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Man seeking treasure that may be Come Join Us!
lurking in your junk drawer By Julie Ann McLaughlin

At the Our Open House on January 23rd, we hosted a
Numismatics is the study or collection [f knowledgeable coin enthusiast who was on hand to

of currency, including coins, tokens, evaluate and advise on the potential value of coins and
paper money, and related objects. While |f tokens. Bill Sudbrink doesn’t want his analysis to be
numismatists are often characterized [} confused with a professional appraisal so he discourages
as students or collectors of coins, the the use of the word “expert” to describe himself. But his
discipline also includes the broader knowledge and - dare I say it - “expertise” in the subject
study of money and other payment me- [¥is impressive. I eavesdropped on a couple of the

dia used to resolve debts and the ex- evaluations that Bill gave and I realized that the real
change of goods. —Wikipedia worth of his analysis is not what the monetary value is
but the stories that these coins tell.

Bill’s first interest in coins is a story that involves
a jar of pennies his mother had collected while
doing her job. At that time the Indian head penny
was becoming rare so she would switch them for
the newer pennies. One day when Bill was small
and getting under foot she brought out the jar to
keep him occupied and a numismatist was born.

Bill Sudbrink has started a unique collection in
which he is seeking out the currencies of Lompoc. He has a transit bus token and a couple of
Treasure continued on Page 2

The Things We Might Have Missed

(An excerpt from a December 14, 2015 presentation to the Lompoc Valley Historical Society)
I’ve always been a time traveler. available on microfiche in the Lompoc could reach back and touch them. But

When I was a little girl growing up in  Public Library and nowhere else in the there was already something

Brooklyn, New York, I was fascinated world, as far as Tknow. And he tooka  cynthia Carbone Ward—our latest

by my father’s embossed leather photo lot of photographs. At the borders of speaker and new member (yah!)

album from World War II. He arrived each photo he often wrote captions in
at Camp Cooke, now Vandenberg, not ink, and then he attached them to the
far from here, in February 1942, where pages of his album with tiny triangular
he was a Private First Class in the photo corners. When I first saw his
Fifth Armored Division. He was, as I  photo album, the war had been over
seem to have become, a person who for less than a decade. The raucous,
documented life as well as living it. good-hearted Brooklyn of my

He was a writer for the Camp Cooke  childhood was filled with postwar

Clarion, copies of which are still optimism, the 1940s so recent you

| “Tings” continued n Page 3
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The Legacy Ardeane’s Helpers
Treasure continued from Page 1
Our holiday open houses was well attended.
Debbie Manfrina and her granddaughter made
cookies, Karen Paaske provided treats too. We
even had a craft in the reference room for the
token”. This type of coin kiddies to do. But of course the main attraction
was given as change to was the beautiful holiday décor in the Spanne
promote return business. house. The signature style that Ardeane Eckert
Bill has a book that lists at least fifteen pulls off year after year with real pine cones and
establishments here ig Lompoc that issued magnolia leaves. But Ardeane doesn't do it
such tokens. Several cigar shops and places

alone and she wanted to make sure to

with names like “The Chatterbox” or “The K ledge th tributi fth
Reception” and the tokens were good for five acknowledge the contri ; u 1o.n ° e. many
people who make our Victorian Christmas

cents, a drink or even half a cigar. The . :
tokens don’t usually have dates, but if they display possible.

are made of bronze or copper they were likely .
made in the late 1800’s or early 1900’s. By Santa has his elves and Ardeane has her

the 1920’s and 30’s these tokens were more helpers too. Santa has his naughty-or-nice list
often made from aluminum. and Ardeane has a list too and she wanted to
share it with you:

commemorative coins from
Lompoc’s centennial. But
what he’s excited about is
his Lind and Dilli “good for

