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In the fall of 1905 I started to
school, having been allowed to stay
home past age 7, because of the
difficulty of distance for me. But

I rode Poly to school. TI staked her
out on the wvacant lot belonging to
our friends, the Cornings, across
the street from school. It worked
pretty well, until I got tco big an
audience of 1little boys to watch me
saddle Poly after school. Both Poly
and I were annoyed. So at the end
of that year Papa bought me a
bicycle.

i had a dickens
learning to ride. Our drive was
dusty or muddy and full of ruts.
The county road outside our patent
gate had been oiled with sump oil
and rolled by the 1little steam
roller the county used, but before
it could harden, it was cut up into
ruts by the wheels of but 6 or 8

of a time

1

teams hauling pipe to Union
at Purisima, and many rigs haul-
grain. I tried to pick as
stretch as possible, but I
did not master it wuntil Louise
Sresovich, who was always the big
hearted person, spent hours pushing
and holding and coaching me.

The Sresoviches lived about a half

horse
0il
ing
smooth a

mile from us toward town. Ethel was
about my age and Louise the big
sister. They had a brother Victor
who worked with their father as a
carpenter. Their house was on the
southwest corner of 1st Street and
Ocean Avenue at the very edge of the
city 1imits, and Jjust across the
street from Papa and Mama‘’s land

upon which we later built our home.

Learneds later bought the Sresovich
home (it was later a Downing home,
and now a vet «clinic 1is on the
site].

From that time on I rode a bicycle
to school in Lompoc and in a couple
of vyears Bernice, too, got a bicycle
and rode with me. The roadway, es-
pecially that curving part of the
county road from our gate to
Sresovich’s, was rutty and in rainy
weather muddy. And the best way was
to get 1into the wide flat wheel
tracks of some big wagon. Mud
collected under the mud guard of my
bike and had to be cleaned off.
Chains got full of it, and many
times broke.
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dressed as clowns and tramps and
going through all sorts of antics.
The big fire pits and grills at

Miguelito sent up an aroma of
barbecuing beef 1like no other any-
where, for in this cattle-raising

era Lompoc had the choisest meat in
the world.

Kids waded and fell in the creek.
Fathers brought stout rope and tied
swings high in a big oak. Kids slid
down the shaley hillside on make-
shift boards for sleds. Ball games
and horse shoes and just socializing
by milling crowds from all over the
valley made it a day of Patriotism
dear to our hearts and widely
participated in.

As to our family, we horded our

treasured fire-works, as did the
McDonald boys, and the Fourth of
July eve the +two familys got to-
gether at our house or theirs and

set off our pin-wheels and rockets
under strict supervision.

We got our first telephone while
at the Robinson Ranch. It was a

farmer’s 1line set up. Each farmer
subscriber had his own "ring". Ours
was one long and two short. The

farmers on our 1line most all lived
across the bridge. There was Free-
man Fisk who lived up on what today
is remembered as the Scolari home.
It was Fisks and later he and wife
Tillie retired to a neat home at the
corner of Ocean and 3rd, and leased
to Joe Ramazini, who ran a big dairy
herd there.

Then came McDonalds, Hibbits,
George Harris, Fulmers, McLaughlins
and Yankee Robinson at 4 Corners.
Later Calhouns built on their farm
just south of HIbbits. Arch Reed
and Collars lived just up the Santa
Rita road from 4 corners. I do not
know how many of these were
subscribers to our farmer line, but
I remember Papa laughing that he and

Mr. Mac were corrected by a
listening in Freeman Fisk on one
occasion.

We kids had to call John McDonald,
Oor he wus, even though we had seen

each other that very afternoon, much
to our parents’ annoyance. Mother
and Mrs. McDonald neighbored back
and forth and Mrs. McDonald urged
mother into several projects. She
got us started on a flock of geese.
She gave Bernice a gosling for her
birthday in April. As a result we
children had goose-down pillows for

our "dowry". Mother said she never
could pluck a live goose. Mrs. Mac
urged her on, and she did.

Other neighbors were the Chinese
who 1lived in our river bottom. Gin
Chow, of the famous almanac predic-

tions, 1lived across and down river
on a 1little bench of farm cleared
out from the willows and brush. We
never knew him very well. 0ld Lee
lived among the willows above the
bridge. He was frightened out by
the river’s danger and moved up
town.

But the one we knew well was Ah
Gwong, we called him Gwong. He had
cleared out a tiny farm Jjust a
little way below the bridge, and
built a shack and a barn for his old
mare from sacks and boards and junk
he retrieved from the dump where
people threw them into the river
bottom. His place was fenced off
from our river bottomland by a
flimsy barbedwire fence.

