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This is the first part of a series on life in Lompoc during the
first and second decade of the 1900’s, written from the sharp memory
of one who was born in Lompoc and went all through Lompoc schools of
that era. -- A Glimpse into Lompoc’s Past -- by one who was there!

[If you notice repetitive paragraphs or topics, we use them as she
did to emphasize a point, or to enhance a subject. ]

I was born in Lompoc Valley on 7
Feb. 1898, a year my parents, John
"Jack" and Jeanette "Nettie" (McaAdam)
Loynachan, always spoke of as THE DRY
YEAR. It was the culmination of a
series of dry years and the driest in
the memories of Lompocans of that
period. It was particularly hard on
a young couple, in a new land, just
starting out to get a toe-hold on
western farming, and expecting their
first baby.

My father, a
ince of Quebec,

native of the Prov-
Canada, and my mother
of Ontario, Canada, had known each
other in their Canadian youth. When
mother’s father died she, the young-
est of a family of 13, was left with
no immediate family in Canada. She
decided to follow her older sisters
to the Western United States.
After visiting a married sister and
brothers in Oregon, then a sister and
family in Hueneme, CA, Nettie came

to Lompoc where her youngest brother
Quinten McAdam and his family lived.
They had come with Mrs. Carrie Mc-
Adam’s parents, the Bradley Thomases,
attracted by Lompoc’s foundation as a
temperance settlement.

Nettie decided California was for
her and since Lompoc had little to
offer a single girl, she went to San

Francisco - "The City" to all at that
time. Through her Baptist Church af-
filiation she found lodging in a fam-
ily boarding home, and those people
became 1life-long friends. Mother was
proficient in shorthand, the old Pitt-
man system, and secured a Jjob as sten-

ographer in a large wholesale drug
company.

Meanwhile, my father arranged his
family affairs so he could follow
Nettie to California. The only son,
middle child of six sisters, he had
been head of the family since age 12,

when his father died and his mother
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land, good for hay and grain, with
pasturage above the grain field. Dad
planted a big patch of alfalfa along
Ocean Avenue. There was a windmill
for water by the road. A drainage
ditch that ran along the road was
crossed at our driveway by a small 3-
plank bridge.

It was a grand place for a 3 year
old to puddle, catch polywogs, watch
dragonflies and to chew wild celery
growing there. There was a willow
tree and a big clump of bull nettles
to learn about. T picked small bou-
quets of radish, mustard, dog fennel,
wildflowers and others to take back
to my mother who knew the names of
almost all the native plants, and had
time to teach and show me, so I
learned the names of all the wild
flowers and grasses.

A giant rosebush - Marchaniel, a
very fragrant floribunda type -
sprawled on the west fence of our
front vyard. Mother planted a row of
pepper trees along the driveway Jjust
outside the yard fence. She was en-
thralled by the beauty of these new,
to her, trees.

Every late forencon when the cows
had had their fill, and the wind, as
always, had come up, the herd of
several cows and whatever horses were
pasturing, came up under the shelter
of the cypress trees. I collected my
pencil and paper and a book and ran
out to "teach" them - thus beginning
my eventual profession. I named all
the animals.

I learned to know the teams and
names of <the valley people driving
back and forth along Ocean Avenue, a
cloud of dust following their rigs on
windy days, which were most of the
time. Farmers planted cypress or
bluegum windbreaks along their west
property lines, figuring the loss of
a wide strip of field too shaded
along the hedge was offset by pro-
tection from wind and drifting soil.

During our tenancy Dad built a
buggy shed close to the back yard. It
had a wooden plank floor and here my
mother had her washing machine and
equipment. She washed over a wash-
board, and as soon as possible got a
washing machine, run by hand, back
and forth. She carried water from
the rain barrel outside, and heated
it over an o0ld stove. She kept 3
small children spotless, and saw that
we girls wore our sunbonnets snugly
tied to keep our complexions from any
hint of suntan!

