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much impressed with the
changes in ranches and lands during
this period. We heard much about
oil drilling. The Union 0il Company

I was

had active wells at Purisima. We
drove out to see the wells and all
the wooden derricks, the roads, and
the piles of pipes and buildings
that had denuded the brushy
hillsides. Lompoc people were
excited by the prospect, and
organized a local company, bought

oil rights in Cebada Canyon and
hired a driller. We all drove out
there to see that progress, hoping
to see a little black o0il, and
depressed by reports of water in the
well and the wrong kind of sand.
Finally all the reports were neg-
ative. Lompocans began to wonder
about their driller and crews, sonme
of whom had settled in Lompoc as
residents. To this day those Lom-

(Now in her 90's)

still wonder, but with little
The most bitter decided Union
strong for a 1local

pocans
hope.
0il was too
company to buck.
Oone of my father’s close friends
was E.M. Sheridan, who was a born
optimist. He was always looking far
afield for a good opportunity. He
and my father bought land at the
Four Corners, the northeast side of
the Santa Rita Road and planted

about half of the top of the
hillside there with young "Blue
Gums" which were intended to be tim-

ber for use in ships or building.
The trees thrived but <the dream
never materialized. Some of those
trees still remain on that hillside.

Papa farmed the lower part of the
land. It had an old house and barns
and several times all of us had a
picnic trip of it, while papa
worked. We spread our lunch under
an old live oak there.

Mr. Sheridan, whose family had
moved to Santa Barbara by this time,
made several trips into. Mexico,
looking over prospects for invest-
ment and sending enthusiastic post

cards back to papa. Political
unrest in Mexico, the bandit Pancho
Villa, and probable lack of water

and facilities finally decided him
against the investment. He later
invested in land in Central Calif-
ornia near Visalia and established
the town of Orange Cove, with all
his usual enthusiasm.



part of the band came up from

Arizona. They were corraled in our
big corral. Next morning we child-
ren ran out to see 30 to 50 horses
milling about and discovered one

white wmare had a small black colt, a
lively little curly tailed one.

Being ranch kids, we questioned
papa as to why Union 0il would buy a

tiny colt, and papa avoided our
questions until we gathered that the
colt was to be expendable, to our
horror. We begged him to give her
to us, and he did, feeling much the
same as we did. So we named her
Bird and put her in the hay mow of
the horse barn which was pract-
ically empty. We had to teach her

to drink milk from a pan, quite a
job for kids our ages. Bird became
a real pet, and a sort of pest. She
learned to open the hay mow door and
come with her milk pan in her teeth
to bump dad on the shoulder when he
milked.

She loved apricots and when they
were ripe on the tree along the
barnyard path to the back porch, she
let herself out of the corral and
ate. She 1learned that the nicest
ones were not the fallen ones, so
she bumped against the tree truck
and shook down the fresh ones, and
spit the pits out.

Once we heard thumping on the back
porch while all of us, hired men and
family, were eating noon dinner.
Mama went to see and called in
exasperation "You children come and
get your horse out of my kitchen".
There was Bird, her chin dripping
with milk where mama had left a big
milk pan on the kitchen table.

We broke her to saddle early, but
she got real "onery" and would bite
if she did not wish to be saddled.
We kids doubled up on her, one hold-
ing her bridle, but when papa sold
her to a boy, we had a tough time
conguering her.

We Kkept o0ld Poly until she died
years after we had moved to the
Poly was our best pal.
raised a calf we named

some
New House.
We also

Captain, but he too grew fat and big
and moved off with a herd to
pasture. We even put our 1little
saddle on Captain until Dad

persuaded us we would make our fine
calf swaybacked.

Mr. McDonald bought two little
sorrel Arizona horses, the part wild
ones rounded up by a couple of

Lompoc entrepreneures. Harvey and
John rode them to High School.
Papa kept several great big sow
that had two to fifteen little
each in the separate pig
pens back of the corn crib. We kids
were fascinated by them but learned
that trying to capture one to pet
was too dangerous - that mother was
ferocious. When we did get to hold
one they were silky and cute with
pearly claws. Once when an old sow
got out of her pen, papa and the
dogs went to round her up. The dogs
knew Jjust how, one got a back leg
and another an ear and stretched her
out helpless.