Those wet winters Mr. McDonald and
Papa Kkept an eye out for his safety,
and the winter of 1907 when the
bridge went out Mr. Mac had a hard
time to finally persuade Gwong to
leave his shack and bring his horse
and chickens up to McDonalds’s barn
for safety. We never knew how old
he was, he looked aged. He trotted
to town, 1like the others, with pole
and two baskets. He didn’t ride his
horse, it was for plowing. The mare

had a colt for him, and it was his
great Jjoy. He got mother to take
his picture with it. Papa gave him
some of his old clothes and we kids

were amazed when he told us he put
his new gifts on over his old and
sewed them on for the winter.

He had a scraggly wisp of chin
whiskers and a toothless grin. He
gave mama a present when she gave
him the snapshots of his colt. He
dug it out of the manure pile. It
was an egg, black with age. He said
the Chinese preserved them thus, and
it was a great delicacy. We kids
were awe struck and asked mama if
she meant to eat it. She assured us
we would just show it to Papa.

One afternocon we kids were playing

in the sand in the orchard when we
heard unearthly yelling and 01ld
Gwond came up the sand bank at the

end of the bridge and ran across the
orchard toward us, brandishing a
shot qun. We rushed in and alerted
Mama and begged her not to go out,



in town I had a blow-
cried at the Prospect of

Once, right
out and I

pushing the bike clear home. S50 T
pushed it down to Uncle Quin’s
hardware store and he fixed it.
Still the bike was better than
keeping Poly staked in the wind all
day.

I remember one trip in the dark on

my bicycle. Papa took me on an
éxcursion to Santa Barbara to see
Ringling Bros. circus. We got up

real early and left our bicycles at
Lompoc Depot. [The train went from
Lompoc depot at G and Laurel to surf

to meet the the through traffic].
Our train went straight through. 1In
the evening it was dark when we got
back to the depot and I was Sleepy
and full of popcorn and pink lemon-
ade. We had no lights but got along

fairly well until we left oOcean
Avenue at Sresovich’s corner. The
road was fough with . dried mud.
There was quite a little rise up and

down to our gate. I wobbled and
stopped and fel]l the rest of the way
home.

Other circuses Came to town. One,
the Dog and Pony Show, was very
appealing to kids. Mostly trained

dogs, Shetland Ponys and burros.
Papa cautioned us not to let our
dogs follow us while out riding
Poly, as the circus people were

known to replenish their quotas of
dogs to train by picking up stray
dogs running free around towns.

One show we children were taken
to see at the Opera House was a
minstrel show with blackface makeup,
and I +think Probably it was local
performers. But traveling casts
came through from time to time, of
various degrees of worth, which my
family deemegd questionable. I went
to very few things at the Opera
House.

Mostly
centered in
There were

our social life was still

our church activities.
church picnics where the
menfolk who coulg take the day off
drove rigs full to the beach. Most
of the picnics were held just below
the surs depot. A slanting road
went down along side the section
house. Teams were tied to the rigs
far back in the sand dunes, as many
horses were nervous and skittery due
to the sound of the ocean.

Picnics were spread among the
dunes for shelter. Wading and sand-
building filled the day. Skipping
rope with 1long lengths of kelp. No

one ever tried to swinm at Surf. fThe
dangerous undertoe and rough surf
were well Kknown. Many picnics were
also held at Miguelito park. May
Day was one special day for the
churches. Everyone traipsed early up
the Miguelito road. Horses and
various on bikes took
The roadway
rough and winding, but
eéverywhere roadsides were green and
blazing with wilg flowers.

Many

was no
chalk dust over everything.
The chalkrock deposits up on the
Balaam place on the east side of the
canyon were known but it was
not until the 1ast of this first
decade that Someone bought rights
and the Celite co, began to market
the diatomaceous earth.

Childrens’ Day was a celebration
of the Churches in the Spring.
Children spent days learning songs

and recitations. They were the stars
of a production while fond parents
agonized. Memorial Day was celebra-
ted by the whole valley with
Speeches and programs in the Opera
House and solemn parades from town
street across to the Cemetery
with 01d Soldiers in old uniforms of

the civil ang Spanish~American Wars
marching and riding as chief
honorees.

The cemetery of that time was

mostly untended except for pPlowing

down weeds in a cloddy field. Plots
were actively cared for by some
families, but  many plots were
planted to the low growing, fast
spreading succulent that covered
with g blazing carpet of magenta

flowers in the sSpring. To us
Lompocans of that time it forever
symbolizes Lompoc Cemetery.

