Lompoc
Legacy

Manue! Garcia's first car

Lompor Halley Historical Soriety, Iur.

Founded September 5, 1964 at Lompoe, California

QUARTERLY BULLETIN

No. 87

THE BRAVES (IN THE GREATEST GENERATION)

JANUARY 2002

GARCIA-ARELLANO and FLORES-BERNAL

GARCIA-ARELLANO

Manuel Garcia, the 1994 Pioneer Society
president was born in Lompoc, California
January 21, 1924. His parents, Francisco Garcia
and Esther Arellano from Zacatecas, Mexico,
moved to Lompoc in 1917 not long afier they
were married. Manuel’s father was a Hacienda
ranch foreman in Mexico and worked for J.M.
here in Lompoc. Manuel’s mother, reared in a
Convent, was a schoolteacher in the town of
Morelas. Manuel was the fourth of six children
born in the family. Shortly after the birth of his
sixth child, Francisco Garcia died (probably of
silacosis) in 1926.

Manuel Garcia’s mother, Esther (Arellano)
Garcia married Frank Lee Fabing Sept. 10,
1927.  Frank Fabing’s first wife, Emma
(Woods) Fabing had died January 25, 1927.
Two children from that marriage were grown
and had families of their own. It became an
advantage in later years that Frank Fabing
insisted the Garcia children learn and speak
English in his home. Frank and Esther had two
children, Margarite who died very young, and
Everett Fabing, born March 18, 1929.

Manuel Garcia was 3 % years old when his
mother married Frank Fabing. By the time he
started Lompoc Grammar School in 1930 he
could speak English and was assertive enough

to convince the teachers to place him in a class
with all the other English speaking boys and
girls. Even at that early age, Manuel knew his
stepfather’s insistence upon English in the home
had saved him from being placed in a Spanish
speaking class to his detriment.

Memories of the 1930°s

Manuel Garcia grew up in Lompoc during
the depression, but for the Garcia-Fabing bunch,
it wasn’t so bad. Still, spending money was
hard come by so Manuel became creative...as
he tells it:

At age 11, before the end of prohibition took
its effect in Lompoc, there was money in selling
bottles to the local bootleggers still engaged in
the "enterprise”. Some of the imbibers would go
north to Santa Maria. They got rid of their
booze bottles in the bushes before they got back
to Lompac.

Knowing this, I and my younger brother
started following the trail of bottles ftoward
Harris Grade, picking them up and selling them to
the bootleggers. It became quite a job carrying
the bottles in a sack, so T took an old horse buggy
and fixed it so we could haul them that way. I
took the tongue off, tied a rope onto the axle so
we could pull it and steer it, and built a box on it
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This area was called " Salsipuedes creek” which
means, "Come out if you canl® I was able to make
a bunch of bucks shuttling guys in and out during
the rainy seasons. There wasn't any garden work
then anyway.

Aside from being a great car because it cost
so little to maintain, it also had a lever controlled
throttle.  This feature could in a way be
considered the first “cruise controlled” car. All
you needed was a good pair of pliers, a hunk of
baling wire, 2 % gallons of kerosene and 2 %
gallons of gasoline and a strong arm to crank it up.
(Of course you had to know how to hold your
thumb or you could end up with a broken thumb or
hand if it backfired.)

It was my job to provide fuel for our stove, so
I used my T Model and a horse buggy for a trailer
to haul the wood. Many times T had just enough
gas to get down into the river bottom fo get my
load of wood and hardly enough to get up and out
of the area. Because the gas tank was under the
front seat and on the same level as the
carburetor, the only way to get gas to run into
the carburetor if you were low on gas, was to
switch the buggy to the from of the car and back
out of the river bottom. When we reached the
top of the hill we would switch the buggy to the
rear bumper and hope we had enough gas to get
home.

Manuel Garcia goes on to explain some “low
budget” maintenance techniques to keep his Ford
running: When the tires became so worn you
could see the cords, you could go the local dump
and pick up an over sized tire, cut out the center
of it and roll it on the worn tire. A little tying
around with good old baling wire and you could go
another couple hundred miles. After all you only
really traveled about 20-30 miles per hour.

Then again when the brake or low gear bands
would wear out I used to use an old belt or as a

last resort, bacon rinds. These could be cut to
fit the bands. One could operate for another
couple hundred miles.

