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Hired hands — Autos - Orchards - Move from West of had the capital or connections to

Lompoc to East of Lompoc - Flood of 1907 ~ A pony find 1it, until toward the end of the
named Poly first decade. Developers started
the first Celite Company, built
warehouses and plants along East
Laurel on the railroad, and hired
teams to haul.

W.H. Schuyler had planted quite an
acreage to cherry trees and they
thrived especially well in Lompoc
climate. He became known for his
cherry <crop all over Santa Barbara
County and the State. Strangely no
others followed. Everyone planted
cherries for their own use, but no
others for commercial. My father
planted quite a few on the acreage
he bought at the Lompoc City limits
and Ocean Avenue, and they were just
starting to bear about the time we
sold out. L Alexander McLean
profited from that orchard later.]

Mark Mullenary also worked for
papa, both at the Sudden place and
at the "Robinson Ranch. His brother
John was an occasional helper. The
Mullenary family lived in our
section of the valley, nestled in a
dell in the hills, visible from our
place, and to the southeast of us --
[now a housing section near Avalon
and Olive].

During this period I saw my first
automobile, a Stanley Steamer that
my Uncle Quin and Dr. Harry Dimock
brought down the avenue to show us.
It stalled gquite a way from our
driveway and mother and I went with
papa up the Avenue to see it. They
talked and tinkered and had a hard

time getting back to town. The )
young fellows were all intrigued but Apples had been tried as a crop.
most of the elders were skeptics. I. M. Clark had a big apple orchard
Lompoc was essentially a valley of and shipped to the City, and did
farms, producing and shipping hay, well for several years. Clark used
grain, mustard, beans, onions and to brag loud and long about the
sugar beets. There were no products quality, wuntil fruit pests overtook
except some hauling and shipping of the orchards and orchar@1sts were
lime rock from upper Miguelito, to unable to afford, or did not have
Betteravia and Oxnard, to be used in the knowledge and equipment to

sugar refining. : 1 combat them. Whole orchards were
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Once a year in late winter before
the buds began he did the big
pruning. The brush lay in circles
under every tree. Papa would bring
the team and sled and shove it all
over to the edge of the sandy bank
above the county road. When it
dried we had a glorious bonfire.

Mr. Robinson got a share of all
the fruit he wanted. Papa didn’t
have time to pick fruit so mother
undertook to pick, can and use all
we could. sShe dragged tall, rickety
old ladders around and picked lug
boxes full to sell, glad to get 3
cents per pound tops.

The fig trees had not been topped
(today people top them for easier
picking and to facilitate growth).
We were excited to learn that figs
are almost alone in producing fruit
without first producing blossons.
Mother had quite a task reaching the
figs. They were along the path from
the door vyard to the barns and had
grown so tall they formed a canopy
of green 1in spring and summer, but
sprawling white branches in winter.
The crazy chickens, having roosted
in a tree at Sudden, decided the
chicken house was an unknown gquan-
tity and roosted in the huge purple
fig nearest the barn.

Buildings: two fairly large barns,

a double corral, corn crib, rabbit
hutches and chicken yards, granary
and woodshed that had bed bunks

built in, but obviously hadn’t been
very livable, since the then-cycle
of wet winters had flooded mud down

from the hills and across the
driveway and through some of the
pens.

The ranchhouse itself was a sort

of Jjerry-built plan at best. It was
quite o0ld, having been the residence
of Will Robinson’s parents before
him [1876]. There was a wooden sink,

but no water and a narrow bathroom
off the kitchen, designated as such
by a large tin tub, rusty and
patched.

But the feature that brought
joyous shouts from us children was

an upstairs, a narrow bending flight
off the Kkitchen and a long unfin-
ished room in the attic. It became
a playroom beloved on rainy days and
even later a bedroom for Denzil
Smith who was a teen age hired man
that mother thought should have a
room away from the other hired men

in the new bunk house papa built for
them.

The orchard, too, was our love.
It was a nice sandy loam and made a
huge sand box for children. We had
dragged boxes of various sized empty
bottles from under the granary,
which was built with high flooring
to insure dryness. The elder
Robinsons had been customers of the
Watkins traveling medicine man.
There were even some colored
bottles, mostly green, and many odd
shapes. These we washed at the
chicken yard faucet and they became
our puppets, a family of them for
each <child, named and cherished and
kept in separate boxes.