Fourth
celebration
with the

of July was the town’s
and began days before
sounds of banging fire
Crackers. The older boys loved the
huge ones. There were no restric-
tions. Horses were nervous and
excitable for days. There was a
giant picnic at  Miguelito with

brograms, speeches and music. There
was a parade through town in the
morning, and in the afternoon,
races, bike, horses, young men’s
races, games. The best of all to us
was the appearance of the

"Horribles", a parade of youths




Mama had a tragedy, though, as we
were about to leave the ranch. We
got up very early and mama fed her
flock of ducks a special treat of
their grain mash, by warming it.
They loved it, and ate greedily, and
proceeded to flop over on their
backs and die one by one, from
bloating, as we kids had seen calves
do with too much green alfalfa.
Dad, as a last resort, had stuck the
calves with the sharp blade of his
pocket Kknife and 1let the air out
from between their organs and hide,
and saved them. But we had to leave
the ducks for the hired men to bury.

At Santa Barbara we took a launch
from Stern’s Wharf out to the
"California" and, aided by sailors,
climbed aboard and saw how big and
clean and wonderful it was. Miss
Lily got very sea sick on the launch
and had to go back.

Lompoc was touched by another awful
tragedy in 1907 when the train
wrecked over on the Honda with a big
excursion of Shriners enroute to a
convention in Los Angeles. Papa
went with a big contingent of
Lompocans to help rescue the hurt
and extricate the dead. I remember
him telling mama about the horrible
injuries the steam from the engine
inflicted. All engines were steam-
propelled in those days. This one
had buckled back along side pass-
enger cars, and the boiler burst.
Papa was truly shocked by what they
witnessed, but we children were shut
off from the details.

There were numerous ship wrecks in
this area because the rocky coast
and fierce surf, from Surf all
around to Honda seemed to draw
unwary ships in to destruction. 1In
those days they did not have the
directional equipment and depended
on the Arguello and Pt Concepcion
lighthouses for their directional
points. Most people thought the
train headlights or 1lights at Surf
were confused for Arguello and threw
courses off. But even with the
modern directional equipment and
aids, ships still get caught in that
area.

Storms and rough surf and fog lure
them in to destruction on the

rocks. The first one I remember was
the wreck of +the Robert Sudden, a
lumber schooner with tall masts that

beached almost at Surf and strewed
lumber all over the beaches. Pieces
of it stuck up in the sand there for
many years.

Then there was the Sybil Marston,
a merchant steamer wrecked south of
Surf, and its hull lay in the sand
close to shore for a year or two and
daring kids boarded her at low tied
and shrieked when waves began to

break over. [It still comes to the
surface during Jjust the right surf
and tides].

The most memorable was the wreck of
the Santa Rosa passenger and freight
steamer 1in coastwise service, on the
rocks beyond Arguello at Honda Creek
[same area as the 7 Destroyers].
The townspeople got the word at
night and rushed from Surf with aid
of all kinds and people were rescued
at great risk by breaches buoy from
the ship on the rocks close to
shore, but so dangerous in high
surf, rocks and wind. One story my
dad brought back was about a woman

passenger with a very young infant
clutched to her breast, churning
shoreward in a Dbreaches buoy, wet
and cold. On shore the rescurers
had a roaring fire, hot drinks and
blankets for the mother. There was

milk for the baby but it was so tiny
it had to have a bottle. A soda pop

bottle was found but there was no
nipple.

Suddenly Arch Reed, who was
manager of the Lompoc Telephone
Company, very embarrassedly murmured
he had such an object in his vest

pocket. He was a middle ager with
no family of his own, so this roused
a roar of laughter, but saved the
poor drenched baby. It seems the
girls at the telephone office had
perpetrated some inside joke on
their boss, presenting him with the
baby paraphenalia that afternoon, so
the one least 1likely to save the
day, did, amid great appreciation.
He never lived it down.

In 1923 the greatest ship tragedy

of all occured there when 7 U.S.
Destroyers went aground on those
same deadly rocks. A great many
Lompocans rushed to these disasters,
by hand car from Surf depot, or by
teams through the trackless sand-
dunes, or by auto down a bumpy road
from Surf, to do what they could to
lend aid.
There were

earthquakes and brush



assuring her that 01g Gwong had gone
Crazy. But Mama dared to go ask him
what the trouble was. He kept
saying "Me shootee, me killee".
Mama got him calmedq and found it was
papa’s cows he was going to shoot,
not papa. SO0 mama and us children
traipsed back with him and helped
get our cattle back into our river
bottom and out of Gwong’s corn
patch, and we pulled the fence
together until Papa fixed it.

