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Leella McAdam's Birthday Party
Bottom row: Gertrude Loynachan and Cecil McAdam
2nd row: Irene Talbot, Emma Bland, Maggie Smith,
Lenore Broughton, Stella Bland
3rd row: Hazel Schuyler, Marguerite Rennie, Irene
Anthony, Lena McCabe, Idella Saunders, Leella McAdam,
Inez Schuyler
4th row: Lena Kieran, Grace Hobson
5th row. Alice Cooper, Birdie McKay
6th row: Mrs. McAdam

The party was held at the Quinten McAdam home on the
northwest corner of Cypress and J, diagonally across
from the Baptist Church (see Legacy No. 68). It was
about 1903. Gertrude Loynachan continues...

(Now in her 90's)

Birthday Party — New Home on East Ocean - Cold
Winter 1909/10 - Influenza — Wedding - East Ocean
Neighbors — Music Lessons — Dean's Playmates — Van
Clief "Nursing Home" - Neighbors to the South -
Hitching rides to school (Horse and Buggy) - Poll Tax
Collection and Deputy Assessor — Beans - The First
Auto — Bolting horses — Haley's Comet — Camping at
Las Cruces - Gaviota, rattlesnakes and sun burn -
Camping on the Santa Ynez river — Fire in the bee tree
- Selling real estate

The whole block east of
McAdams, and north of the church,
was vacant for vyears. I remember
Uncle Quin coming home at evening,
whistling and walking on a well-
beaten path diagonally across the
block from Ocean up to McAdam’s, a
little up-hill. It was quite a few
years until one or two houses were
built in this block, one across from
the church served as a parsonage,
about 1913-14. [1911]

In 1908 mother and father began
building plans for our new two story

home on East Ocean Avenue, the last
property within the eastern city
limite, on 10 acres they had begun
to buy in the early 1900s. The
contract was let to Mr. A. D.
Burke. The Burkes, Mr. and Mrs.,
were from Nova Scotia and good

friends of our family. Mrs. Burke
and mother, were active workers in
the Baptist Church and Mr. Burke
was, I think, a niece of Mrs.
McDonald, our dear neighbor across
the Robinson Bridge.



i

Dad built a
around a

solid board
: generous sgquare of good
soil for a kitchen garden and a
small barn and corral beyond. Dad
had brought the bunk house from the
Robinson Ranch for a woodshed in
back.

fence

The good clay that Mr. Crawford
found deep in the cistern made nice
firm back vyard. Mother had her
washing machine on a wooden platform
in front of the woodshed, run by a
little Red Devil water motor with
hose attached to +the faucet and
forced through the motor and watered
the garden, row by row with the
runoff.

Dad had to have a small barn for
the 3 horses he kept. This he built
out behind the kitchen garden and a
small corral. There was a big
chicken yard enclosed with 6 foot
high wire panels, where mother
specialized in a cross of Plymouth
Rock and Rhode Island Red chickens
which kept us in eggs and lots of
chicken dinners.

Berry racks along the chicken yard
fence up the drive held every kind
of blackberry, boysenberry and logan

berry there was. Many many new
small fruit trees were set out along
the driveway and further in the
orchard.

All the new growth was a field day
for gophers who already 1loved the
sandy loam for homes. So papa
"contracted” with wus 3 kids to pay
us 5 cents per gopher and gave us
each a string of traps. We rose in

the early fog-dim mornings to tend
traps, collect dead gophers and set
new traps. Sometimes, we discover-
ed, gophers 1liked to come out for a

walk on the surface in early light,
to get some special food, and
watchful kids with a hoe could make
a short cut kill! I look back on
those misty mornings in dim daylight

with the fragrance of growing crops
as a happy chore.

Dad decided not to plant a spring

crop. Instead he let weeds grow over
the field and plowed them under for
mulch, which added fertilizer as
body to our sandy loam. Later he
did plant about 3 acres to hay to
help feed our horses. When

succeeding vyears brought sufficient
rain, our land produced big and
bgautiful bean crops, and each year
bigger and better Crops.