Before Dean was born in 1901 my
father added a bedroom onto the west
side of the house. The young son of
our neighbors across Ocean Avenue,
Clyde Huyck, son of Scott and Augusta
Huyck, came over to watch him. Clyde
was on crutches due to a broken leg.
Their farm extended along Ocean to
Floradale.

My father often took me with him
out about his farm duties. I trudged
across the stubble and up into the
brushy hillside to find a calf newly
born. I was always an eager passen-
ger on the high seat of the spring

wagen on rip to the creamery on
China Creek (Willow Avenue -~ the
building is still there). We drove
up the ramp to the unlecading chute.
It was dim inside and smelled of sour
milk and buttermilk, with a whirring
of belts and machinery that did the
separating and churning.

Life for my mother was busy and
rugged. We usually had a hired man,
mostly one of the young sons of an
older Lompoc farmer. Mother prepared
3 hearty meals. If the men were far
afield, she packed a huge lunchbox.
She canned fruit and vegetables and
made bread twice a week. She planted
and helped tend garden. If all the
men were busy in the field she har-
nessed her own horse +to the buggy,
lifted her three children into place
and drove herself to town for needed
shopping, or a visit to Aunt Carrie
and Uncle Quinten McAdam, and cousins
Leella and Cecile.

If our garden was "done" she drove
to the China Creek gardens, west of
the Henry McCabe place (near M and
Locust) where she could get fresh
vegetables from the Chinaman who had
the garden - hence the name "China
Creek"!




~ e

soon after, so he was no stranger to
farming and hard work.

When his youngest sister graduated
and began teaching, he sold the@r
farm, and divided the proceeds. His
first job was in the Fort Bragg lum-
ber business. He and mother married
in September, 1893, 1in Hueneme, at
the home of her sister, Agnes - Mrs.

Henry Dewar.
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They settled in the north end of
Lompoc Vvalley on Matt Nichols’ Santa
Lucia Canyon ranch. Those were lean
days. My father worked for various
of the older, settled farmers, inter-
mittantly, when Crops needed extra
help, hoeing weeds, helping with hay-

ing, etc.,
a day, no

for as little as 50 cents
more than $1. They were

able to buy a team of horses, a cow,
and farm equipment and live very frug-
ally.

There were no game laws in those
years, no limitations. Dad could bag
a big mess of quail with his shotgun
almost in their own yard. Even
mother learned to use the gun with

good results.
She loved the

natural beauty of
California.

She rode on one of their
dappled greys with Dad on the other,
but always side-saddle, the way she
had been taught in her Canadian girl-
hood. Later in my own girlhood, she

made the concession of letting me
ride astride, but never in pants,
only in long culotte skirts.

In the Fall of 1897, they were able
to take a 5-year lease on the small
farm on West Ocean Avenue just west
of Floradale Avenue, south side. Tt
was owned by Capt. Robert Sudden of
the Bank of Lompoc, and of the coast-
wise shipping company family. It was
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while at this place that all three of
us children were born, Bernice in
1900 and Dean in 1901.
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The small

house had two bedrooms,
and was nestled behind a group of
huge cypress trees, a windbreak at
the west. A white picket fence sur-
rounded the big yard and the sizable
barn and corral and water trough were
on toward the hill, on a gentle slope
that offered quite an acreage of farm
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and there was no one in
fix it. Undaunted, mother
bought a big piece of felt, took the
piano all apart and laid it out in
order on the parlor floor. She cut
and fitted and glued each part and re-
assembled it. We always Kknew our
mother could do anything!

Then she had to wait for an itiner-
ant piano tuner to come through the
valley, and she "stood over him"
until the Jjob suited her. It was a
very pretty ' rosewood upright, with a
lovely tone, but it had a wooden
sounding board and only in recent
years did that crack.

My sister and I had music lessons
on it from Mrs. McGee [in her big
house at 131 North L St.] Bernice
became a really good pianist and she

kept the piano after our mother’s
death.

