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Cultural activities — Chautauqua - Opera House:
Movies, Memorial Days and dances - Street
“improvements" and sewer system - Lompoc wind -
Lompoc's isolation — Politics — WWI and Panama
Pacific Exposition — Bumper crops of 1916 — Senior
plays and graduation, 1917 — A camping trip to the
Sierras - College days and WWI - UC Berkeley to
Pasadena and UCLA — "Graduation” and teaching back
HOME - A new school and a new husband — Pasadena
and land sales - Santa Barbara and children -
Depression, WWII and renewed ties with Lompoc -
Grandchildren, great grandchildren and remembrances
in abundance!

Trips to "the City" were few and
far between to see plays and art and
athletics or any of the cultural
experiences. But the schools brought
to us a traveling art display of
prints of dozens of the world famous
paintings, with guides that interpre-
ed and explained each as we slowly
passed along. The prints were hung
in the gym and halls and we reviewed
our favorites and learned the
artists and history of each.

Another cultural plus for small

towns in those days came to Lompoc
about 1915/16. The Chautaugua was
largely attended. Many today do not

know what Chautauqua is, as the
need for such a traveling feast of

(Now in her 90's)

entertainment and culture passed
with the development of transporta-
tion and easy travel for intercommun-

ication. But the big tent was
pitched at the corner of H and
Cypress, across from the Library..
[Centennial Park, today]. Rough

plank seating was put in, sawdust on
the ground and a fair sized stage
and dressing rooms complete.

Season tickets and singles were
sold and well supported through all
Lompoc Valley. We heard opera, all
kinds of music, many of the famous
men and women soloists, lectures,
comedy, plays, magic, and heard and
saw the best of cultural entertain-
ment. I remember hearing William
Jennings Bryan, a one time Demo-
cratic candidate for President
against Taft, and whe was billed as
the Silver Tongued Orator.

I know the Chautaugua had a
profound effect on our family,
increased our music appreciation and
desire to know all the good music
and be able to play musical
instruments. School was excused
for all who had tickets or wanted to
go. Homes were on vacation
schedules as whole families attended
all 3 daily sessions.

The movies became a magnet for us

teens as the MPerils of Pauline"
drew us for each episode. At first
the Opera House was managed by the

Walling family, a burly father, a

mother, plunp and blonded, who
played the piano watchfully
synchronizing the music to the



a teen~ager, due to changes in the

Ocean currents, and thus, the
climate. {Myra’s note - the winds
are a lot calmer now than in my day

also - 1926-1939 school days].

In that decade - 1909-20 - Lompoc
was still a somewhat isolated town.
We got world news through the daily
papers, from the City - San Francis~
Co. The Chronical, The Bulletin and
Examiner, and from the Los Angeles
Times. The papers came via train to
Surf every afternoon. Immediate
news came by Telegraph and Tele-
phone, and we had our local paper
once a week, or sometimes two local
papers weeKly. Politics were as hot
and heavy as anywhere. Knots of
farmers, townspeople and businessmen
gathered on the bank corner at H and
Ccean, or at the Post O0Office for
sometimes hot exchanges.

In the evenings or on Sundays
everyone drove to Surf to meet the 4
o’clock +train from San Francisco, to
see who was on it!

In 13812 the Pre31dent1a1 Election
was enlivened by a split in the

Republican Ticket when Teddy Roose-
velt ran on the Bull Mocse ticket
with California Governor Hiram
Johnson as his running mnate. My

Quin McAdam were
Bull Mooses. We

father and Uncle
very enthusiastic
three children had permission to cut
school and go to Surf to meet the
Roosevelt train on a September
morning in 1912. The Balaam Boys
Band and a bunch of Lompocans were
on the local special from Lompoc
when it pulled out of the 1local
Laurel and G St. depot.

I remember Hyman and Squire Wilker-
son with their base and alto horns
were late arriving because their job
before school was collecting the
town garbage. [Their dad fed it to
his hogs]. Then they had to go home,
clean up and dress. The Lompoc
Special was Jjust pulling out, when
they were seen running to catch it,

carrying their heavy horns and
yelling. All the kids aboard yelled
at Mr. DeFrees, the conductor, to
stop. We nearly pulled the emer-

gency cord out by its roots. We
pleaded while some 1leaned out the
windows and urged the two boys on.
They were alongside, as the train
slowly crawled past the Grammar
School. But would not stop. With a
toot of the whistle it gathered
speed, and the boys, still running,

were left behind.
excitement for their schoolmates
aboard! A.G. PBalaam told me later
that he should have insisted on the
engineer stopping the train.