The old T Model wasn't very fast and you
couldn't pop any wheelies, but they always got you
to where you wanted to go, for little or nothing.

Another useful feafure the old T Model had
was the wheel assembly. The tires were mounted
on rims then bolted to the wheels. When we
wanted to go out on the beach or the sand dunes

we would borrow another set of rims. Then we
would just use longer bolts and secure two tires
and rims on the back wheels. This would give us
duals for better traction. Because the 27 Model
T had a Ruxel rear end with 2 gear changes, in
combination with the low band, there were very
few places I couldn't get in and out of.

There was another very necessary use for my
old T Model. We had to have wood constantly for
heater cooking. To make it easier to cut up for
storage and use I would jack up a rear wheel and
put a pulley with a long belt over it. This would
turn a circular saw blade in a table. Then the lags
were run through the blade to be cut to size for
use. This eliminated having to buy another motor
for cutting up the wood.

Another use for my old faithful friend was to
use the same method to run a pump or a
generator. This wonderful little $5.00 car was a
Godsend for me. I was in a family of seven, and
being in the middle I had the job of bringing
home some money every day. At this time in my
teenage life things were very difficult for us, so
most of what I earned from gardening and what
money I could earn with the T Model had to be
turned over to my mother.

In order to sustain my $5.00 car I had to rely
on picking up old oil drained from cars at the
service stations. For fuel, I would buy 3 gallons
of kerosene at 5 cents a gallon and two gallons of
gascline at 15 cents a gallon. In order to start
the car with this mixture, I had to get a push.
The mixture was just not hot enough to start by
cranking. Once I got it started T could move
right along.

So you see, my $5.00 car really changed my
life quite a bit. All I have left now to remind me
of it is my ignition key.

Trading Up
(From Youth to Retirement)

Things worked out pretty well (after the
Model T Ford) after all. Later in my youth and
adventurous life, I learned to "Horse Trade®.

I traded the '27 T Model for a ‘31 Model A
Victoria, then traded that for a '32 Model B, then
on to a '36 Chev coupe. That was traded for a ‘4l
Chev, then for a 49 Chev pickup. Then we went to
a '50 Dodge and on to a '53 Dodge. Manuel
reports back in 1999, his wonderful wife and he
owned an '81 Buick and an '84 Chev 4 x 4 5-10. He



to carry the bottles. T used an 8 foot long, 2 inch
diameter willow pole to jam up on the back axle
for a break.

We would follow the trail all the way up to the
first turn on the Harris Grade. At that point we
would search for bottles north and south where
they would come back from Santa Maria over the
grade, discarding bottles along the way. We
would furn the buggy around and coast down hill
clear to the river bottom when the box was
loaded. The bottles gave us spending money.

summertime Swimming

For something fo do, we had a full river to
swim and fish in. There were great swimming
holes, like Greco's crossing and Cooper's. When
+he river was too low for good swimming we went
1o the indoor pool in Santa Maria.

Even though we only had old bikes we made out
of junked parts, with a piece of garden hose in
the tires instead of a tube, we traveled! We
would start early, headed for Santa Maria. Santa
Maria had a great indoor swimming pool where for
25 cents you could swim all you wanted as long as
you wanted.

So we would ride toward Buellfon to Drum
Canyon, 12 miles, over Drum Canyon road to Los
Alamos, 6 miles, then north to Santa Maria, 16
miles. After swimming at the pool for 4 long
hours, we would head back to Lompoc by way of
Orcutt, 25 miles. The round frip totaled 59
miles.

We spent no money for food - at that fime of
life, we didn't have any. We always managed fo
“borrow" a few carrots of some lettuce from our
friendly fields along the way. Apple trees were
always “blocking” our way anyway! So needless to
say, we never went hungry!

My First Car
(Tt changed my luck)

Many years ago - in the good old days - T was
taught to drive by Ray, an older buddy of mine.
He was the proud owner of a Model T, 1927 sedan
with a Ruxel rear end, no less. It was worth
about $250.00 - mucho dinero thenl
The lucky stiff had acquired it as a Birthday
present a few years back. Needless to say he was
quite popular everywhere he went. Most of the
time he would stop by my house and pick me up 1o
go cruising. This was quite a freat for me, since I
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was limited to my trusty old bike made from junk
parts. The bike got me To and from my gardening
jobs which was important. All T had to carry was
a good sharp hoe, a file to keep it sharp and a
lard bucket (for lunch).