Another hired girl was Eva Ball.
Pretty and lively, she was the daugh-

ter of Ellis and Adela Ball. She
later married Lester Schuyler, one of
the three Schuyler brothers, Eugene,
Milton and Lester, sons of W. H. Sch-
uyler who planted the famous Schuyler
Cherry Orchard.

Aunt Sally Saunders came to stay
with mother when Bernice was born. I
remember driving with mother up past
the cemetery on a bright spring day
to see Aunt Sally. The hills and
roadsides were green with lots of
California poppies and other wild
flowers. Aunt Sally showed mama and
me a teapot from which she told us
her sister had poured tea for Abraham
Lincoln. At that time I did not ful-
ly comprehend who Abraham Lincoln
was, but was very impressed that her
big sister Ann Rutledge had died and
left him very unhappy.

(Aunt Sally, known by that affect-
ionate name by all the community, was
the wife of John Park Saunders and
was of the Rutledge family of Lincoln
fame. She 1lived in her big house
just east of the cemetery on the hill-
side for many years.]

When my brother Dean was born we
had a trained nurse, Miss Grace Sil-
sby, a sister of our doctor M.S.
Kelliher’s wife. We were very fond
of her. She married Guy Hibbits and
lived on his farm across the river in
Purisima district [Hibbits family
still owns the farm today], and we
would drive to see them and their 3
sons. Mulberry trees lined the road-
side along the ranch entrance and the

huge cherry trees rivaled the Schuy-
ler Cherry Orchard.

Sometime during our 5 year tenancy
on the Sudden place, Dad and mother
bought 5 acres of vacant land on East
Ocean Avenue at the very eastern city
limits. It was sandy loam soil with
a tendancy to drift in the vigorous
spring winds. Some of the elder fam-
ily and friend farmers were skeptical
of dad’s choice. But dad was a good
farmer and through the years, fertil-

izing, ploughing under weeds and
planting half of the block to Bel-
fleur apple trees, eventually tamed
it into what 1later became among the
best production 1land in the valley.
Dad added 15 acres more from time to
time. {a nursery occupies that spot
today. ]
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Apples were big as a paying crop in
those days. It was not until some
years later that orchards were over-
taken by pests and farmers did not
have either +the information or the
machinery to combat them. Most of
those who had paying producing orch-
ards eventually grubbed them out in
favor of mustard or bean crops. But
our Belfleurs remained all during our
tenancy until after dad and mother
sold out in 1918.

Dad had planted some pumpkins for
cattle fodder with large success, not
only in crop amount, but in size. One
huge one dad earmarked for entrance
in the State Fair in Sacramento, and
brought it home to the Sudden Place.
It was placed in the lean-to at the
back of the buggy shed, close to the
house. In the night a cow got loose
and ate a great hole in the top side
of the pumpkin, spoiling dad’s hopes,
so mother got out her camera and dad

cleaned out the pumpkin and they set
me inside it, just my head and bonnet
showed above the edge. I was a

little past 2 years old!
My father also leased pasture up
the Salsipuedes Canyon on the west



First Baptist Church ~ About 1903
The entrance to the church was on
the east end of the building then

On Sundays we all went to Sunday
School AND church, starched and press-
ed. In spite of the heavy work burd-

ens, mother was quite a socializer.
We had company dinners with one or
another family, invited after church
or on holidays. She was an excellent
cook.

I remember our little ranch home as

warm and homey. The long kitchen ran
along the whole south side of the
house with a pantry at one end and

the back door at the other. a big

woodstove stood fairly near the pan-—
try door, and a woodbox behind the
stove, which it became my duty, from

age 3, to fill, hauling wood up the
low porch steps and into the kitchen
with my little homemade wagon.

There was a couch we called the
lounge, where papa lay reading his
California cultivator or Toledo Blade
while waiting to be called to dinner.
The 1long dining table was covered
with a checkered tablecloth between
meals, but always a white one for
meals.