Much of the time we had hired men
who slept in the bunk house, but

there were months when we were alone
on the ranch. When Papa went to
lodge alone mama had a lonely place
with Jjust us three children. We had
active ranch dogs. They sometimes
waked us with a ferocious racket

that might be occasioned only by a
small animal. Skunks were numerous,
weasels and coyotes who stole chick-
ens. As far as we children ever
knew our mother was never afraid.
Therefore we children were raised to
not fear the dark or the weird calils

of owls or coyotes, and to walk out
to the barns and stables and the
outhouse, which we had to visit

before going to bed, in the dark.

One time when papa had been parti-
cularly plagued by coyotes, we
children plotted to help. While mama
was doing supper dishes we three
sneaked out and took up our "ammu-
nition", old pot 1lids and pans and
anything for noise, plus, we lighted
one of dad’s lanterns that was kept
in the barn. We proceeded up the
Big Road in the dark, and began our
chorus of noise to scare off lurking
coyotes. It brought Papa and Mama
in a hurry and the effectiveness of
our effort was negative! But we
were so used to every part of the
ranch 1in daytime, that in the dark
it wasn’t ever feared.

That five vyears on the Robinson
Ranch was the most wonderful any
children could have. We had a
little of everything, horses, cat-
tle, pigs, chickens, rabbits, guinea

Plgs, dogs and a puppy family. We
had all kinds of environment, river
bottom. After I grew up and had
children of my own I asked mother if

she didn’t worry terribly over not
being able to know where we children
were all the time.

As we grew older we wandered far-
ther afield, and might spend the
whole morning at some favorite spot

in the barley fields or hills or up
the river. We clambered after ferns
and wild flowers and in December,
after holly berries. There were
numerous toyon berry trees.

We had one favorite tree, nearest

to the barns, the one we discovered
first when we were small and did not
wander far. It was OUR tree.
People from town who knew that holly

berries grew on our ranch asked
permission to come and get some.

Some people did not ask, but just
barged 1in, opening corral gates and

driving up through the little field

behind the barns. Some mutilated
the trees. One episode angered us
children very much. A couple in a

buggy drove up only as far as OUR
LITTLE TREE. She sat and called out
directions and he chopped great
limbs off Little Tree, and took
them. Little Tree was hever able to
recoup, was never the same again.
So Dad only gave permission to a few
and we children nade ourselves a
crew of watchdogs.

Events of special memory at the
Robinson Ranch were the San
Francisco Earthquake in April, 190s.
It was felt as far as Lompoc and
neéws was hard to get at first as the
City went down with the temblar and

fire. Mama and Papa worried person-
ally about Mama’s longtime friends,
with whom she had lived in San

Francisco before marriage. The Voys
owned a small A & p store there.
Finally our post office received a
ragged piece of brown butcher paper
directed to the Loynachan’s, no
stamp, no envelope, with the glad
message that the Voys were safe.

They needed everything. So our
folks sent a sack of beans,
potatoes, a ham, etc., which they
did receive. Their store was a
shambles. They cooked over a make-—
shift fire sheltered by boards
Salvaged from wrecks around them in
the gutter of their street, and
slept outdoors.

Another memorable event was the
visit of the U.S. Fleet to the
Pacific Coast, Spring of 1908. Some
of the battleships were sent to
Santa Barbara and lay off the harbor
in the channel. Lompoc had a
special train excursion, scheduled
straight through. All our family
went. Miss Lily Corning went with
us.




This photo was taken past the cemetery looking north from the same vantage point as the scene on page
6. It shows the development of farms and orchards on A Street and 3rd Street, etc. north and south of
Ocean Avenue. North Seventh Street can be seen on the far right, unfortunately just north of where
Getrude Loynachan would later reside. Beattie Park is now located on the knoll, right center. One road
into Lompoc passed just north of the cemetery and south of the old mission {(page 6).

In spite of the use of kerosene
lamps and wood stoves and fire-
places, there were comparatively few
fires that I can remember. Ever
since Bertie Bullock rescued us from

the 1lamp I overturned, I had had a
deep fear of fire. I never forgot
the finality of losing a home - the
feeling that I felt standing help-
lessly holding papa’s hand.

The fire engine was kept in the
lower floor of the City Hall on G
Street. The jail toc was nearby, a
small sqguare almost windowless box,
made of brick.

There were no outstanding changes

in the town itself that impressed my
mind except the building of the new
odd Fellows Building, with store
space below that was taken by
Mercantile Union, and the lodge
rooms above. I recall the dedica-
tion and placing of the corner stone
with the memorabilia enclosed. I do
not recall who officiated, or any

other names.