One fine day I jumped on my trusty old bike and
rode to my friends house ouf in the country. T
got to his house and went o the front door and
knocked. Mr. Torres, Ray's dad, came to the
door. I asked if Ray was home. Mr. Torres said,
“Yes he is, and he is going fo stay in the house a
long time". He said he was being punished for
something he did that was very wrong. {In those
days if you lived at home you had to abide by your
dad's rules, regardless of your age.)

Well, anyhow, T thanked him and said T was sorry
that Ray was in trouble. I said good day and
started to leave. Mr. Torres called me back. He
asked me if I had five dollars on me. 1 couldn't
imagine why he, of all people, would want or need
5 dollars from me. Mr. Torres was the foreman
on a big flower seed growers ranch (Bodger Seed
Company). Therefore, he was prefty well healed.

Well T said, *Yes I do have $5.00 on me". He
said, “Let me have it". I gave him my $5.00 and
he went into his house. T was puzzled as 1 stood
there waiting. He came back to the door and
handed me a pink slip.

He said, “Here Manuel, you are now owner of
Ray's car. He is in much trouble. T was going to
sell it o someone for 2 or 3 hundred dollars, but
because I know you to be a good reliable young
man and T know you will appreciate it. I am selling
it to you for $5.00 fo make it legal.” He then
wished me good day and good luck.

As it came about, what happened didn't really
bother my friend, Ray. After all, he would always
be able to borrow (my) new car any fime. That
new car gave me a new lease on life.

We had a fishing and swimming hole located in
an area that was down a deep ravine and almost
impossible to get out of whenever if rained.
Therefore, no one ever went fishing or swimming
in this choice area when it looked like rain.

Well, believe it or not, +his T Model of mine
was a rare one in our Town. Rare, because of the
combination of gears: low band and Ruxel low gear
in the rear end. They claim that this combination
was a forerunner of the automatic transmission.
Because of this power my T Model could get out
of this area any time rain or shine.




Some students who trained under Mr. D. D.

Galbraith were:
John Dominges

John French

Ciro Greco Frank Vasquez
Julio Greco Richard Perry
Howard Douglass  Jim Romero
Sydney Douglass  Bob Robinson
Ray Terrones Ear| Guidotti
Charlie Terrones  Joe Milligan
George Galanos ~ John Flores
Barney Balaam Johnny Chaves
Camerino Diaz Roger Cruz
Buddy Aquilar Joe Sousa

Joe Signorelli Ed Dover

Stan Dover and myself, Manuel Garcia
A footnote:

The men Mr. Stevenson trained on the Tslands -

during the War were Construction Civilians who
later became part of the Naval Construction
Battalions. I served during the War in U.S. Naval
Construction Battalion #69.

Lompoc, A Good place to Live!

Manuel Garcia had a couple part time jobs
during his early high school years. He worked for
the Elite Café for a time and then he worked for
Ernie Moore in the men's department at Moore's
Department Store. (He bought an overcoat for
$15.00 in 1938, and he still wears itl)

While still in High School Manuel Garcia held
down a full time job. As he tells it:

1942 finds me working at Johns Manville where
T had been working as a switchboard operator
since Dec. 1941 (thanks to Arkey Clay).

My shift was continuous graveyard (12 - 8 a.m.).
This allowed me to get to school at 9:00 a.m.
During my high school years T studied under +wo
Vocational Carpentry Instructors, Mr. Stevenson
and Mr. Galbraith. We learned Carpentry from
the ground upl Some fellows elected rough
carpentry and some finish carpentry I decided to
learn both,

After graduation I joined the U.S. Naval
Construction Battalions - CB.'s. This took me ona
tour of duty into the North Atlantic, back to the
states then off to the European Theatre of
Operations. We took part in the D Day landing at
Normandy Beach in France then into Belgium,
Holland and Germany. My tour of duty ended
Nov. 17, 1945,

Manuel Garcia waiting to board the Queen Mary to sail

home

The day after discharge I went to work as a
carpenter for D. D. Galbraith, my old instructor
who had just quit teaching. T worked for him for
about two years and then I started building on my
own. I designed and built 8 houses for private
individuals in Lompoc, one out on the side of
Huyckville hills and one by the mission for Chas.
Kendal. T built cne store, Salvy’s Market, and one
restaurant, the first Rice Bowl. Incidentally,
they are all standing today!