World War I was raging in Europe.
It seemed remote to us although Amer-
icans were most sympathetic to Eng-
land and France. I had a Canadian
cousin in the trenches to whom I
wrote all through the 4 years. But
not until the Lusitania was torpe-
doed in 1916 did we feel we were
involved. But it took a year before
the U.S. declared War in Apr. 1917.

In 1915 the big event was a Lompoc
excursion to the Panama Pacific

That marred the

Exposition in San Francisco to cele-
brate the opening, at last, of the
Panama Canal. A large group took

the train direct through from Lompoc
to San Francisco for a week. Our
whole family went, including our
neighbor Oleta Schuyler and Ber-
nice’s friend Lucile Arkley.

Mrs. Voy had reserved lodging for
us -~ San Francisco was full up that
Thanksgiving vacation. The train
trip was fun with so many high
school students aboard. But first
one and another of our party came
down with flu, which marred the
trip. But we managed to “"take in®
about everything. Weston Learned’s

family was there also and he managed
to find me in that throng. The fair
in a beautiful setting, practically
man made on the edge of the Bay.
Only the distinctive Palace of Fine
Arts remains of the many buildings.

1916 was a summer of peace and
plenty. There were bumper crops and
a big price for them. There never
had been as high prices asked or
paid per acre for land and life for
many hard-working, toil-burdened
farmers was easing up.

Our place after 7 years of residing
on Ocean Avenue found fruit trees,
orchard, berries and garden bending
with plenty, as Mom and Dad had
planned. The big house was now nest-
led among the growing trees, shrubs
and gardens like a real homestead.
Mrs. Campbell came to sew for us.
Mr. Campbell worked in Rudolph’s
grocery, and their family included
Grace (later Mrs. Frank Barker), and
Maude. Oscar Fabing came wheeling
his bike up our driveway, whistling
as always, to take Mama‘s grocery
order. Dad had an office uptown - a
small shack of a wooden building
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scenes, and bouncing up and down on
the piano bench. Son Hershel Walling
was a shrewd and city-wise young man
who wore his cap on one side; and
Elinor, the family baby girl about 4
or By whoe sang and performed

precociously. The Walling family

fascinated us teens.

H and Ocean looking south, 1916. The Opera house Is at the
south end of the block. The "Movie" sign is just above and to
the right of the head of the figure walking across H Strest.

Later the Opera House was taken
over by Mr. Baker, the Calverts and
Ralph Huyck, for movies. oOur blind
competent Charley Poulsen played
music for them. The Opera House was
available for many large public
affairs, traveling minstral shows,
magic shows, all kinds of road shows
passing through.

I remember Memorial Day morning
services, and the big dim auditorium
smelled of roses, stocks and calla
lillies, and the veterans of the
Civil War and the Spanish American
War decked out in Union uniforms,
sat nervously on stage and listened
to the 1long and sat extolling, and
then marched out down the aisle
first, and all +the way up to the
cemetery. We had our senior class
plays in the Opera House and our
graduations.

There were always Saturday night
dances in the Opera House. It took
a great deal of doing for my folks
to 1let Bernice and me go to a public
dance, but we took our own group,
and Mrs. Gertie (Charles) Rudolph
chaperoned us. The best fun was the
summer of 1916 when they put in the
roller skating rink. I think the
place was due for a new floor
anyway, so they decided to use the
old up before, and we all skated
afternoons and evenings. We all
bought skates, and at home we used
our cement garage floor to practice
on. There were no sidewalks to skate
on in those days.

In 1916 Lompoc started the
installation of a sewer system. We
heralded it as a great progressive
step. Heretofore every home in all
the valley had its own cesspool and
in older homes and areas the winter
would bring infiltration and cave
ins and they were always a nuisance.

I remember going out O Street late
after school with Maud Lewig in her
Ford roadster. In the autumn dust
we hit an open trench across the
street with an awful Jolt, but
momentum aided us and we went on our
merry  way. So in those days
Lompoc’s improvements were with a
minimum of capital that didn’t allow
for lots of street work barriers.