We children spent happy hours
crawling around the orchard close to
the backyard, building sand houses
and roads. We were not dressed for
it, but mother refused to let us
girls dress in overalls. She made
us bloomers. They got packed full
of sand and negated their
purpose!! Clothes were not made to
suit the activities of the day, as
they are now. There were always the
inevitable hats. Mother tried her
best to keep us in sun bonnets to
"protect” our faces and necks from
the sun. But that was a losing deal
too.

When it rained mama let us lug our
boxes up the stairs, if we wiped the
damp sand carefully off every one.

As we grew older we investigated
the whole ranch, farther and farth-
er. We Kknew when to avoid the cor-
rals and when we could safely cross
through. We were fascinated by the
river bottom, but were not allowed
to roam freely there, only with mama
or papa. However, we grew bolder,
and watched sometimes from the rail-
ing of the bridge approach, some-
times even venturing down through
the willows to the water’s edge.

The river was
thing in winter,
summer then, a quite sizeable
stream, super for wading and picking
little "cat tails" and water cress
and catching polywogs. Sometimes we
stood and watched the hobos in a
temporary camp, cooking dinner in a
can salvaged from the ever present
dump near the approach end of the
bridge.

This dump was a constant headache
for papa. People dumped anything

a wild and scarey
but it ran all



that hag taken
into a paying crop.
reverted +to other
Crops, raising a high
bercentage of the world’s mustard
[99% at one time]. Potatoes dig well
in  the Sandy loam farms, but again
uncontrollable bests put gan end to
profit Production,

While on the Sudden farm the
valley experienced earthquakes, Some
quite Los Alamos was hard-
est hit ang almost destroyed. There
was much discussion as  to whether

grubbed
Years to
Then
ground

out, trees
bring
Lompocans

the newly opened 0il fields around
Orcutt, and the Uniop 0il Fielg
[near Harris Grade] were the cause.

I knew my mother was quite alarmed.
One evening watching my father

teach g newly weaned calf to drink
out of 3 bucket 5 Severe earthquake
made him loge his balance and fall

against the fence. He told me what
was happening and T remember Seeing
with awe-struck eyes the water slosh~-
ing in
box elder
Quivering. My
minimize the Scarey part of the
quakes, but T knew it yag a power
beyond man’s controj .

THE ROBINSON PLACE
Our lease was up on the Sudden
1902-3, My parents

a small baby boy and
town. Hig wife
Phoenix girls -

a beloveg First
Bertha later married
Mr. McCutcheon and wag the Secong
Grade teacher whose place I
inheriteqd Years later,.

I went witp my parents ang family
on a dark October afternoon to in-
Spect the ranch. The house gat back
from the county road where it curved

was one
Sister Hattie was
Grade teacher,

toward the bridge. The gate was
just Opposite what later became the
Dicolite, then Grefco Company, but
was a tillable field then and part

of the ranch, that we kids nicknamed

At the gate the drive-in was along
i eastward ridge of
%ak covered hills that shelteredq the

|

orchard on a tri-
of good soil.

house, barns and
angular bench
this ridge was
of rather
disked angd Plowed ang
planted to barley for hay ang grain.

south west side of these barley
flats, now reverted tqo their orj-
ginal wilq State, dotteq sage
brush ang wild Vegetation. 71t is on
the side of the "barley flats" that

the Lompoc Beautification Commission
Planted the flower sign in 1985,
All the parts of the ranch became

Special environments for us chiig-
ren. We gave areas names like "Bar-—
ley Flatsn, "Little Hiiln "Big
Hillw, "Field Behind the Barns", ang

Seem to think
the house wag much, irf any, improve-
ment over the sudden house. There
Was a cistern but no running water
€XCept on the back porch. A welj
with windmill jip the back garden
near the barns Supplied water for
house, yard, gardens ang Corrals.
Under the brow of the hii) and
sheltered by the row of huge biluye
gums at the gate ang along the drive
and County road, the i
apt to be a bit unpredictable.
best or all, a family

Oorchard from the house to the
curving County road. It had trees
of almost évery kind of fruit in-
cluding several fig Varieties,
cherries, apricots, Several pPlums
and apples, beaches, an almond tree,
pears, berries, vVolunteer sSmall
climbing Cherry tomatoes, rhubarb,
lemons, Oranges, Nectarines and
almost every domestic fruit or Vine.