Nothing was arranged primarily for
convenience. Water had to be carried
in from outside faucets. Bread making

and all cooking was done in the pan-—
try, but the stove was quite a few
steps out into the kitchen. It was

low, and mother had to stand, stoop
and 1ift a great deal and carry food
and dishes from the pantry to the
table.

At ten o’clock every morning mother
called us 1in from play for a big mug
of milk and bread, butter and jelly
Oor a cookie, as we sat in a row on
the 1lounge. Mother also had hired
help, 1local girls who 1lived in and
who became all time friends. I espec-
ially remember Birdie Bullock, whose

family lived up Cebada Canyon 1in
Santa Rita.

She was fair, plump, vigorous and
jolly. On one of her days-off she

took me home with her. It was the
height of springtime. The house sat
up the slope across the road, and the
hillside was a carpet of wildflowers.
Birdie turned me 1loose and I was no
further trouble to her, as I tried to
pick them all.

One memory of Birdie remains as a

vivid 1lesson to me forever. After
supper I was "helping® her and mother
clear up. Birdie 1laid the folded
checkered tablecloth behind her,

ready to spread as the final job, and
turned to do or say something. I
grabbed it and with one wild flap
spread it over the table and the
table lamp, which fell over, spilling
coal oil all over and sputtering.

Birdie, with one quick swoop, grab-
bed the cloth and 1lamp in a bundle
and threw it out the back door where
it exploded with a 1loud boom and
burned. Forever after I was overly
cautious with our lamps, and drove my
parents crazy getting up in my
nightie to see if the night light was
safe, the wick not burning too low
into the o0il, etc.

It also was one of my jobs a few
years later to wash and polish all
the lamp chimneys each forenoon, fill
the bowl with kerosene, and trim the
wicks.

Our farm house 1living room had a
small potbellied iron stove in one
corner where stood mother’s 1little
sewing rocker, with no arms to inter-
fere. Mama used to rock us and teach
us 1little songs. A folding bamboo
screen with cretonne curtains made a
cozy place for our baby’s baths every
morning, and we watched baby brother
splash in the big china wash bowl.
The warm water was carried in a huge

china pitcher. We called this room
the parlor and it held bookcases and
chairs.

But the real centerpiece was mama’s
piano with its stool that turned and
turned and creaked, driving mama to
distraction. The piano had been left
to mother by one of her older sisters
who had been married and died in New

York while mother was still young.
When mother came to San Francisco she
left it stored in a warehouse in New
York and it was quite a while after
their marriage before they could af-
ford to send for it. It came by boat

to Port Harford in San Luis Obispo
harbor, then by freight team over the
Los Alamos grade to Lompoc.

Upon arrival they found mice had
riddled the felting on all the inter-




upcn the stage line from Port Harford

and San Luis Obispo via the Los
Alamos Grade. Los Alamos, though
still on the main highway south, lost

much of its importance to Lompoc.
fore the trains,
stage stopover.
was completed

Be-

it was a thriving
The S.P. main line
as far as Surf [1898].
It was some time after my birth that
the big engines were all steam, and
had to stop for water at the big tank
at Surf. Much travel as well as
freight came to Surf and was team-
hauled into Lompoc.

I remember well when the branch
line railroad was built into Lompoc
and the railroad finally was built
around Honda and Cojo to Gaviota
{completing the Gap in the coast
route]. I recall a trip my mother and
I and Mrs. I.M. Clark (Aunt Juliet)
took to visit mother’s sister and
family in Hueneme, before the rail-
road was completed.

We went by spring wagon and stopped

overnight at Ortega’s inn [Canada
Hondo between Refugio and El
Capitan]. Along the Rincon we had to

wait for 1low tide and drive along on
the wet sand.