Our streets were kept in shape by
hiring private teams with gravel bed

wagons, hauling the shale from
Miguelito and dumping it on the
right-of-way of Ocean Aavenue and H
Streets where minimum spreading
aided by constant use by teams and
wagons reduced it to fine

consistency and made as good roadway
as could be found anywhere.

But while the graveling was in
progress, it was perilous and bumpy,
a8 a couple of teenagers found out
one @Qark night going to Surf! The
sprinkler man kept the dust down and
the roadbeds packed with continuous
back and forth work. I remember one
pulling his tank wagon up to the big
tank in front of Eddingtons. Then
they went through town where rigs
were parked and horses tied,
carefully shutting off the spray as
they naneuvered around, but if
someone was a little too inconsi-
derate and left a rig parked out
into the street too far, or cut in
front, the sprinkler man often slyly
paid them off by neglecting to turn
off the sprinkler.

The sprinkler left puddles in the
low places, where tied teams had
pawed or wheel tracks cut too
deeply. Flocks of blackbirds
swooped in, in a twittering cloud,
perched on the telephone wire and
dropped down for a morning bath.

The west wind blew up the Valley,
especially blustery in the Spring.
In May we used to moan Fhat it
spoiled all the roses at their peak,
and it swooped up Ocean and H, blo-
wing skirts and waking men, women
and children hang onto their hats.
I think the Westerlies are 1lots
calmer in Lompoc now than when I was




to visit the
Bernice and I

trip to Los Angeles
Taylors in Monrovia.
stayed two weeks.

Then when Dad and Mother came for
us we passed the Learned Ford in
Gaviota Pass with 3 boys in it who

stood up and yelled. We knew with
sinking hearts that they were bound

for Santa Barbara to enlist in the
Grizzlies. Mr. Learned was taking
Weston, Edward Bissinger and Bert
Rios to Santa Barbara to join the
Grizzlies, the volunteer Artillery
group sponsored by the Santa Barbara
author, Stewart Edward White, and a
successful fellow-author, Peter B.
Kyne. All of a sudden the War had

really come home to Lompoc for us.

Because the Grizzlies were volun-
teer they were shunted here and
there at first up to Tanforan south
of San Francisco, and later to Camp
Kearny east of San Diego (part of
what is now Camp Pendleton), where
they were trained endlessly and
didn‘t leave for the Front until
late intce 1918 when the war was
almost over.

The Fall of 1916 Weston Learned
went oOff to college at USC in Los
Angeles. T was a Senior dreaming of
college at UC at Berkeley. And in
the Fall of 1917 to Berkeley I went,
my dad driving me up.

- 1917

5

I 1loved it
year.

and had a good first
Maud Lewis, my pal from high
school, had rented a double room for
us and a new life began. There were
classmates from Lompoc besides us -
Cclare Rudolph and Clinton Stillman,
and John McDonald was a Senior at
Cal. The Grizzlies were stationed
for a long time at the old Tanforan
Race Track.

Toward the end of my first year my

roommate Maude Lewis had to leave
college because of family dgifficult-
ies and I got word of a big change

in our family: Dad and Mother sold
all our Lompoc holdings, bought a 3
bedroom California bungalow in Pasa-
dena and moved in time for Dean and
Bernice to start the fall semester

at Pasadena Hi. Weston Learned was
being transferred to Camp Kearny
near San Diego and my placid world

was topsy turvy.

Then the WAR, complicated by the
terrible world-wide Influenza Epidem-
ic, deferred all schools and college
openings for the next fall. My
brother and sister had their school-
work mailed to them from Pasadena
High School. UC started in October
instead of its wusual August. I
finally got my program all settled
and went to live in a house with 28
girls. Maude Lewis was living in
Oakland.

My 2nd year at UC was alright

until all of us at the House became
i1ll. I only remember being soothed
with damp cloths placed on my

burning brow by other girls. I was
too ill to move, and laid on the
davenport, when or how I got to the
infirmary I never knew, but after a
week I woke there very ill and weak,
but glad to be alive. I learned
that our house-mother had died and
also some of the girls.

I could not remain long in the
infirmary as the throngs of students
more ill than I was kept coming. I
went back to my room and my roommate
had gone home. I dressed and walked
up to the campus to see about "catch-

ing up¥ on my quite heavy program,
and there I fainted. The Dean of
Wwomen sent me home for a semester.