We had

agreed to take Care

of the orchard. He did a1) the
Pruning and he liked to experiment
with grafting ang put in new trees

had to pe removed.
ranch often, some-

where o1lg Ches
He came to the

times bringing hnisg Small son Warren
who wWas younger than Dean. Mr.
Robinson Spoke very rapidly and it

first for us
understand him. He was
wWith the 3 of us who

him, asking many
He was g wealth of infor-

was difficult at
children to

after
Questions,

5 mation and lore.



river currents

signaling where the
ate into the good farm land and huge

chunks fell into the streanm.
Farmers were distraught. By the New
Year weekend the river was touching
the bridge floor and debris and
drift wood, big logs and piles of
brush floated down and lodged
against the piers, causing anxiety.
Papa kept a big coil of heavy hemp
rope stashed behind the fence at the
top of the sandy bank.

For weeks they had expected
trouble. On Sunday, January 9,
1907, crowds of townspeople came to
view the flood. Rigs drove slowly
back and forth across the bridge.
People seemed to think the o0ld
bridge was infallible. Dad and Mr.
McDonald, both at either end of the
bridge, began warning people.
Finally Uncle Quin McAdanm who had
been at our house for dinner,
started walking across to warn
people and point out that he could
see the bridge bending. Aunt Carrie
and Bernice and I started to follow
him, but he made us go back.

We met two school mates, Anita and
Ethel Cherry, and urged them back
with us. We climbed up the sandy
bank at the foot of our corrals
where papa stood talking and mama
taking pictures, and turned just as
a huge crash sent the bridge
exploding into the air like a box of
thrown matches, and before our
horrified eyes the middle span,
flooring intact, slowly it seemed,
hit the water, wheeled around and
was off.

We could see a single buggy rig
with two people on it, and another
standing. The latter was the oldest
son of John Lind. Mr. Lind had
lashed his team and barely gotten
his spring wagon off the broken
edge. One son, his youngest, Bobby,
clung to the tailboard and got off,
but his older son Alfred was lost.

Mother frantically checked to see
that Dean, Bernice and T were with
papa. Then she and Aunt Carrie were
stunned because we could not know
whether Q.R. McAdam had made it
clear across or not. Soon it was
ascertained that the rig contained

Jesse Riordan and Mrs. Sherm Huyck.
Then someone heard a voice calling
from the submerged willows at the
edge of the galloping main stream.
Dad grabbed his coil of rope and a
team of men waded out toward the

-the Santa Lucia Canyon.

voice, holding onto the rope.
and Walter Murray
Riordan, who had

Papa
reached Jesse
jumped from his

buggy. He was so cold and in shock
he couldn’t let go of his bending
willow, but they socon got him back
and up to town for medical atten-
tion.

No one knew what to do, or what we
could do. We did not know what had
happened at the other end, the
McDonald side. We could see the
shattered remains of that span
hanging from the end and people in
commotion but could not distinguish
who or what, and could hear nothing
over the river’s roar. People wept,
and hoped Mrs. Huyck wouldn’t try to

jump as Jesse had. She still sat in
the buggy with its horse 1like a
statue stamped on our memories.
Finally almost all the crowd
disbursed. Many drove along the
river hoping the bridge debris would

be carried against a bank and hooked
by brush.

Cecile McAdam was spending a week-
end with her married sister Leella
and Harry McCabe across the river in
Aunt Carrie

and dad were frantic to
word from McDonalds. We

and mother
get some

children couldn’t eat supper and we
couldn’t sleep. After dark the
river seemed to quiet a 1little.
Mother made a big megaphone from a

cardboard box and they went down and
out onto the broken bridge and
called and called.

Finally they were able to distin-
guish Uncle Quin and Mr. Mac. who
told them no one there was killeq,
but several fell into the water and

were fished out. One woman
sustained a broken leg. We were all
somewhat relieved. It was days and
weeks of inconvenience and worry
ahead.

We found out that Mrs. McDonald,

always the
in all the

capable 1lady, had taken
stranded ones, and made

shake down beds and ample meals for
them.