In 1903 Theodore Roosevelt stopped

at Surf and all our family went to
see him. The memory is set for me
because when his train was finally

arriving baby Dean had gone to sleep
in the waiting room with mama. Papa
went to get her and she finally con-
sented to lay Dean under the benches
on the floor, thoroughly wrapped.
But I was concerned that someone
might take him and hung back to watch
and got lost in the big crowd. About
12 years later I got to shake Teddy’s
hand when we went to greet him as the
Bull Moose Candidate, Third Party in
1912.
Lompoc
open farms
houses, barns
clump of

Valley was a wide space of
with neighboring farm
and sheds marked by a
sheltering trees. Most
farms were delineated by windbreak
hedges, the westerly winds always
blew with steady intensity, more so
than at present in Lompoc Valley,
where changes in ocean currents have
influenced the weather. The valley
was marked off about every quarter
mile by avenues across Ocean, in
regular and orderly fashion, more
visable then in the open valley.

Our neighbors were the Scott Huycks,
whose house and barn were directly
across the avenue from our place -

of their sons 1lived at home at
this time: Frank and Clyde. At the
corner of Huyck’s land, at Floradale
Avenue, on the west, was the home of
the Tommy Lewis family, in a neat
white house owned by the Day family.
Mrs. Ada Lewis was one of the Read
family, very English.

They were members of the Baptist
Church which our family attended -
Ada, Grace and Gertie - Mrs. Charles
Rudolph. The Lewises had 4 sons,
George, Frank, Raymond and Ralph, and
later after we moved to the Robinson
ranch the daughter they had wanted
was born, Irene, who married Louis
Huseman, and another son Jack, who
was a long-time Santa Barbara County
Clerk, in adulthood. My earliest
playmates included the Lewis boys.

My parents visited back and forth
with Lewises and Leeges who owned the
farm directly west of us. The next
farm was owned by Finley McClure,
whose daughter Blanche married Milton
Schuyler. I do not know who owned
the block of land just east of us on
our side of the Avenue, but at the
time we were on the Sudden place it
was farmed by Johnny Thompson, with
whom I remember my father and I visit-
ing over the fence, a fence I often
crawled under to pick bouquets of
mustard, wild radish, blue eyed grass
and tiny weed flowers. There was a
two story house on its eastern side..

My life-long friend, Alison
Richardson, later DeBolt, then Flana-
gan, was born there the October be-
fore me in 1897, and, with the ex-
ception of our first two grades, we
were classmates all the way through
grammar and high school and vied for
"rank one"™ all through. We both
loved the outdoors, the hills of
Lompoc and our lives ran parallel in
many ways, both teaching, both mar-
ried and 1lived in Santa Barbara, and
then in Southern California, and now
we are both 87 [Gertrude wrote this
several vyears ago - Alison died in
1991] and still keep in touch
regularly and visit whenever we can
and are still able to enjoy many
joint reminiscences.

On up, east, on Ocean Avenue, the
next family on our side was the Jack
Johnson family and three daughters,
Bertha, Gladys and Dorothy who was my
age, and with whom I loved to visit.
I ran away because I couldn’t wait
for Bernice’s nap time to be over in
the afternoon for a promised visit to
the Johnsons with mother.

two
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just at the top of the grade

the road divides to go to the
Rosa. On the right hand side
was a large pond where the cows
down to drink, and a corral.
There Papa and his hired Swiss milk-
ers milked the cows. By then the
milk in the big cans was sent by
train to be processed in The City.

There were run-a-ways to liven life
- a fractious horse would be spooked
by a small dog running out or some-
thing flapping in the wind, or the
local train, and take off, sometimes
with the driver sawing at the bits,
or sometimes unattended with lines
dragging under their heels.

On trips to town with my father I
remember knots of men gathered at the
blacksmith shop -~ Beyerholm’s at I
and Ocean, or Spanne’s near by, or at
Plumm’s on East Ocean across from the
Livery Stable. We always stopped at
Mrs. Moore’s little store on Ocean at
I ([next to the present Victorian Cor-
ner, see legacy #20]. It had a
wooden porch and a few steps up. It
was with great Jjoy that I selected
candy -my favorite was Jjelly beans,
and gave Mrs. Moore my nickel. She
put the candy in a small paper sack
with stripes of red, blue and green.