Our family was very fortunate not
to have any serious accidents or
illness. But my father broke his
heel jumping off a tipping over
headerbed 1loaded with hay and had to
go on crutches for quite a while.
My brother Dean was kicked in the
mouth by our beloved dappled grey
horse Little Dick, whom he had just
unharnessed and turned into the
corral with a slap on the rump, with
the harness. The horse kicked up
joyfully, and Dean was too close.
They brought him home from the
Hunter place barn all bloody, and
Dad got Dr. Kelliher and Dr. Wright,
the dentist, to give first aid, on
our kitchen couch. He 1lost two
front teeth. Our mother had an
operation in 1914 and stayed with
her sister in Monrovia for some
time while we three kids learned for
the first time to fend for ourselves
and Papa. I was age 16.
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Scene from the hill above the cemetery with Lompoc in the background, taken about 1905. The Methodist

church and Opera House can be seen on South H Street on each side of Cypress Ave. The South
MwmmmMmMsmmemeMGaMCwm$memmwdmdwmdmmmemeMCMmh
in 1907. The high school can be seen west on Cypress, and the grammar school Gertrude Loynachan

was attending is on North H Street.

fires, but none that, as a child in
this area, were stamped upon my
memory . Lompoc had a volunteer fire
department and when an alarm was
raised the nearest citizens rushed
to the fire station in the brick
ncity hall" on South G Street next
to the jail, rang the fire bell in
the steeple and joined by the others
rolled out the hose cart and ran by
foot to the fire.

One fire burned the Dwight McCabe
home, a large two story house. This
was their first one. They had
another disaster from fire after it
was rebuilt. The first occurred
after the new 0dd Fellows Hall was
puilt (after 1905). The 0dd Fellows
and Rebeccas were having a big joint
meeting and program and I Wwas to
"recite a piece". Bernice and Dean
were left at mother’s sister’s, Mrs.
Agnes Dewar, who lived in a small
white house just opposite the Poland
home on Laurel Ave. and the

Railroad.

After the program there was a
bounteous dinner. I was getting
quite sleepy and bored, having done
my recitation, when the fire bell at
Ccity Hall pealed frantically. We
all 1leaned out the windows to see
the volunteer crew running and
pushing Lompoc’s lone fire engine
west on Ocean Avenue. We saw the
smoke and flames coming from the
McCabe house (N Street at Walnut).

Heeding my pleas, papa took me with
him running toward the site. It was
the most terrifying . catastrophy I
could ever visualize. I stood with
papa, holding his hand, watching in
terror as our sloyd teacher, Olivia

McCabe, and her father and mother’s
big house burned. It was rebuilt,
much of it by Miss Olivia herself,

only to burn again one afternoon in
broad daylight. I ran with the
other kids from the noontime school
yard to see that one.

et




One memorable
accident to our

tragedy was the

schoolmate Ernest
paxton, who was poking wires on a
hay bailer for a summer job, though
he was really too Yyound. His arm
was severed above the elbow, but
even with that handicap Ernie became
an active participant and a good one
in track and athletic games.

one of the fads of the day in
Lompoc, and all over, was the post-
card fad. No one ever made a trip
or vacation without sending back 1
cent postcards to all the friends.
We teenagers kept them all and
mounted them on 1long ribbons, one
under another and hung them as
decorations in our rooms.

The town was gradually changing.
The Post Office that used to be on
the southeast corner of H and Ocean
in the Roberts Building when I
started to school, was manned by Vi
DeFries, Grace Downing, Ransom
Moore’s pretty red headed daughter
addie, but I can’t remember the Post
Master. With a change in the
national administration, Carl Saun-
ders pecame Post Master and the
office was moved to a building on
the alley on H Street immediately
behind the Bank of Lompoc, and Mr.
Saunders’ daughters, Ireme and
vivian, were helpers. Post Offices
were memorable to me for I, on my
pike, always stopped in each night
after school. I did not have a key,
nor could I have reached our box, SO

8

crew with "Any mail
So I got acquain-
very sweet girls,

I pestered the
for Loynachan’s?".
ted with these
always helpful.
During this era of the first
decade, Uncle Quin McAdam sold his

interest in the McAdam & Smith
Hardware on West Ocean. Then he and
Aunt carrie and Cecile moved to
sacramento where he became salesman
for the california Pump Co. He
bought a boat that he raced on the
sacramento River and named it "The
Cecile". We missed them greatly,
until they finally moved back to
LompocC .

Uncle Quin and Nathan Saunders
opened a grocery on east Ocean on
the south side about the middle of

the first Dblock.
out to Frank callis.

They later sold
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