Then by our megaphones we
determined that next day the
McDonalds, Uncle Quin and some of

the stranded ones were going down to
Surf on their side, a tedious and
not very well defined roadway,
taking the injured lady and all who
lived on our side and would be met
at the railrocad trestle, the only
bridge 1left anywhere along the Santa



and everything there. One I remem-
ber was: a litter of newborn puppies
that our hired men rescued and
sneaked milk from the house milk and
we got homes for the orphans and
kept some.

The worst I recall was the Fall
that overproduction brought no sell-
ing price for onions and someone
dumped their whole crop they had
been holding in hopes of a price at
last. The odor was overwhelming and
papa and the hired man had to bury
the huge pile in sand. The hobos
saved some good ones and with some
potatoes and salt, etc, begged from
mother, and often eggs and a
luckless chicken purloined from our
barn yard, their stews always
smelled so good. They rigged a hang-
ing can over their fire. We kids
took in every detail.

One of our most fun games was to

play hobo. We begged from mother,
too. We put a potato in the ashes
of the fire mama 1let us set in a
ring of stones and bricks we made in
our hard-beaten clay door yard. We
early learned all the rules concern-

ing matches and fires, and were wary
enough to regard them carefully.

of course we first dressed
ourselves in cast-off old clothes of
papa’s to be proper hobos. We knew
that hobos sneaked up to the ranch
and stole chickens, eggs and
produce, of which we had plenty.
The real "no-no” was hobos sleeping
in the hay barns. That was strictly
prohibited for fear of fire. One
Fall dad had a good crop of pumpkins
and pie mellons in the field. We
children witnessed a hobo steathily
sneak up to the field and snitch a

mellon and take @, happily
supposing it was a watermelon. Pie
mellons 1look like watermelons. We
said it serves him right for
stealing!

Another episode with the hobos
came late one Fall. It had been

raining hard and the river had risen
to flood all through the willows and

even up to the edge of the roadway.
Papa had gone down to inspect it
when he discovered a hobo rolled up
in his one damp blanket huddled far

up under the bridge approach, trying
to keep dry. He was very very
sick. Papa brought him up and fixed
a warmer place in the barn and got
medicine from the doctor. Event-
ually he got well and went on his

way, but every vyear afterward when
he came through our area he always
come up to thank papa again.

Our nearest neighbors were the
Donald McDonald family who lived
across the river on the east side of
the bridge. They had three child-
ren: Zena, who was then away at
Teacher’s College, Harvey and John.
We "neighbored" back and forth even
though John, the youngest, was
several years older than I. Zena
came home to teach at Purisima
school and later was married to
Nelson Ball.

The wedding was held under the
tall box elder trees in the
McDonald’s front vyard, and I was a
flower girl, along with my school
chum and Mrs. McDonald’s niece,
Marie Griffith. Minnie McDonald was
a very capable and energetic woman.
She urged my mother on and they got
involved in quite a few projects.
They both took pictures of the local
scenes and sold picture postcards,
which were a fad in those days.

She raised geese and finally got
mother to start a flock, resulting
in lovely goose-down pillows for
each of us upon our marriages.

We had joint wild blackberry pick-
ing trips further up river beyond
the narrows. The extra rainy
winters brought lush regrowth of the
wild bushes in the riverbottom. The
two mothers enlisted all of us
children. We had to wade at the
narrows to get to the thickets the

boys had spotted for us, and got all
we could carry back. There is no
flavor more delicious than wild

blackberry pie or jam.

of 1906-7, we had
Santa Ynez River

In the winter
very heavy rains.
ran higher and rougher than ever
before. The valley was flooded
everywhere and dark clouds hung over
for days. Robinson Bridge was old;
the plank flooring rattled with
every passing rig - and the two span
super structure shook and swayed.
A 1large sign hung at each end high
on the span cautioning that it was
illegal to drive or ride faster than
a walk across. Papa and Mr. McDon-
ald Kkept a wary eye on the river and
bridge.

Between Christmas and New Years
(1906), the river was at dangerous
flood, from bank to bank and out
into the willows. Great booms could
be heard all along the river,




swinging game was taboo. We saw no
danger but papa said the lumber was
loose and could slip and spill with
us, and at best would be a broken

leg.

of bridges was a
and farmers.