But the chase was zig zag all over
the corral and garden path, and
before we children could scramble
to safety up a tree or fence,
Bernice was bowled over. Ever after
she was very leery of pigs. She
said the o0ld sow ran right between
her legs, but Dean and I told her
that her legs were far too short for
that big wide pig!

There were household cats and barn
cats. The latter were wild, and
always a challenge to us to find the
new and wild kittens hidden in and
about the barns. Our dogs were
usually plural. One, 014 Stranger,
we inherited with the ranch. Others

pigs
piglets

came, strays from the dump down at
the bridge, people shamelessly
discarded whole 1litters of pups.

OQur Old Collie had a litter of pups,
one of which we kept, a real Scotch
Collie type in color and nature. He
was easily trained to go fetch the
cows all by himself.

One night the 3 of us were trudging
after the cows but the cats, 3 or 4
of them were trailing along this
time. Luckily for us it wasn’t the
dogs, as far back along the
Salsipuedes road we were met by a
mountain 1lion. We turned back fast
and told papa. We described it
slinking into a ravine, the 1long
tail. He laughed at us and said we
imagined the 1long tail and it was
probably Jjust a bob cat. However
Rollo Olivera, over at Charlie
Rudolph’s ranch on the other side of
our Big Hill, shot a puma that next
morning and we were vindicated. It
was a young one. It was unusual to

find them that close to civili-
zation. We often saw Bob Cats,
coyotes, skunks, weasels and
squirrels, all of which we



He interested quite a few Lompocans
in that project. One was Will
Arkley and his wife. Mr. Sheridan
had remarried, after a divorce, to a
young woman, and built a fine big
home in Orange Cove, which our
family visited at a later date, on
our way to camping at General Grant
Grove (now Sequoia National Park).

Camping had always been a summer
recreation for Lompoc families -
that and hunting trips for deer,
quail, ducks and wild doves, and
fishing both ocean - Surf to the
rocks north of the river - or the
various streams. The families spent
two or three weeks camping, some-
times in groups at Miguelito,
putting up a tent, and while the
ladies spent their days in leisure,
the husbands attended business
downtown and drove up the canyon for
supper and sleeping out, enjoying
games and cards by lantern light, a
summer ritual.

About 1904 after we moved to the
Robinson Ranch, our family camped up
Salsipuedes at a spot on the creek
Just across the road that branches
to the Jalama Ranch. There was a
nice wide bench and flatland at the
base of the hills, and a spring. I
think the spring was sulphur,
thought to have relaxing and med-
icinal qualities for bathing. The
camp site was shaded by one of the
most beautiful and biggest live oaks

I can remember as well as sycamores
and willows.

Campers were Mother with us
three, Mrs. I. M. cClark with Fern

and baby Morris, and Aunt Agnes
DeWard with Rupert and her nephew
Glen Dewar, and Olga Makkonen [ who
later on became Mrs. Fred Gillett]
Came along to help Mrs. Clark with
the baby. The fathers came up on a
weekend or whenever possible. Papa
was close by at the ranch, where he
batched part of the time to care for
the stock.

As the years went by our family
camped farther afield, at Las
Cruces, and up the river where Stepp

Creek enters it, at what is now just
below Cachuma.

Our father loved horses and took
great pride in their well being.
Especially loved was Kit whom he
raised from a colt from our old
Millie. She was a beautiful bright
bay of high intelligence and
understanding. Papa was proud of

her two colts, one of whom he named
Bonner, a bright and shining bay,
very spirited. No one could or was

allowed to
papa. But

handle Bonner except
one time when papa was
away and no buggy horse was avail-
able, our mother dared to hitch
Bonner to the buggy to take us child-
ren to our appointment that would
have been a hard disappointment for
us to miss.