Bill has been trying to acquire the “tokens of

Lompoc” and missed out on a recent auction 4 (9 >
for a Bendasher five cent token but even the
scan of the coin reveled an interesting detail. John Larson
The address on the token .
(111 W. Ocean Ave.) is Bob & Jan Manfrina
different thap th§ addregs in Rodney Eckert
any of the Historical Society’s
files (119 W. Ocean Ave.). It is Sandy Valla
mysteries like these that
seem to fascinate Bill. Rose Roberts
Bill is hoping to involve you in his quest. He Breanna
is confident that lurking in junk drawers, tin
canisters, jars, old cigar boxes (or where ever Eileen Negus
Treasure continued on Page 6
: : - @ Jacqui Roberts. )
Newspaper’s illustration from Lompoc Theatre’s opening -
Friday, May 27, 1927 We would like to join Ardeane in thanking them

for their efforts in making this year’s display
magical. They are all nice, we know because we
checked twice.

e 2 b SRR R
3 LOKPOC, CALIT.

fThe Lompoc Theatre Project now has the keys
Eto the Theatre Building and will commence fund-
i raising. Donations are tax deductible. Mail to:

ELompoc Theatre Project; 740 N. H st. #238;
i Lompoc, CA 93436

LOMPOC’S NEW THEATRE BUILDING
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“Things” cont. from page 1
compelling and elusive about those

black and white photos of stark new
barracks on dusty fields, jeep convoys
along desolate hills, and my father in
uniform, gleaming with dreams, his
whole life still ahead of him.

Like many soldiers whose first
glimpse of California came as part of
a wartime assignment, my father often
spoke wistfully of its fine climate and
beautiful terrain, and he wished he
could return someday, but of course
he never did. Little did I know I
would one day make my home on a
cattle ranch on the central coast barely
thirty miles from the southern reach of
Vandenberg. There’s something
deliciously implausible about this, but
dreams often take more than one
lifetime to be fulfilled, and maybe my
father’s affinity for this area was an
unconscious radar leading me to it.
When I arrived, I resolved to visit
some of the places he might have
known during his brief time here. I
started with a pilgrimage to the Santa
Maria City Hall, prompted by a blurry
photograph of him sitting on a bench
near the entrance on July 3, 1942. On
July 3, 1994, exactly fifty-two years
later, my daughter did a cartwheel in
his honor in that very spot, and I felt
inexplicably delighted. Maybe in a
way we’re always looking for traces
of the people we have loved, some
residual link even in locations through

which they only briefly passed.

I was a schoolteacher, first at Vista
de las Cruces, the little school in
Gaviota, and later at Dunn Middle
School in Los Olivos, and the more 1
experienced of this unusual part of the
world, the more interested I became in
its history and people, even beyond
my personal fascination with Camp
Cooke. In 1996 I launched an
informal oral history project with my
6™ grade students, interviewing people
in our community to learn what it had
been like to grow up here, and what
wisdom they had accrued. At first we
just talked to old-timers and local
ranchers, such as Dibblee Poett of San
Julian ranch, or Esther Isaacson of El
Chorro, but in time we saw that what
mattered wasn’t the age or occupation
of our subjects but their willingness to
reminisce and share. Sometimes we
visited them, and sometimes they
came to our classroom, but borders
blurred as we wandered through time
and place. We discovered that
something different happens when
people talk to kids. They remembered
things they hadn’t thought about for
years, important things like rainy
Christmas mornings, the best spots for
catching steelhead, and what it was
like bumping along the muddy roads
of San Julian ranch in a horse-drawn

sulky cart.