Next door was Uncle Quin’s store,

McAdam & Smith Hardware, with Walter
Smith the partner. Walter Smith was
a tall dark young man whose wife and

children attended the Baptist Church
and were our friends. Their daughter
Marian was older than I. Clifford
was my age. Leslie, Alden and the
little boy Robert, we called "Mee
Too" because he always insisted on
tagging and urgently calling "mee-
too".

One time when papa and I were "up
town" there was big excitement at the

depot up on Laurel and H.
had gotten

The engine
off the track somehow in
switching and of course we had no
Cranes or equipment as they do now,
and I watched a milling group of
perspiring men, each having his own
idea, how to pry and lift.

Trips to Surf for picnics with
family or Sunday School. The ten
miles seemed a long, slow journey to
me then and was marked with landmarks
and stops to rest and water our
teams. At Surf we went down onto the
beach on a steep little sandy grade
at the side of the section house, and
teams were tied up and rigs parked in

well back, as the
horses often were nervous and
unsettled by the sound of the surf,
and the wind and the trains.

The dunes offered shelter when we
spread our lunches on blankets or
tablecloths. The ocean at SsSurf is,
and has always been very rough, with
a vicious undertow, so all we did was
pin up our skirts and overalls and
wade, with the older folks close by
watching us carefully. On one such
occasion I was knocked down by under-
tow and carried out despite myself,
until Dad and Uncle Quin had to rush
out, <c¢lothes and all, up to their
waists and struggle to get me back.
Dripping wet, I felt terribly scared
and embarrassed in front of all the
exclaiming crowd.

My clothes were taken off and hung
on drift wood poles close to a fire,

the sand dunes

and I was wrapped in.a blanket. My
cousin Cecile, piqued that I was get-
ting all that attention, scoffed that

I was Jjust a cry-baby, and she would
show me. Unnoticed, she dared go out
and as the tide receded got caught
and tumbled and pulled out so far
that when noticed it took a chain of
hands and a very scarey struggle to
get her. She Jjoined me in the wet
circle much subdued.

It seems amazing in this day of

autos and 15 or 20 minutes to these
picnic places that were all-day-long
trips, but Lompocans did not let the
distances stop them. We went to Jal-
ama, Cojo, Gaviota to camp and up the
coast to the "Rocky Beach" (or "The
Rocks"), where Vandenberg AFB now has
the public shut off. The remnants of

the o0ld wharf were
absorbing hours exploring the pools
and the men fished off a rocky point
and gathered mussels, 1in season, to
steam for lunch and dip in butter for
lucious treats.

There were

there. We had

also ‘trips to Surf to
meet friends and folks coming from
the south or The cCity. One trip I
well remember was to see President
McKinley. Mother made me a new
dress, calico navy with tiny gold
crowns, and it was my McKinley dress
forever after. I remember McKinley
as a stiff and dignified person in a
frock coat, shaking hands from the
back of the train.

The advent of the S.P. trains al-
tered 1life quite a bit and lessened
Lompoc’s isolation and dependency




It was quite a long block up Ocean.
Mrs. Johnson was washing out in their
back yard, with her wooden hand power-
ed washer. The gray suds allowed to
drain down the yard made many branch-
ing rills that Dorothy and I had
great fun puddling our clothespin
"people” in. Time went by. Mrs.
Johnson had no way to find out if
nama knew where I was, and mama
couldn’t leave to hunt for me. Such
were the days without phones. At
noon papa came riding in on 0ld Kit,
and I will never forget my guilty
feeling as I ran to him and was
hoisted up in front of him.

Mrs. Johnson was a capable, motherly
sort. She persuaded mother to forget
her scruples and join my father in
membership in
and Mr. Johnson and Dad were already
0dd Fellows and Rebeccas.

(Continued in Legacy No. 65, Spring, 1990)

The memories of Gertrude (Loynachan)
Learned will continue in the next issue,
beginning with the families who lived down
the valley and across Ocean Avenue. Then
she will describe many of the turn—of-the-
century Lompoc stores and merchants.

the Rebecca Lodge. She
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