Dad was amazed at Bonner’s docility
and mother’s temerity. In later
life Kit had another beautiful bay
gelding he named Phil. After we had
moved to our new house on Ocean
Ave., it was my great pleasure to
ride Phil. After Papa sold Phil
and lost sight of him, he brought us

the paper showing General Pershing
seated on a bright bay, whose face
blaze and white stockings and bear-

ing matched our Phil. Dad felt sure
Phil had become the General’s horse!
There were other "family friends®
among our horses. One a dapple gray
mare was the mother of Little Dick

who was kept as our buggy horse
after we 1left the ranch. Little
Dick was a dark dappled gray. There
was o0ld Nelly Bly who we always

remembered for her close call in the
big winter storm, up in the
stubblefield just above the house.
She evidently fell and getting up
in the very wet and slippery black
soil, kept slipping around and
around in a big circular pool of
slippery water. She was quite old,
and tired with her struggles and was
almost to give up. Papa heard the
other horses whinnying and went to

see. He had to hitch a team to a
sled and put on some dry straw and
have his team pull her out onto the
sled. They came down the "Big Road"
to the drive at the house in the
moonlight. Nelly Bly shined with
mud, and made the other horses snort
with wuneasiness. It took the men
quite a while to heat water and wash
her off and bed her down on clean
dry straw in the barn and cover her
with a horse blanket. It was a

close call.

Dad was a born horse trader. He
had made a 1lot of trades with his
own flock, and in the last part of
this first decade probably 1908, he
was involved in a deal to round up a
large band of horses for sale to the
Union 0il Co., who still used horse
power at that time. I think a large




warm kitchen. Then I asked the
Japanese mother’s permission. The
man was glad to get rid of him, so T
wheeled that high-wheeled buggy,
bumpety-bump over the clods of the
garden and around to our low back
porch. I begged mama for an old
blanket of Dean’s and some old
towels for dry diapers and got my
first job of baby-sitting. We found
him a bottle for warm milk and he
slept by mother’s warm stove.

Everyday for the many days it took
the parents to sort and sack all
that pile of potatoes I rushed out
to get "my baby" every morning. I
still have his picture that mother
took. Years 1later, in 1940’s when
we were at war with Japan, my father
read of a very cruel Japanese over-
seeing prisoners, and said I bet
that is my old employee. But most
of the Japanese we knew were very
polite and very appreciative. Harry
Sakata was respected, as a farmer,
by all the other Lompoc farmers.

We had a 1lot of company and
visitors while on the Robinson
Ranch, even though it was cramped
quarters in the little ranch house.
Sunday dinner after church services
were alternated with our Aunt Carrie
and Uncle Quin McaAdanm frequently. We
had some of our special church
friends to dinner Sundays often.
Ranches provided such a bounty of
fresh foods and mother was a capable
and wonderful cook. I often marvel
of how she accomplished it so well
in the cramped and even primative
accomodations.

The arrangement of rooms, caused
many many extra steps from pantry to
dining room and out to the kitchen.
Water had to be carried and heated
on a wood burning stove that took
preplanning and management to keep
it at right temperatures. The stove
was a low iron one with even lower
oven and mama had to stoop. Dishes
were carried from tthe dining room
to the kitchen table clear across
two rooms to wash. Milk and provi-
sions were stored in the pantry, a
cool little room off the dining
room, not adjacent to the kitchen
working area. Mama used to say "no
woman ever planned the arrangement
of this house". But she never let
it stop her. Her e€nergy and organi-
zation overcame mountains.

One of papa’s older sisters, Miss
Margaret Loynachan, came to visit

from Rutland, VT, where she worked
as a trained nurse in the big
Sanitarium there. She was soon be-
loved of all of us. We tried to per-
suade her to remain in California.
She tried out a job at Lamanda Park
Hospital, a small hospital in East
Pasadena, but it held no future, so
she finally returned to Rutland. We
also had members of mother’s family,
her brother David McAdam and wife
and daughter from Corvallis, OR. He
went quail hunting with Uncle Quin
and Papa.

He told us children wonderful
tales of his youth and mother’s in
Ontario Canada. Mother’s sister,
Agnes Dewar, had been widowed about
the end of the 1890’s and she and
her son Rupert 1lived in Hueneme.
They decided to try living in Lompoc
nearer mother and for a time they
lived on Laurel and K on the
southwest corner in a small white
house opposite the Poland resi-
dence. Later they had an apartment
on the 2nd floor of the H.S. Rudolph
house when only Mr. and Mrs. Rudolph
lived on the lower floor. [F and
Ocean, SE corner].

It was fun for us children to
visit there. The wide winding
stairs went up from the front
entrance hall. Once or twice our
visits coincided with visits by the
Charles Rudolph family to his
parents. We Kkids fraternized. 01d
Mrs. Rudolph had a rubber tired
tricycle chair that could be self-
propelled by a lever on the side.
How we envied Harvey and Lucille who
were allowed to try it.