I loved the place and the whole
valley when the beans in May grew so
rich and rank they spread their
tendrils across from row to row
until the rows were marked only by
faint green indentures. Then came
the fall and bean cutting and piling
and last the visit of the big
threshing machine and crew.

Once fall rain threatened, but it
was late Saturday night when the
thresher got to us. It looked like

held
deal
overtime

we might be
Dad made a
wWork

over til Monday.
with the crew to
and mother rushed
home, made a huge dishpan full of
fresh sugared doughnuts and big
camping pots of coffee, and we girls
helped her take it to the tired and

hungry workers who could grab a
doughnut and cup of hot coffee "“on
the run". Rain was foiled, and our
beans saved from a chance of damp-
ness and second rate price. Mother
was proclaimed the best doughnut

maker anywhere!

We had neighbors - Lompocans we
had 1long known, but with whom we had
not 1lived in close contact. Morgan

Rudolph who had Esther apd Ngal,
then pre-schoolers, who lived just
outside the 1limits to the southeast
in a little white house sheltered.by
high cypress trees. The Sresovich
home just across 7th Ave. from
Rudolphs on East Ocean had been
vacated by Sresoviches who moved
into one of several new houses Mr.
Sresovich had built at Ocean and C
Street. In 1910 the Learned family
bought the place, 5 acres and barn
and orchard. Mr. Learned was by
then a well-established housepaint-
er, known by his rig and big grey
and white horse called "Kid". Ned,
Weston and Irma were the children.

Eugene Schuyler 1lived east of us
just inside city 1imits and on the
curve of the county road towards the

turn off. Their house
on the north part of their

Salsipuedes
sat back

land. They had 5 children: Oleta,
Robert, Hazel, Alvin and Lawrence.
Bernice and Oleta were school mates

and with Lucile Rudolph they made a
trio of fast friends.



It got exciting when the foundation

was marked off and dug and poured,
and dad brought two huge rocks from
the Robinson Ranch as foundations

under the two chimneys, one for a
den and the other kitchen and dining
room chimney. Mr. Crawford, who
lived in Los Olivos, made the
cistern. I remember stopping by on
my walk home from school with no one
in sight, and peering down the
cistern hole found Mr. Crawford
busily cementing its sides. He
called out Jjocularly "Don’t take my
ladder away"!. Mr. Crawford also
was an old time friend of our
parents and an active Baptist. He
became gquite famous in later years
in a bizarre murder case in Los
Olivos with the blasting death of a
neighbor asleep in his house. Due to
Mr. Crawford’s trade in which he
kept and handled dynamite to dig,
excavate and remove stumps, he was
charged, and a lengthy trial in
Santa Barbara Superior Court drew
nation-wide publicity due to the
first attempt to use 1lie detector
testimony, introduced by the Pinker-
ton originator and owner of the
first such machine is Los Angeles.
The case was dismissed for lack of
evidence.

In the Fall of

the new house. Mother had made
several trips to Santa Barbara and
Los Angeles to buy additional furn-
iture but she bought mostly from Mr.
Long’s Furniture Store in Lompoc.
She did a great job of planning and
decorating. Mr. G.F.Learned did the
finishing and wall tinting and
outside painting.

The first year the house was damp
from the new plaster and unprotected
from the constant Lompoc wind from
the west. There were no trees OY
shrubs yet to shelter it. We had no
electricity for what seems to my
memory many months, until encugh
houses along east Ocean Avenue
converted to warrent the placing of
a transformer in our neighborhood.

1909 we moved
into

Until it was installed, the cords
hung dangling inept, much to our
regret.

It was a cold dry and very frosty
fall and winter. La Grippe - later
called influenza - was rampant and
our family fell victims very hard,
each of us in turn. Papa had in-
stalled a 1little iron wood stove
where the den chimney went up

girls’ room and that
the Yhospital" for each

through the
room became

victim. It was rather a cold and
dismal beginning.

