. A willing
person can schedule their own hours.



The Rugged Pt. Conception Coastline




Labor CDay Dinner - GFriday - August 30, 2013

Lompoc Elks Lodge 2274
905 East Ocean CAvenue

$25.00 pev person
Oncludes Elhs Lodge Fees and Eratuity

Steak %%‘@3 Deans, Salad, French %wad,%#eo/, Dessent

Honoring Class of 1963 - 50 Year Reunion
High School Hall of Fame Inductee
Make Reservations Early - 285 Maximum Capacity at Elks Lodge

Labor Day Weekend Reservations MUST Be Received By August 16, 2013

ER R S R R )

Sunday, September 1, 2013
Chicken BBQ at Ryon Park
$10.00 per person - Pay at the Park
Served at Noon

Return this portion with your check to LVHS, PO BOX 88, Lompoc, CA 93438

RESERVATIONS MUST BE IN OUR HANDS BY AUGUST 16,2013
Labor Day Dinner at Lompoc Elks Lodge - $25.00 per person

Name of Each Person
Address
Phone #

BBQ at Ryon Park - $10.00 per person - PAY AT THE PARK
Number Attending




Karen’s Chronicles

The Oral History Project’s display at the
Lompoc Museum ends September 22. Patricia
Sazani, project manager, had the old tapes
digitized and transeribed. The exhibit features
photos, bios and short audio clips from recordings
in the 1970's and 80's. Taking part were: Ruth
Anderson, Tony Armas, Francis “Mutt” Beattie,
John Begg, Leroy Begg, Anne Calvert, Margaret
Canfield, Juanita Centeno, Pat Stillman Cook,
Harry Day, Alison Flanagan, Dr. Laurence Heiges,
Irma Henderson, Erwin Holloway, Inez Penza
Hoffman, Cecelia Glidden Larsen, Robert Lilley,
Cesarina Pensa Loustalot, Bob Lower, Alissa
Lafourcade Lower, Stella Dyer Luneburg,
Kenneth Main, Louise Mollath, Walter Manfrina,
Ed Negus, Rose Neiman, Bob Pendley, William
Perozzi, Bibblee Poett, Attilio Rivaldi, Alera
Salzman Spanne, Walter Spanne, Elsie Sperber,
Kenneth Stiliman, Helen Ruffner Thompson, Fred
Valla, Malcolm Williams, Elsa Horn Wygal,
Walter Ziesche. Eventually the reference room
will create binders with CD’s and transcripts, and
cross reference into family files and subjects.
Thanks to generous grants from Santa Barbara
Foundation, Santa Barbara County Arts
Commission, Santa Barbara Bewl Education
Outreach and Santa Barbara Bank & Trust, and
the support of individual donors, both directly and
through the online fund raising platform at
Kickstarter.com, the audio from the collection has
been fully digitized and the interviewed are close
to being fully transcribed.

The Santa Cruz Island trip with an overnight
at the field station led by Steve Junak was a great
success. Visiting the Main ranch, home of the
Nature Conservancy, amazed everyone. Steve is
willing to do it again in 2014, so if you are
interested, please let me know.

The Point Conception lighthouse first order
Fresnel lens glows in the Santa Barbara Maritime
Museum after cleaning by James Woodward and
his team. Hope all that attended the June 6
presentation enjoyed his informative talk. The
official opening with exhibits completed will be
September 22. Admission for seniors is only $4.00.

Celebrating the Class of 1963 on Labor Day
weekend will be fun for all. Join us at the Elks on
August 30, and Ryon Park September 1.

From the Treasurer's Desk..

Jeannette Wynne

A special note to members who are not life
members but pay their dues annually:
Membership renewals will be mailed out soon.
Your dues are payable on September 1* of each
year. Please return your membership info in the
envelope provided promptly. Your treasurer
really appreciates it!

Next up is the annual reunion dinner at the Elks’
Lodge August 30™.. This year we will honor the
class of 1963. This is a large class and
reservations have been pouring in. Get yours in
ASAP if you haven’t already! Please mail to P.O.
Box 88, Lompoc, 93438. The Picnic/Chicken
BBQ at Ryon Park is Sunday September 1* will
be next. You pay for the BBQ at the park that
day. The cost is $10 per person. Come hungry!
You will find reservation forms for these events
elsewhere in this newsletter. Be sure to get yours
in soon!

If you have any questions about these events,
please contact me @ 737-1170 or email:
cybernana@verizon.net



Lompoc Valley Historical Society, Inc.
PO BOX 88

Lompoc, CA 93438

Calendar
OPEN HOUSES AND WORK DAYS
FOR THE NEXT THREE MONTHS
All dates and times are open for tours and research

Each Monday and Thursday during the month
except National Holidays:
8:30 am to 11:00 am

Open Houses - Fourth Saturday of the Month:
10:00 am to 1:00 pm
August 31
September 28
October 26
Lynn Clock usually plays the Aeolian Organ at the
Saturday Open House

Mark Your Calendar
Labor Day Weekend
Find us on the internet at www.L.ompocHistory.org
and Facebook at www.facebook.com then search
Lompoc Valley Historical Society.
Inquiries may be left at these locations
Lompoc Valley Historical Society, Inc
Lompoc, California

Non Profit Organization
U.S. POSTAGE PAID
Permit No. 16

Lompoc, CA 93436

I WISH TO JOIN THE SOCIETY - I am enclosing $

in payment for the year
MARK CLASS OF MEMBERSHIP
*ANNUAL DUES*
Single Membership - $25.00
Family Membership : (in household) $35.00
Sustaining: person or group offering monetary support
without participation in activities:
Individual - $50.00 and Groups - $100.00
Patron and Businesses, etc. - $250.00
Junior Membership - Under Age 18 - $5.00
*LIFETIME MEMBERSHIP*
Individual - $250.00
Family - $350.00
Organization - $500.00
*MEMORIAL CONTRIBUTIONS*
Special memorials may be made in the name of a deceased
person in any dollar amount.

Please give year of birth and death for that person.
Include name and address for deceased family members.
Please mail with check to:

Lompoc Valley Historical Society, Inc.

PO BOX 88, Lompoc, CA 93438
PHONE 805 735-4626