The lack
handicap to stockmen
Papa had continued his dairy herd
milking up Salsipuedes for quite a
while after we moved to the ranch.
We had the two Swiss milkers to
board and room in the bunk house.
We children had a hilarious time at
neals. Baptista was a tall dour
fellow of few words, but what he did
try to say often got twisted.
Augustine was a short, vroly poly
with a round head and a bold
talkative disposition. It put us in
stitches when he called mama
"Nettie” as papa did.

The pigs that had run on the low
hillside below the Barley Flats and
in the grain settings above, fatten-
ing on acorns and grains, were grad-
ually sold off. The hillside, criss-
crossed in paths and rooted into
dusty beds for piles’' of sleeping
pigs, gradually returned to normal.
Papa also turned his dairy herds
into stock herds. There was not
enough pasture rescurce for large
herds on the Robinson Ranch, so papa
rented pasture up in Santa Rita, and
the overseeing and caring for his
enlarged herd was quite a lot of
work, as it was a longer distance to
move them and the water shortage in
Santa Rita and its quality made
freguent trips necessary.

On many such trips
family made a picnic day of it in
our spring wagon. The roads were
dusty and there were gates to open
all the way up the canyon, as
ranchers ran stock on the stubbled
fields. We kids struggled with
barbed-wire gates or heavy board
ones to help papa but we loved the
trip. The variation of hills and
climate, and in the spring
especially the wild flowers.

There were colonies of ground
squirrels everywhere in those days.
Their saucy chirping calls and
scampering from burrow to burrow
delighted us. But they were the bane
of ranchers. Riddling fields and
pastures, their burrows became
flooded 1in rainy times, enlarging to
huge holes that trapped a running

the whole

horse or broke its leg. They for-
aged growing crops and caused much
damage and they carried disease.

Papa had bought a wonderful
"Indian" cow pony named YPoly-
phemus", that we called Poly. The
name we thought came from the

Ancient ©One Eyed Giant, but never
knew why, as Poly had both eyes and
had a big white blaze across her
forehead and face, a bit lopsided,
that went over one eye and gave it a
lighter pigmentation. But Poly was
the best cow pony in any county.
She knew all the tricks demanded of
her and was quick as a wink to turn
and "cut"™ a steer that broke from
the band of cattle to be moved.

Poly also became the children’s
riding horse. She was docile and
kind with us. We had a small saddle

and could saddle her ourselves. We
often rode double and even on
occasion all three. She was essent-
ially only a saddle horse, but she
let us children do most anything
with her. We made a sled rig of a
heavy oak box that was big enough to’
hold all three of us. We hammered
and nailed a singletree to it,

contrived harness from the big scrap
box 1in the buggy shed, and Poly
hauled us all around the yard.

We contrived a sling for her, patt-
erned on the one Papa had made for a
young horse with a badly cut back.
We had a small pulley and rope and
used a barley sack for the belly
pad, and rigged it 1in one of the
tall fig trees. Poly grunted and
looked side-ways at us as we tried
to hoist her up. Papa came by and
roared with laughter, but persuaded
us that Poly was "cured". Then one
time when all available horses were
either working or far out in
pasture, Papa thought to use Poly in
the buggy. She submitted to be
harnessed but when he got in and
toock the lines, she promptly balked.

One of our most favorite games on
Poly was to ride wup on the barley
flats, select a fat steer from the
cirle of cattle feeding around a
grain setting, and give Poly the
signal and the reins. She would cut
him out and keep him out twisting
and turning with 1lightening action
while one of wus sat in the saddle
limp with laughter. Papa finally
"caught our act", and put a stop to



a rough trip
taken across

Ynez River. It was
and the injured were
the railroad trestle by a railroad
handcar. It was very scarey with
that raging river ever close below
the open ties.

That first day after the disaster
Schuyler boys, Milton,
had bought a big whale

launched it for a trip

downriver, watching to see if either
of the others might be found. The
main piece of bridge did get snagged
to shore at a bend in the river.

They found the poor old horse still

standing hitched to its buggy, and

the
and Gene,
boat and

with a broken leg, so it was "put to
sleep™. Later the body of Mrs.
Huyck was found under the debris,

and it was deduced she had been too
eager to Jjump when the wreck was
snagged, and was pulled under. The

Lind boy was probably carried clear
out to sea. [his body was found in
a sand bank ------ in April]

What a busy spring and summer that

was. It brought plenty of activity
to the bridge area and plenty of
dangerous rescues and make-shift

planning tc keep one crossing open.
The first thing was to get a cable

across from one broken end to the
other, which papa told us they did
by shooting a small cord across,
attached to a larger calibre rope

and then the cable, which was firmly
anchored at both ends.