1 hated to give up, but my folks,
who Hhadn’t even known about my being
in the infirmary, were adamant about
my coming home.

When I was stronger I started busi-
ness courses in Pasadena and in the
spring transfered my credits to the
southern branch of UC - UCLA - as it



next to the Opera House, where he
spent a good part of each day with
his bean buying work, his deputy and
assessors job, and real estate.

We had croguet tournaments, played
"run, sheep, run" and "kKeep away"
with all the neighbor kids now
turning teenagers, after school and
on Saturdays. My sister and I and
Irma Learned and EBsther Rudolph
hiked up and all over the hills
above what is now called Crestview
Terrace, but which at that time we
called "Morg‘s Hill". We knew where
to find the earliest yellow violets
and all the wild flowers. The War
seemed far away as yet from us teen
agers.

Weston Learned was Student Body
President that year. There were not
enough class members to fill all the
parts in the Senior class play, so
Harry Arkley and I, of the Junior

Class, were asked to fill minor
parts, which got us in to all the
fun of practice sessions. The
total registration of high school

that year was only 65.

Weston Learned's
Lompoc High School
Graduation Photo

- 1916

Weston had a summer job, and plans
for college at USC in the Fall,
while I planned for a happy Senior
year that Fall, with graduation in
the COpera House in summer of 1917,
with all the attendant fun of Senior
Play and Senior Ditch Day, picnick-
ing at Surf.

In the summer vacation of 1916 we
went camping again, this time by
automobile and much further afield.
Mr. and Mrs. Charles Rudolph and fam-

ily, Lucile and Harvey, Mr. and Mrs.
Charles Arkley with Harry, Evelyn
and Allen, and a cousin from Los

Angeles, Gordon Evans, and the
Loynachans went to Orange Cove and
on up to General Grant’s Grove of
big Sequoias. We drove up 101 to
Santa Margquerita, turned eastward
across what was then Jjust dirt
roads, dry and hot country, to
Hanford and Lemocore and on past
Fresno to Orange Cove, camping

enroute by the roadside.

Our dads had built sideboards on
the cars’ running boards - we had a
7 passenger Chandler. That gave us
much space to carry camp duffle.
There were 9 kids in our party. Wwe
stopped at Will Arkley’s, Charles’
brother’s place. They dgreeted us
with coffee and took the 3 mothers
to sleep 1in their house. The dads
and we kids took a blanket and slept

in the hay shocks in the field
beyond, so tired it seemed the
softest and most fragrant bed in the

world.

The morning sun rose early and hot
over the Sierras to the east, and we
all scrambled out of the straw at
the smell of coffee and bacon
wafting on the breeze. Mr. Sheridan

came and gave us directions for
going up the 1long and still steep
dirt grade to the General Grant
Grove. We set up camp that night in

what was then a primitive camp site,
with only a standing pipe faucet for

accomodations and a long walk to the
restrooms.

The grownups had tents. We 4
girls made a bedroom with canvas
walls and shrubs backed by a big
log. The Dboys took off into the
woods. The mother’s cooked over an
open fire in a big fire ring and our

own grills. Beans, Spanish Rice,
Stew and ham were our fare.

We had to hike miles to Sequoia
Lake for a swim and to shake the
dust, but were as dusty after the
return hike as before. We hiked and
explored after getting used to the
altitude change from Lompoc’s 98
feet to 7/8000 feet.

One day we all rented burros, 9
burros for 9 kids with varying and
hilarious results. We hiked to a
lumbermill and pond at Hume in Kings
Canyon and were very glad to meet
our parents who came round about in
cars and brought food.

The War was very far away as we

motored leisurly home via Stockton,
Modesto and across to San Juan and
home. Then our family took another




been wealthy. Dad put his money
into Los Angeles houses on too
little margin when 1929 came. Some

Lompocans he sold to became independ-
ently wealthy by helding valley land
through the crash.

My sister Bernice married Wendell
E. Woolard in 1919 and Dean married

Opal Lea in 1920 while T was teach-
ing. At one time in 1919 Dad spent
some of the summer helping out Mr.
Lehmann in their Lompoc office when

one of the firm was off to War.
Mother and we girls spent the summer
in Lompoc with him in an apartment
at Jules Klein’s big house on North
H Street, next to Ruffner’s Garage.

I remember summer night dances at

the Celite when all the young
attended. But Lompoc was not the
same then, too many of our boys were

in the U.S. Uniform and off to War.