In 1950 T went to work for the Lompoc Schools
as a maintenance carpenter for half pay (can you
imagine?) It paid off because it eliminated
working 12 hours a day building supervising,
drawing and planning at night, plus all the grief
involved. T just worked a normal 8-hour day.
During this time I passed a state exam for
teaching vocational carpentry and acquired a
state credential for teaching adults as well.

I worked for the schools until my retirement
(medical) in 1982. Since then I have had several
operations to remove parts and sometimes have
parts replaced! Right now I feel “fair o middlin™.
Thank &od for small miracles and sharp saws!!



won the S-10, worth $12,000, in 1984

Manuel Garcia goes on to say, "In my excite-
ment I forgot to consider having to pay income
taxes on the $12,000. I was reminded, and of
course I gladly paid." He enjoyed driving his Chev
S5-10 4-wheel drive pickup in his retirement years!
I+ was something he could not normally afford.
From his $5.00 Model T Ford to his free Chev
pickup, Manuel continues to enjoy good wheels!

Back row: Charles, Helen and Manuel Garcia
Front row. Fred Garcia, Esther Garcia Fabing, Everett Garcia

The Teen Years

Carpentry Vocational Training

At some time in the mid-1930's Mr. Joe
Stevenson was hired by Lompoc Union High
School as the Carpentry Instructor. When
Manuel Garcia entered High School in the ninth
grade in 1938 he enrolled in the carpentry course.
The course continued from 9™ through 12 grades.
Students had to take required academic classes
for graduation, but the they were in vocational
fraining at least three periods each day in
addition to on the job training as could be fit in,

Manuel says, "A day in our carpentry class
consisted of instruction on carpentry tools, math,
blueprint reading, then on site work for actual on-
the-job training. Our group consisted of about 12
students. As the jobs were assigned an older,
seasoned student was put in charge of 3 or 4
newer members of the group.*

When America was engaged in the Lend-Lease
munitions build-up and was involved in military
preparations, Mr. Stevenson was offered q Jjob
training carpenters for Government projects. His
replacement was Mr. D, D. Galbraith from
Pasadena. Don Galbraith had been working as a
contractor in the Los Angeles area and had
recently received his teaching certificate.
Manuel reports:

"I was fortunate enough to have worked under
both instructors. The jobs we worked on were
building homes for private individuals. We did
also build a large edition to our High School
gymnasium. Qur training was well supervised. We
were taught every phase of the building trade.
We learned it, as they say in the building trade,
from the ground up. We learned cement work,
rough framing, finish carpentry and anything
related to the building trade. At this point we
selected which segment of the trade we would
specialize in. Most of the students went out into
the framing field. Some went into finish
carpentry or cabinetry. I elected to do both
This helped me in later years.

I joined the U.S. Naval Construction Battalion
right after graduation. (1942)

After the War was over and I was discharged
I used my training and was able to draw the plans
and completely build 8 homes, one store and one
restaurant. When we graduated from High
School those in the carpentry program held the
equivalent of an Apprentice Certificate. Perhaps
as many as 80% of the students who participated
in the vocational carpentry program went on to
use the education in their livelihood.

It is too bad the carpentry course is not
offered in our schools any more. To be able to
create anything with your hands is a gift. Some
students went on to be contractors and others
used their training to get good Jjobs and build
their own homes, etc.

I remember some of the students who trained
under Mr. Stevenson prior to 1940:

Jim Gordon John Sumter
Leslie Leach Joe Mendez
Lawrence Greco Joe Machado
Ciro Greco Howard Douglass

And myself, Manuel Garcia

Diaz,. Ciro Greco, Joe Signorelli J li

Middle: Mr. Galrathohn French, John Sumier, Joe Mendez
Front row: Frank Vasquez, Howard Douglass, Barney Balaam,

4 George Galanos




Today, my wife and I are both enjoying
retirement. T keep busy doing small repair jobs
around the house. T have qiso found much
enjoyment in my newly found hobby of Art:
drawing and painting.  Connie, who worked for
many years at Bank of Americq, keeps busy with
volunteer work in areas of Hospital Auxiliary,
N.D.SW., etc. Besides that, she has a green
thumbl!