And to make matters really sad,
our beautiful Scotch Collie, one of
the puppies born at the Robinson
Ranch and beloved as a family
member, was killed by an auto. He
was not a "city dog". He hated autos
and became a tire biter and a
nuisance to passing autoists. Papa

tied a large weight to his collar,
but he learned to swing it and chase
anyway, so we usually left it off,
put this day was fatal. The family
mourned as for a child and the gloom
of La Grippe was even gloomier. We
sent for Denzil Smith, our good
friend and still neighbor up Ocean
Avenue, to come and bury Bonnie.

one of the first events in our new

house was the wedding of Miss

Lillian Corning to Abe Henning.
[See Legacy No. 65, page 3]

Mother had 1long been her special

friend and all three of us children
had started at a very early age to

Miss Lilly’s primary tiny tot Sunday
School Class, where we learned the
Bible stories and simple songs from
her sweet bird-like voice and loving
manner.

our house was a bower of flowers
and festive cakes, etc, as all the
Baptist ladies came to assist. It
was a beehive of workers, bakers,
flower arrangers. The bride and

groom stood under a big white flower-
covered bell in our front parlor.
The crowd over-flowed onto the porch
and gravel walk for pictures.

Abe Henning built a new house for
them on his ranch down the valley by
the river (where his son Dick now
lives). During the next year in
vacation, Miss Lilly, as we called
her, had Bernice and Dean and me all
at one time to visit for a week to
give mother a vacation.

Next year, 1910, Mr. Burke built
a sturdy and beautiful picket fence
all around the house and yard and
Mr. Learned painted it white. Then
our parents planted a blue grass
lawn, an alfalfa plot along the
roadside, some palms, and all kinds
of roses and shrubs and vines, fruit
trees and a pepper tree to shade the

back yard.
That pepper tree soon grew to
great size and provided climbing and

shade for a camping-out bed for us
taking turns every summer vacation.




school or work about the time we
started out to walk to school, which
was a 1little over a mile and a
guarter from our house.

While we were still in Grammar
School there was Katy Higgins who
drove a horse and buggy and said Hi
and was very generous to pick up a
hiker. Also Nelson and Elmer Collar
in their cart and horse let Dean and
Weston stand on the 1little steps
behind and once when I was very late
they 1let me, with hands on their
shoulders, and saved me a "tardy
mark®. Mrs. Emma Quimby was also
very kind to kids as she came in
from the ranch across the river to
her dressmaking in town.

Sometime during these years, 1910-
14, Dad began to branch out. He
collected Poll tax all over the
valley and outlying Santa Rosa,
Santa Rita and San Julian, clear to
Las Cruces. In those days any male
could vote 1if he had paid his $2
poll tax and it was always a duty of
the collector to catch as many as
possible not only to swell the
county coffers but to insure a big
vote. He went by horse and buggy at
first and if it were weekend or
holiday time, one, two or all three
of us kids tagged along and spent
the whole day visiting far-out
ranches.

Later on Dad became a deputy
assessor for the northern part of
the county and he had a small shack
of an office, which later became
Polly Sweet Shop on South H Street.
The Assessor was T. R. Dawe who died
in office and Cleo Cloyd became
assessor by appointment, a job Dad
made a bid for, but was not well
enough known in the county.

Lompoc was still quite isolated,
from even Santa Maria, Santa Ynez
and adjoining ranches. About 1915
Dad became a local bean buyer for
the J.K. Armsby Co. of San
Francisco, and contracted with local
farmers before the crops were
harvested, or he bought in the field
or warehouse. He found it a
fascinating 3job, as crops increased
and prices went up and there was
competition from the Lehman Co. and
others in the field.

In November 1912 we bought our
first car, a used Duro Car, an
offshoot brand made by one of the
big companys of the day. It was
rust color with 1lots of real solid

brass trim and a presto tank on the
running board for lights at night.

We girls were with mother on
Election Day in November, helping
the church ladies, who took advan-
tage of the day and many people
coming to town to vote, cook and
sell a chicken pot pie dinner for
the public in the Foresters’ Hall.
Dad and Dean came in and found us at
the end of the day and asked if we
would 1like a ride home in our new
auto! Timorously, with misgivings,
we climbed into the closed door back
seat, with Dad and Dean in the open
front. We clung hard as Dad safely
drove us through town and down Ocean
Avenue the mile into our drive.