Later 1in 1920 as a second grade
teacher, I lived with Uncle Quin and
Aunt Carrie McAdam and they made it
just 1like home. I began to pick up
and remember all the Lompocans
again.

Uncle Quin came home and told us
the Council was talking of paving H
and Ocean Avenues in town. I was a
Lompocan again as if I could love
another place, ancther valley,
another people as well as this one.
So I was very enthusiastic to think
our dear H and Ocean would be paved
and forever eliminate graveling per-
iodically and dust and chuckholes -
we thought! But it was a symbol of
change, inevitable, and I am glad I
have so many memories of Lompoc as
it was 1in the first decades of the
19060s.

1923

and I established our home

Barbara. In 1924 we were
to Margaret Jane, and in
1926 to Andrew Weston. Then Anne
Patrice in 1929. In that year we
bought our home on the corner of
West Valerioc and Chino where we
lived many years. Gail was born in
1933 and Chris in 1937.

Those were wonderful days and yet
grim days with the Depression
putting a stop to so much of life.
Tennis, for Weston, becanme a
challenge and we bought used tennis
rackets and invaded the tennis world
of Santa Barbara Public Parks. Wes
had been playing "town" baseball and
helping manage the Santa Barbara
Legion Football team and I sat in
the bleachers.

Weston
in Santa
parents

The Learned Children
Back row: Anne, Andrew, Margaret. Front row: Gail and Chris

Weston was a real sharing helpmate
and insisted on teaching me tennis,

and we helped organize the Santa
Barbara Tennis Club at the new
stadium and satellite courts given

the city of Santa Barbara through
the WPA. I played and took part in
all the tournaments right along with

Weston until the birth of our last
child. Then I took over writing a
tennis news column for the Santa
Barbara News Press. Tennis was a

safety-valve for Weston and me up to
the time we moved back to Los
Angeles after the Second World War
began.

It seemed
at first.
inyg B, HI.
see him in

so far removed from us
Our oldest son was just
Little did we expect to
the US Navy uniform and

have to bid him goodbye off to the
unknown. And our oldest daughter,
also, had to bid her beloved goodbye

just as Wes and I had to do in
1918. We all had to dig in our toes
and work for the best, and a job in
L.A. seemed to be that, though we
hated the city and ftraffic and
influences we sensed even then, for
our family.

As 1t happened we had some pretty

hard times and out of them we found
real friends whom we Kkeep in touch
with to this day, and our children

have all grown and married and have
good homes and families.

In 1926 my father-in-law called to
tell me my beloved Uncle Quin had
dropped dead while raking the loquat
leaves on his lawn, as was his daily
custom each lunch time. The old
solid world of family and loved ones
was threatened.



had just become. It was the former
Los Angeles Teacher’s College. I
continued with the teachers’ course

and hoped I could get through to
teach sooner, with an eye to the
future, that Wes and I were
planning.

1 visited Lompoc

the train to Surf. My dad met me

there and I went down to see my old
home once more and visited Aunt
carrie and Uncle Quin and the Harry
McCabes. Dad had bought 20 acres of
producing peaches there and was
selling acreage to other Lompocans
as a representative for a real
estate company affiliated with the

Harry Chandler subdividing company.
Dad planted soy beans between peach

rows and that fall rains came early
and the first cut beans had to be
turned, heavy and soggy, and Bernice

on our military knickers
help Dad and

and I put
and volunteered to
Dean, as due to the war men were
scarce. It was an experience to
remember as the heat in the Valley
was more than we were used to.

I really enjoyed UCLA and made new
friends, one of which was Dorothy
Schleicher, who 1lived out our way
and we picked her up on our way from
Pasadena a few times. I didn't
learn at the time that her sister
was married to John Long wheo was
supervisor of the telephone install-
ations and 1lines 1in Lompoc. She
graduated and went on to teach in
Lompoc, unbeknown to me.

After Christmas, 1920, I received
a telegram from the Lompoc School
board offering me a position as
Second Grade teacher to replace Mrs.

Bertha Phoenix McCutcheon, who had
been married and was moving to
another city. I was both elated and

appalled since I was due to grad-
uate in January. I toock the tele-
gram to the Dean and even the
President of the university, and all

were happy for me, since jobs for

teachers were at a premium and the
administration wanted to place all
of us. So without benefit of
graduation ceremonies, I packed up

and left for HOME again, as I always
thought of Lompoc.