FLORES-BERNAL

Connie Flores® parents were Ezequiel Flores,
born April 7, 1892 and Decideria Bernal, born
February 11, 1900, They were married in the
Zacatecas region in Mexico in 1916 and came to
the U.S. about 1919 Their first child, Mary,
was born in 1917 before the little family moved
to the U.S A. They settled in Los Angeles about
1921. They had a daughter, Teresa who died as
a baby, then Connie was born April 26, 1926 in
Los Angeles. Next was Teresa, born in 1929
The family moved to Santa Paula in the early
1930°s where the rest of the children were born:
Antonio, 1932; Ezequiel, 1935; Frances, 1937,
Robert, 1941 and Joe, 1942,

There was a strike in the lemon groves where
Ezequiel Flores was working so on Thanks-
giving, 1942 the family moved to Lompoc.
Ezequiel got a job working for TM. and wasg
working at the brick plant there when he retired.
After that he worked as a gardener and
custodian for Dr. Holloway.

Connie was in High School when the family
moved to Lompoc in 1942, She got a job
working for J.C. Penney’s Store in 1943 and
worked there for 7 years. She graduated from
Lompoc High in 1945,

Connie Flores and Manuel Garcia were
married Nov. 17, 1946. Connie went to work at
the bank of America in 1951, worked one year
then quit working when the adopted their oldest
child. She went back to work at the Bank of
America in 1962 afier their youngest child,
Teresa Ann started school. Connie retired from
the Bank in 1988 after 26 years of service.

In retirement,
gardening,

Connie reads poetry, does
was a member of the Native

Daughters, serves in the Hospital Auxiliary and
has been treasurer of the Lompoc Women’s
Club.

Flores Family Picture
25" Anniversary

Back row;

Connie, Mary and Teresa
Front row:

~Tony, Ezequiel and Frances
_ Seated:

' Ezequiel and

- Decideria Mercado {Bernal) Fiores

Robert and Joe were born after this picture was taken



On the bright side of my life T survived the
War and several operations. I met and married a
wonderful person, my wife, Connie Flores. We
have three wonderful children we are thankful
for.

Our oldest daughter, Darlene, born in 1946, is
working on her PhD in Anthropology. She is
working with Native American population on a
reservation near Ramona in San Diego County.

Our only son, Patrick, born in 1954, is a
photographer, a graduate of Brooks Institute of
photography with a master's degree, and is now
employed by Lockheed in Sunnyvale, CA. He and
his wife, Margaret, have an adopted son,
Matthew.

Our youngest daughter, Teresa, born in 1957,
graduated from UC San Francisco with a degree
in Organizational Behavior. She is employed by
The Bay Group out of San Francisco, and is
teaching business courses in human resources.
She is married to Andrew Suarez and they have a
daughter, Cicely.

We are blessed that they are all in good health
and are doing great!

The Wedding
November 17, 1946

Mary Flores

Connie (Flores) Garcia
Manuel Garcia

Margarito "Maggie" Heredia
Gloria "Peaches" Lopez
Robert Flores

Bslow:

o5th Wedding Anniversary
November 1971

Son, Patrick and daughter, Teresa (Standing)
Manuel and Connie Garcia (seated)
Daughter, Darlene (Kneeling)




Manuel Garcia building Pete Machado's house
in Cebada Canyon, working for Don Galbraith, Feb. 1948

Post War Building Boom

Between the end of WWII and the Vanden-
berg AFB buildup in Lompoc there was a period
of continuing growth. Manuel Garcia worked
for Don Galbraith on several jobs. One effort
was the extension of the basement and the
construction of Sunday School rooms on the
south side of the Baptist Church.

In 1947, Garcia took on the construction of
the first elementary school buildings for the La
Punisima Catholic parish.  Surplus barracks
were available at Camp Cooke. They were
taken apart in sections and hauled to Lompoc
where they were reassembled into classroom
buildings between the Church (now the Fellow-
ship Hall) and the alley along South I Street.
They have since been replaced by the class-
rooms now along South J St.

Manuel's Volvo, his pride and joy

The Volvo

40 years ago an Englishman came to
Lompoc working for Burpee Seed Com-
pany. He had ordered and received a
new Volvo from Sweden. After only 3
months in America he decided to return
to Britain. As luck would have it,
Manuel Garcia met the man in a gas station and
learned he was planning to sell the Volvo for
$1000.00. Manuel offered to buy it and raised
the $1000.00 for the purchase. It still runs good
after 40 years and 400,000 miles! As his
children reached their teenage years and later
went off to college they are the ones who put the
thousands of miles on the car.
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