Bert, our hired man, who had been
hauling something, had left the team
hitched to the wagon, untied, as Dad
had warned him against. The noise
of the car, which no horses were yet
accustomed to, made them bolt. Dad
was furious, watching and kept right
on going up the drive, swerving into
the berry racks along the drive and
into the 6 foot high wire panels of
the chicken vyard, which fell flat
with a swoosh, and sent frightened
chickens and feathers flying in all
directions.

Mother and I never knew how we got
the door open and out of the car as
we started after the running team.
I 1looked back as mother caught her
toe in a mellon vine in the orchard
and fell flat, but I never stopped
to help, and finally across the orch-
ard and almost to Gene Schuyler’s I
caught up to the slowing team, yel-~-
led whoa, and they stopped, still
quivering. I crawled under their
heads, and retrieved the lines and
held their bridles until Dad got
there.

His beloved o0ld mare, Kit, had a
deep bloody gash across her chest.
We later discovered it was made as
they side-swiped the metal tongue of
another farm implement. Dad never
forgave the hired man. Mother had
picked herself up and joined us, but
I laughed until I was sick remember-
ing looking back and seeing her in
her dignified 1long skirt and suit
coat and scarf-tied hat, sprawling
in the dirt. Dean and Dad repaird
the damaged chicken yard and herded
mother’s flock back and straightened
the berry rack, but it took the vet
to fix poor old Kit.



All took music lessons from Mrs.

McGee after school once a week (big
house at 131 North L St). They
became very adept and their teacher
had them play trios for public
affairs. I also took lessons from
Mrs. McGee. But I spent most of
what should have been practice time
outdoors riding a horse or digging
in the garden, and having no apti-
tude at all for piano, dear patient
Mrs. McGee bailed me out with an
offer to teach me to play some
popular music. I learned "The Trail
of the Lonesome Pine”, much to my
long suffering family’s distract-
ion. We haunted Saladin’s Music
Store for latest in sheet music of
current songs.

Dean complained “there wasn’t
enough room at the new place, only
20 acres!" However, Dean soon
formed a neighborhood "club" with

Floyd and Clyde Edington across the
10 acres dividing our homes west on
Ocean Avenue. Dean wigwagged from

the woodshed

Edington’s barn.
When Mr. Edington was very ill,

neither son could milk their cow or

roof toe Floyd on

hitch their horses, so Dean helped
them 1learn. Their home was marked
on Ocean by the big water tank and
horse trough used by the sprinkler

~man and by all horses traveling two
and fro.

Back of Edingtons lived the Vint
Van Clief family. Mrs. Van was one
of the Henning family and well known

as a practical nurse. Their three
children: Ethel, a young 1lady at
that time, Clarence and Maxwell.

Max was in high school with Weston

and me.

Next to Edingtons on Ocean, west,
lived Freeman Fisk and wife Tillie.
They had retired from their ranch
across from the north end of
Robinson Bridge, later owned by
Scolari’s. Mrs. Fisk’s sister and
husband, Mollie and Arch Reed, lived
a 1long block farther toward town at
A St. Each morning one or the other
sister could be seen walking toward
the other’s house after their
morning chores were done, shawl over
shoulders, carrying some freshly
baked offering.

They wore a little path alcng the
roadside shoulder in the grass and
fillerie, and later when the big
mottled purple thistles and mustard
grew head high along the road, just
their heads would be seen passing
along their little path. We
children always loved that part of
the way home from school where
walkers and we stopped to pull the
sharp sepals off a purple blossom -
artichoke 1like - to eat the tender
immature seed pod, which we thought
delicious.

About
15 acre

1913 our parents bought a
place known to us as the
Hunter Place, south of Learned’s and
Mrs. Trowbridges, both of which lay
between our place and the Hunter
place. It had several acres of good
scil on the 1level in a triangular
plot that contained a barn and
corral and numerous walnut trees,
then rose a vrocky shelf behing the
barn and leveled off into a small
hay field. It was an ideal place to
keep our necessary horses, cow and
raise some of the necessary hay we
needed.