After a short time Aunt Aggie
decideqd to buy a small home in
Monrovia where there was an active
Baptist church, and in a Year or two
the David Taylors followed her and
built their retirement bungalow in
Monrovia.

So most of mother’s immediate
family 1lived in california or on the
west coast. She often reiterated
her 1lack of any desire to ever visit
Canada again. But papa had 5 of his
6 sisters 1living in the Province of
Quebec. So, when in the Fall of
1908, they had 1letters from his
sister in Rutland that she was
taking her vacation in September and
going to the old home area around
Montreal for a reunion with all her
sisters and urging papa and mama to
come, they were in a good position



considered because of the
cattle.
We

in a

pests
kids knew the joy of playing

haymow, full or empty it held
charm. When it wasg
discovered we could climb up and
See in the owl box at
end next to the hillside. sure
enough the o014 owl made her nest
there each Year. We could stick a
short stick inside and the baby owls
Clamped onto it with their claus.
We could draw them out to inspect.
Sometimes the mother owl flew in and
we fell back onto the hay quickly.

We jumped from the top board of
the mow sides into the sparse hay
before the neyw Crop was brought in,
with skirts ang curls We
bed
in the new hay from the
Barley Flats above or from across
the river where papa had cleared
quite a field for hay from the
willow river bottom,

We and Johnny McDonald discovered
that horned toads lived in that warm
sandy field. learned how to
capture them putting
(straw hats) over them and stroking
their sides. we staked our captives
out on long strings by the kitchen
porch, to catch flies.!

Hunting eggs all through the hay
mows and barns wag a duty of us
children, bput most of the time just
fun. We helped mama set a clucking
hen in a Coop apart and ran happily
to report the hatching we heard
chirping 3 weeks later.

There Scarcely a dull day on
Robinson Even when it storm-
ed there was a big attic (unfinish-
playroom, and several old school

and benches. Will Robinson
had acquireq these when doing work
at one of the old Valley school
houses.

We nearly always had one or two
hired men on the ranch. One was
Denzil Smith, the eldest son of Red

was

desks

Jim sSmith. There were 3 Jim Smiths
in Lompoc. The other was father of
Lawrence Smith who married Emma
Bland and built his family home on
Ocean Ave. just west of HIgbee’s,
and a sister Lucile Smith who was a

neat horseback rider. The third Jim
Smith was the butcher in Sloan‘s
Butcher shop, who with  John
Kirkpatrick, bought out the shop and
ran it for years with Kirkpatrick’s
Son Percy, and son-in-law Charles

Lowry.

unue s w ~--

our beany

. gums

4

Denzil smith worked for papa off
and on, as he grew up. He seemed to
esteen papa a great deal and
emulated him j investing in good

land on Ocean Avenue, near our new

also had Japanese help.
was the perioq
Japanese.

These
of heavy in-fiuy of
could not own lang,

leased a goodly
just north and

When papa needed men to help in
the haying, etc., he phoned Harry
Sakata. When mama wanted kitchen

help to

quarters wye gone now", so she had
to train another. She was sure it
was on purpose, that they didn‘’t
like the kitchen work, but would do
it Jjust until they learned enough
language to go on to something
better.

Harry Sakata went for ang got a
Picture Bride. Mama and we girls
went to call on her, taking a gift.
We sat smiling and trying to

communicate but got nowhere. She
was a very pbretty woman and brought
us a tea set fronm Japan.

Another Japanese bPapa hired to

sort and sprout g huge rick of
potatoes. Dad had piled them on a
tarp under our bluequns. They were
covered by tarps and piles of
straw. After a month or two papa
got a selling price and had the
whole pile sacked. The Japanese man

brought his wife
son to help.

He was the Cruelest person we had
eéver seen. The wife was not allowed
to stop even to change the baby
boy. We was about a Year old. He
sat in an ol4 baby buggy with no
pad, pillow or blanket. In those
early fall mornings under the blue
it was frosty and cold. The
baby was bilue. He was slapped down
if he cried and was therefore a
stoical little fellow.

and a small baby

I was about 7 and my motherly
instincts were horrified. 1 begged
mama to let me wheel him into our

he




Rev. C. G. Cressy, pastor of the Lompoc Baptist
Church, 1804-1906, was an oft-invited guest at the
Loynachan's ranch.

our five hives

he did.