When I got to Lompoc after
Christmag Vacation I found my UCLA
friend Dorothy Schleicher was the

3rd Grade Teacher! Miss Sara Mick-
elson, the Principal made me feel
welcome and not scared. One of the

again - taking

teachers was Lucile Nicoles whom I
had known all mny 1life. And I was
teaching in the old building where I
myself had gone to school! As I
faced a roomful of expectant little
faces that first morning I made my
name chart and started.

I found the majority of those
names were familiar to me and I knew
many of the parents. Hollis Henning
was our custodian. I knew he had
married Cora Caudill and I found in
my class a sweet and helpful little

Lottie, whose features made me Kknow
for sure she belonged to our jani-
tor. And so it went.

Mr. Henning was extra kind to us
and built the fire each morning in
the big barrel stove in the corner.
There was a pile of wood and it was
really part of the teacher’s job.

We teachers all entered our classes
in a big rally parade in favor of

school bends, which passed and
resulted in the new, modern building
on the H and Chestnut corner of the

0ld grounds. I
rooms for

had my pick of the
second grade and it was a

joy for two more years. I loved my
teaching job at Lompoc and only
resigned in 1923 to Jjoin my new
husband, Weston Learned, in Santa
Barbara.

Back in Pasadena
Meanwhile in Pasadena wmy sister
graduated from high school in 1919
after having to make up homework
through the mail for the fall months
of 1918 due to flu. My brother fell
short of keeping up that mail regime
and due to a stint driving the
Arroyo Vista bus in Pasadena, got
acquainted with Whitie Womak of the
Flintridge Garage and a bunch of
teenage race car builders and
drivers, including Fred Frame and
two brothers who later became
wealthy from the invention of a

universally used auto part.

Dean also helped Dad in farming
and irrigating in the San Fernando
Valley. My father’s peaches were
fall bearing Lovells. Dad was
selling land to former Lompocans who
had gotten big prices for Lompoc
farms. He was agent for the J.K.
Johnson Real Estate firm, acting for
Harry Chandler who owned vast acres
of San Fernando.

Dad bought land also as did mother
and we children. Had we not got
caught in the game of sell and buy
more, of those days, we could have




The war
personal

news contained names of
friends and well-known town
friends’ names on casualty lists and
to touch each and every one of our
family in more and more ways. But
in 1945 our Andy came home and
entered Cal Poly, San Luis Obispo.
The Burpee people hired him for
summer Jjobs at Lompoc and when he
graduated he accepted a permanent
position there, leaving many years
later as manager of the Floradale
Farms branch of W. Atlee Burpee Co.
At Burpee’s he met twins whose
father was an acquaintance of David
Burpee’s, and who had sent the girls
out to Lompoc to work for the summer

in the greenhouses, from their col-
lege at Rutgers.

That same summer -~ our family
gathered all of us who could -
cousins Leella McCabe and family,

Cecile Robertson and family, Bryce

McCabe, Shirley Phelps, Gwen
McCollum, Bernice Woolard and
family, Wendell Woolard, Jr. and
family, Dorothy Wooclard Wanhop and
children, and our family, for a
reunion at San Ysidro in Montecito

for a big picnic.

Andy brought the twins and the
boyfriend of Alice, one of the
twins. I knew at first glance that
our Andy had found his girl, Phyllis
Crenshaw, the other twin, and so it
happened that John Loynachan’s
grandson came back to the soil to
farm in our beloved valley, and Andy
and Phyllis raised their family in
Lompoc.
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Their son Ken is with the Goleta-
Carpinteria Mosquito Abatement Dist-

rict, and daughter Susan is Mrs. Reg
Spittle of Mariposa, Ca, and they
have a son Andrew James and twin

sons, Bradley and Christopher.
Presently I have all our 5 children

living and their families intact,
plus 12 grandchildren and 15 great
grandchildren, all of whom I am very
proud.

The number of grandchildren and great
grandchildren remains as listed above.
Unfortunately, since the "Memories" were
written, there has been the loss of tha middle
child, Anne Patrice (Learned).

Gertrude (Loynachan) Learned's warm and fond memories of
her days in Lompoc are concluded in this issue. We encourage
others to share their own memories stirred to life by this eight
part serias of Lompoc Legacies!
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