Access to this was given by Mr.
Learned across his place, close to
the bluegunm hedge on his west
boundary, and we fenced and built a
dirt road. Mrs. Trowbridge died in
the first year we lived there, and
her block was farmed by Denzil
Smith. I remember that the Ralph
Davidsons, of the early wonderful
home made candy store, lived in the
Trowbridge house when their twins
were born.

We had a roadside view from our

windows of Ocean Avenue and all who
passed by. In the fall big wagons
and six horse teams, with loads of
bean sacks passed on their way to

the warehouses. We children knew to
whom most of the rigs belonged and
also who would be passing our way to




In 1912 we camped for the first
time up on Stepp Creek at the foot

of the San Marcos grade, and just
below what is now cachuma Dam.
There was a lovely flat grove where
Stepp Creek went into the river and
again there were Several other
families there a]l} at the same time,
the McAdams, Harry McCabes, Charles
Rudolphs and Walter Smith family
with 4 boys, and Walter and Mabel

Callis and family.

There was a deep swimming hole at
that point in the river and we al]
learned to swin there and fished in

the many pooils and riffles. Trout
were plentiful and a panful of
freshly Caught trout frizzled over
the campfires for every morning
breakfast.

The mothers, Aunt Carrie McAdam,
our mother, ang Leella McCabe, con-
cocted a special camp oven to make
superior biscuits and two fresh
blackberry pies when Dag came up

with berries from our place. We
even had fresh honey.

Thereby hangs a Scarey tale! For

Oon our hikes each day around the
camp area we had discovered a bee
tree andg reported to our elders.
The challenge was there so we all,
that is men and kids, went next

morning with barley sacks, buckets
and pans, and smudged the poor bees

into a stupor with burning barley
sacks. With a minimum of stings we
Came back to camp with pans of fresh

honey for our biscuits,

But that evening Hugh Sweeney came
into our camp while we a1l sat
around the stone-ringed fire,
getting sleepy, and reported our bee
tree was on fire. The whole camp
wWas electrified. we mustered all the
able bodied andg all the buckets andg
gunny sacks we could, and hurried
there, the men had to chop the tree
more olpen and young people formed a
chain 1line to pass buckets of water
and soused barley sacks, sweating
and breathless we worked far into
the night and didn‘t go back to camp
until évery spark was out. How
lucky we alj wWere that Hugh Sweeney
Saw the dull light in the tree. we
never told the Forestry officials,
but forever after every kiqg there
was careful in the woads .

Another hike for the men and kids
took us up the mountain on the other
side of the river to visit an old
sheep herder’s Camp. He had several

He had wilg honey
and homemade cheese and made his own

bread. We kids envieq him, we
thought That hike was memorable
because Leslie Smith sat on g
Spanish bayonet plant when he
Stumbled on the Steep trail ang got
a painful wound, The trail was

marked by dozens of beautifuyl Creamy

stalks of Yuccas in bloom. Sorry to
say we cut Several and "planted®
them in wet holes in our camp
ground.

At Gaviota Beach

The Loynachans camped near the hot sulpher springs
at Las Cruces with other Lompoc families in 1910 and
1911 (see page 6). Gaviota Beach was within hiking
distance of their campsite. The Loynachan children
are in the front row on the left in this beach scene.

oy

Camping at Stepp Creek
near the Santa Ynez River

From the photo album caption:

1. Bernice 2. Dad 3. Mother 4. Aunt Carrie 5. Harry
McCabe 6. Gwen 7. Leella 8. Dean g. Gertrude
10. Quinten 11. Cecile The others are Aunt Carries
relatives, the Thomases.

[Editors note: This was at the end of the horse and
buggy days. Family camping can still be enjoyed, but
somehow, it just isn't the same...]



In 1910/11 life was enlivened by
awesome appearance of Haley’s
visible for many nights in
sky. We all got up or
[Gertrude noted
again when it

the
Comet,
our Western
stayed up to see it.

that she saw it
appeared in 1991].
As we did on the Robinson Ranch,
we continued camping for 2 weeks in
some lovely spot as our vacation.
Las Cruces hot sulphur springs was
popular and in 1910 and 1911 we made
the 1long trek in our spring wagon
where we found half a dozen or so

other Lompoc families already camped
up the hill from the Las Cruces turn-
off under lovely sycamores and
oaks. All the young folk gathered

for games and got better acquainted
and soaked ourselves in the boxed-in
sulphur pool.