Rev.

at the ranch. This

Cresey’s niece, Mrs. Wilkins,

and her small daughter visited him
and were pleasant guests at the
ranch. We often had company for
Sunday dinner, after church, from

among our Church friends. Our ranch
provided bounteous fare, which we
children realized when we had to go
along with our parents on a return
invitation to friends "in town". We
were accustomed to drinking milk at
every meal, not just one glassfull,
but "gallons%", and when served milk,
one glassful, it tasted different to
us, having been town delivered. We
politely endured such visits, as we
were taught to do without question
or comment.
Sunday was
No work was

truly a day of rest.
done, only necessary
chores to feed our animals and har-
ness a team to go to church, or for
a Sunday afternoon ride, or visit to
our relatives or friends.
Since Uncle Quin and Aunt Carrie’s
move to Sacramento we missed them
very much. Then when they moved back

to town and had the grocery store
near the middle of the first block
east of H St near Dr. Graham’s Drug
Store, it became a stop-in for me on
my bike to and from school, to
supplement my lunch box with an
orange or banana or some special
sweet.

They ran the grocery for a few
years until they sold out to Frank
and Merton Callis, with their sister

Pearl as bookkeeper. Later on Alma
Makkonen was a bookkeeper for
Callis’s. Uncle Quin went into the

Lompoc Warehouse job, buying
farmers’ crops, storing beans and
grain and baled hay.

In all my childhood memories and
teaching years, and until Aunt
Carrie’s death there, the McAdam
family lived at the NW corner of J
and Cypress Ave. Uncle Quin kept
the yard and hedges and the premises

neat and tidy. A row of pepper
trees along the south park way side
were 1lush and beautiful. The yard
was, and still is to this day,

characterized by its iron fence set
in a foundation of round smooth
stones from the beach, and before
the advent of cement sidewalks in
the town, had a sidewalk and yard
walks of asphalt.

Mr. and Mrs. Hebert and two sons
lived next door, with a lot between
them and McAdams, upon which Mr.
Hebert later built a neat home that
was rented to various teachers or a
Baptist minister. Mr. Hebert, much
in tune with Uncle Quin, kept his
property spic and span. For many
years he was the beloved custodian
of the Lompoc High School on Cypress
and L, two blocks west, and kept it
spick and span also. His sons were
about the age of Leella McAdam. Mr.
Hebert was small of stature, vigor-
ous, with a snowy white beard and
dark eyes.

The Baptist Church was diagonally
across from McaAdam’s. At first it
was a large oblong building unadorn-
ed except by church-like windows

along the sides. A low wide porch
and double doors were on its east
end.

this photo of Lena (McCabe) Holloway ;

and Edith Peck from her yard diagonally |

il across Cypress and J from the Baptist /
hurch about 1900.

Gertrude describes how the outhouse at the church's S.W.
corner opened to the west onto J. Street. "A bored child who
got restless was allowed to slip out as quiet as a mouse during
the long service to visit this outhouse - which she nearly blew
out of as the broken door opened to the west."



to leave the ranch for a short
vacation.

Dad sold off most of his stock and
the horse population was down to
just the few work horses and 01d Kit
and Poly, and crops were in and we
had a very dependable hired man,
Albert Davee. Manma urged Dad to go,

he wanted her to go, but she said it

was for her an almost sad journey
and that she, with Albert, could
manage the ranch and children. So

he compromised and toock me.

I was age 8, a second grader,
going into 3rd that fall. We left
in September from Surf at 2 A.M.
Albert drove us. I remember I was
enthralled by the phosphorescent
lights that shown on every breaking
wave, as there was an influx of the
special algae that causes it. I got
my first glimpse of Los Angeles from
the S.P. Station in the early
morning. Palm trees on the hor-
izon. We went coach accomodations
and everyone had a hamper of food to
last the trip, supplemented by pur-
chases at stops. We had a sleeping
berth and papa struggled with my
long hair each morning until a sweet
elderly lady, Mrs. Wise, took over.