A small trolley similar to the one
that car-ried the hayfork in our
barn haymow, to which was attached a
small row-boat for a carriage.
Ropes attached to it and tediously
pulled by a pass-enger and the
people on the broken bridge, enabled
people and commodities to go back
and forth. Finally a small donkey
engine was installed to do the
pulling. John Forbes was hired to
man it during daylight hours. We
could hear it start and go Pop-bang,
and we knew someone was crossing.

But in the evening, night or early
morning any luck-less passenger had
to pull himself across. This was no
small task, with the night winds

rushing stormily down the river, the
little rowboat basket swayed and
tilted until the passenger had to

hold on for his life, and sometimes
get marooned half way over, unagble
to let go +to use his hands, and he
would call and call.

Lester

Papa said he
open, and often
someone’s aid.
Donalds. Then,

slept with one ear
roused and went to
The same for the Mc-
as the river gradu-
ally subsided, it was decided to
tramp a safe crossing through the
quicksand with a big string of
horses to tamp and mark it. We
stood with mama, watching. The
brave lead horse ridden by a brave
man, slowly got further and further
toward midstream, with the current
pushing the horses’ tail downstream
and going sideways.
The crossing had to be re-tramped

almost every day, as the river was
still high and variable, with heavy
waves of current. Then people began
using the crossing. Papa’s coil of
rope came into use many times as
people got midstream and into
trouble. It was Mr. McDonald and

Harvey who had the funniest and yet
very precarious tale of a rescue.

Mr. Hoover from Mr. Mac’s side
drove a reliable old brown mare in a
top buggy. He got almost across in
late evening, when he got off the
track and he and 0ld Bess were
carried yards downstream. He called

loudly and Mr. Mac and Harvey
responded with their rope coil, and

threw Hoover the end. He caught it
and tied it to 01d Bess and said
"haul away". But he stood chest

high beside the overturned rig going

downstream. They had to holler and
wade out toward him before he
realized he wasn’t holding onto
Bess, and they almost 1lost him.
Later when chided for it, he said
laconically "Wal, I was so durn glad

to see 0ld Bess getting out,
forgot I was in it too!"

It took a long time for the river
to subside. That summer big loads of
rough thick lumber and supplies were
teamed in and piled all along the

I plumb

curve of the county road next to our
"sandy bank" which was six or eight
feet high. A pile driver was put
into place and hammered in many
pilings to fill the huge round
casings for the new bridge. There
was plenty for three small children

to watch. We found out that by
grasping one of the 1long drooping
branches of the pepper trees which
ringed the sandy bank, we could

swing out ont the high pile of
planks. It made a joyous clatter
but at dinnertime we were told the




our running the fat off stock he was
trying to fatten!

Poly was our horse until there was
a stack to be moved or a rodeo to
round up young cattle to be branded
or fat cattle to be sold. Then she
was very much in demand, for whoever
rode Poly had a highly trained
cattle horse. Those roundups were
exciting times for us children. We
had a grandstand seat on a huge oak
stump and roots at the hillside
corner of the corral. Each of us
had our own Yriata", a good little
rope the men tied for us and we
learned how to lasso posts, dogs and
each other quite handily.

At one rodeo I nearly lost an arm
by lassoing a fat steer as he ran
past in the milling herd in the
corral. The trouble was I got him
lassoed through and between bars on
the fence, and also had the surplice
rope wound around my arm up to my
shoulder. I was being pulled hard
against the fence when one of the
men on horseback yelled and another
ran over and cut my rope. I bawled
about losing my rope, but Papa soon
set me right.

I remember several times when
Charley Rudolph and men came over
and helped at our rodeo, and when

Papa and our men went out to the
Rudolph’s - their ranch was just
back of ours, east, behind our "big

house was down the road
that leads off Salsipuedes to go to
Santa Rosa. The mothers went too
and we had a big picnic together. I
remember fishing in the Salsipuedes
creek Jjust below Rudolph’s house,
and catching nice trout as the creek
was running full in those days. The
creek flows into the river not far
from the Rudolph’s old ranch.

hillw. The
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