There was excitement unbounded
when we kids discovered a Bob cat
and the dogs 1in camp treed it,
helping and kids screaming. One
teenager yelled for "Arthur, get
your gun", until Arthur Hapgood from

Santa Ynez, 1later to be a beloved
Jr. High teacher, vacationing with
family, came running to see what on
earth was invading camp. The men
called the dogs off and scared the
bob cat out of the tree to scamper
off, dispursed the frightened cat,
but "Arthur, get your gun" became a
by-word with us kids.

In summer of 1911 we had told the
F.S. Lewis family what a nice vaca-
tion we all had and they decided to
follow us the next week. Late that
afernoon people from Las Cruces came
running up for help. The Lewis’s
horses got confused trying to
maneuver through the gate and up the
grade and tipped their spring wagon
over. F.S. wasn’t an especially
adept horseman.

When everyone got down the hill
they were extricating Mrs. Lewis
from the "wreckage", covered with
"blood” and frightening everyone.
The blood proved to come from quarts
and dquarts of freshly canned black-
berry jam she had made to bring to
each camper. Mrs. Lewis was a dear
and capable mother, given to out-
spoken words that often were "putt-
ing her foot in her mouth®", but was
kindly and busy. She couldn’t bear
to leave the big crop of berries to
waste and had hurridly canned quarts
and quarts and stuck them in their
driffle box to share with campers.

They had 3 children, Miles, Tom
and Alice. The latter was Jjust a
little older than I, but the boys
were almost ready for college. They
fascinated us kids by tales of Early

California in this very region and
they spent days hiking high up in
the hills above wus looking for the
cave that Fremont was supposed to

have hidden in while he waited to
way-lay the invading Mexican Army in
Gaviota Pass.

Another day all the young people
hiked up over the brow of the hill
shortcutting to Gaviota Beach. We
killed a huge rattle snake enroute.
Our parents 3joined us by team with
eats and we waded and got soaked,
then slid down the huge sandy bank
piled up by the wind at the end of
the train trestle.

We discovered that the little Las
Cruces store had a stock of big bars
of sweet cooking chocolate, and we

bought it all, each one hording his
sweets to himself for two or three
days! The combination of wind and
sun on bare 1legs had our skin
lobster pink by early bed time and
mama had brought only warm and

for us to
one of the
could

scratchy wool blankets
sleep between. It was
worst nights any of us
remember !
Learneds
they went

went camping too, but

as soon as we got back so
that Papa and Dean could take care
of their cows and milk them. They
had done the same for us. Mother
and Mrs. Learned had pieced camping
quilts out of pieces of disgarded
men’s suits, and Weston and Irma and
we three wished we could all go
camping at the same time.




Dad
selling

became very interested in
real estate, and spent quite
a lot of time in the little office
up town. He Dbought a Ford Model T
and I remember we kids were appalled
"when he told us it cost $500 cash
which seemed a fortune for transpor-
tation in those days! We all soon
learned to drive it, backing out of
our long driveway and going back
forward. One night I boldly backed
out only Ocean and told my protest-
ing sister I was going up to bring
pad home for supper, which I did.
He was pleased about it. Later I
remember him writing to Sacramento
for a car and driver’s license and
he asked us if we would each like a
license also, and that was given us
by mail, and was my first.

In the first years in our new home
pad built a small barn and corral at
the rear of our garden and later
after the advent of the Duro Car and
the Fords, and later a Chandler in
1916, he built a garage with ample
cement floor. We kept a big drum of
gasoline there and filled our own
gas tanks for several years until
public gas stations were establish-
ed, first at the livery stable which
became garage up town. g

Later we kept our horses and cow

at the Hunter place until Dad sold
that place to Mr. Learned in about
1915, and Mr. Learned tried his hand

at running a dairy and delivering
milk to town customers. He did this
for a short period of a year or so
and then deciding that the farm
routine was not for him, he resumed
his painting profession.

(Continued in Legacy No. 70, Summer 1991)
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