There were several families on
board our car, several with child-
ren. One, that papa got acquainted
with and specially enjoyed was the
Riley Brown family, his wife and two
children, a boy my age, Riley, and a
girl Hust younger, named Gertrude.
Mr Brown was owner of the Brown
Mortuary in Los Angeles, I believe,
started by his father. They went
almost all the way across with us,
and we kids enjoyed everything about
it, in car and scenery, better be-
cause of the companionship.

We went S.P. on the southern
route. I remember firt crossing
over one corner of the Salton Sea
and learning how vast it was, due to
lately heavy winter rains that
caused overflow of the Colorado. I
remember how the size and vastness
of the Mississippi River was
impressed on my by the fact our
whole train was run onto a barge for
Crossing it near New Orleans. We
stopped in Atlanta long enough for
Papa to go in a barbershop for a
shave and to a nearby store for
clean collars.

I was an
questions
Georgia
inas.

alert observer, full of
as we went on through
and up through the Carol-
I noted the red earth, the

Ulivasr = —

scraggly
groves

looking turpentine pine
and in New Jersey papa wake-
ned me at midnight to look at the
famous Brooklyn Bridge as we, train
and all, passed under.

In Boston next day I created
laughter by exclaiming 1loudly that
"The sun is coming up out of the

" ocean!® And I knew this must be the
Atlantic and we had spanned the
Usa. From Boston we went by train

to Montreal and visited many rela-
tives in that city and in surround-
ing countryside, until the end of
October. We returned on the Canad-
ian Pacific around the Great Lakes,
across the praries and down through
Washington and Oregon and California
through the great Rockies.

I was almost two months late for
3rd Grade. Miss Nellije Guldager was
teacher of both 3rd and 4th Grades.
I was well acquainted with her al-
ready through the Baptist Church.
Third Grade took up 3 rows on the
south side of the room and 4th
Grade, three rows on the north side.

In the 4th Grade I spied a new boy

in town named Weston Learned.
Bernice and Dean had already told me
of hin. He had come to the ranch
with his father while his dad did

papering and painting to spruce up
a8 a surprise for papa and me. It
was later, after we had built our
new home on Ocean Avenue, that the
Learneds bought the Sresovich place
across the avenue from us and were
our neighbors.

Our family was still very active in
the Baptist Church. Every Sunday we
were all clean and starched and
ready for Sunday School as we all

drove down to down in the "surrey
with the fringe on top" and Bonner
and Jim, the beautiful matched bays

brushed and shining.
During this period Mr. Cresey was
one minister I remember, as he was

often invited to the ranch. our
whole family went with papa on an
all-day inspection trip to Santa

Rita to see if his cattle haqd
water and had not broken through any
fences. Mr. Cresey went along. He
enjoyed every turn and landmark. we
kids pointed out a wild bee hive in
a8 hole in a sandy bank in a roadside
ravine. He was all excitement,
insisting we come back and rob some
of the honey, until papa explained
that this hive was not very easy to
reach, and that he could instead
help papa to harvest some honey from

ae




Baptist Church Picnic at Surf

Rev. H. E. Marshall, pastor in 1907 and 1908, built the steeple
and added the north wing to the church. He lived in Mr.

Hebert's house just north of Quint McAdams'. It was rented by

the church. In 1911, the church built a parsonage on the N.E.
corner of Cypress and J streets.

Later during the pastorate of H.E.

Marshall, who was a vigorous "do~-er"
and did a great deal of the
carpenter work, the church was

remodeled to have an enclosed logia
and steeple, with a bell, whose rope
hung in this new entryway, and was a
joy for the boy who got there early
and was allowed to ring it. It rang
out every Sunday morning thereafter
for all services. Rev. Marshall was
comparatively young, married to a

blowsy blond who was never very
organized, with a bouncing baby
boy. Mr. Marshall was very pock-
marked on his face.

While we lived on the Robinson

Ranch the Baptist church had a
baptism ceremony in the river at a
deep pool at the River’s edge on our

ranch. It think it must have been
about 1906, as mother’s sister Aunt
Aggle Dewar was there, as one of the

8

leading spirits. I cannot recall
what minister presided, but Mr.
Cresey was such an active spirit so
would have been 1likely to promote
NS There were several baptisms and

a large group of singing members.

(Continued in Legacy No. 69, JSpring, 1991)
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