We began to see ourselves as the
gatherers of stories that might
otherwise be forgotten, and even after

I was no longer teaching and couldn’t

claim to be doing this for the children,
it became an ongoing labor of love for
me. I no longer have students to give
me credibility, but I still collect
stories. To this day I cannot meet an
interesting person without wondering
if he or she would agree to be
interviewed, and I seem to meet
interesting people everywhere I turn.
Which brings me to where these
interviews are housed: I have created a
website, The Living Stories Collective

http://
www.livingstoriescollective.com,

where they are readily available now
and hopefully always. It’s a work in
progress, proceeding at glacial pace,
but very much a labor of love. If you
go to this website, you can find both
short pieces we call “glimpses” as
well as in-depth interviews, including
audio-clips and photos. I happen to
think life is tricky, and ’'m genuinely
interested in how people navigate and
what they have learned, so this
website is an archive of wisdom and
advice as well as memories and
stories. Also, because most of the
people we have interviewed happen to
be locals, there is an emphasis on the
connection to place, a strong sense of
what it means to be here in this part of
the world.

Meanwhile, my story collecting
eventually led me to the Lompoc
Historical Society, where the shelves

were lined with volumes of family

Things continued Page 4
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“Things” continued from page 3
histories and the cabinets crammed

with old photographs, clippings,
letters and memorabilia sorted

and labeled by volunteers with a
focused sense of mission, the loving
caretakers of the past. I asked Myra
about Camp Cooke, and she placed
three heaping files on the table in front
of me, all labeled “Camp Cooke” in
blue marker pen, and I was immersed
in the 1940s. A fellow named Jim
Reynolds happened to stop by, and it
turns out he had been one of the Camp
Cooke surveyors 1942. Myra
mentioned going out there in a *46
Ford once, and they laughed about
how foggy it could get, and you just
had to keep going until you heard the
ocean. While these two were casually
reminiscing, my father’s name caught
my eye, dear and familiar and clear as
day, the byline of a Camp Cooke
Clarion article. It was a story about
Zombie, the beloved wire-haired
terrier of Camp Cooke’s canine corps,
carefully clipped and saved by an
anonymous reader to be discovered by
me decades later in this most unlikely
place. And I would have been satisfied
with that, but I guess this reader was a
fan, because there was a second article
by my father as well, a humorous
profile of a soldier on KP duty for a
column called “Private Lives” and it
was funny and wry. I recognized not
only my father’s name in these

newspaper clippings, but his voice —

his easy, natural eloquence. And
something that had receded like
dreams in fog suddenly seemed real

again.

Of course I also visited Vandenberg a
couple of times over the years, hoping
to get a better sense of what my dad
might have seen and felt there. But as
base historian Jeff Geiger told me,
what was army then is air force now,
and very little of Camp Cooke
remains except the shapes of the land,
a railroad bridge, and the chill damp
wind of February. He suggested I
stop at the recreation facility on
Walnut on my way home. It was the
USO building in my father’s time, and
maybe it still bore some resemblance
to its former self. I drove over to the
rec center, stood in front of a small
recessed fireplace in an empty lobby,
a counter that may have once been a
soda fountain or a bar, and an open
area with a stage and a polished floor
for dancing. I suddenly realized that
I’d been there before, to the

quinceariera celebration of a young

neighbor. I had known this room when

it was filled with voices, laughter, and
music, just as my father had. I felt
oddly close to him, as though we had
shared a moment. As I’ve said, I've

always been a time traveler.

And that’s not even all. My father had
made a record at that USO center, as
many soldiers did, a little 78rpm vinyl

-coated cardboard disc, which

somehow ended up in my No. 126
possession. I mentioned this once to
my friend Marc Kummel, who just so
happened to have an old Victrola
record player. He placed the needle,
wound the crank, and suddenly I heard
my father’s voice, recorded in
Lompoc, mentioning Lompoc, and
heard by me right here, with nothing

but seventy years between us.

I have to tell you about one more
wonderful and unlikely thing: When |
was a teacher at Dunn Middle School,
a colleague and I launched a grandiose
plan with our sixth grade students.
The idea was to create a scale model
of the solar system, but not only
would the planets be correctly sized in
relation to each other, the distances
between them would be based upon
the same scale as well. With the sun
at the oak tree in front of our school
office, far-flung Pluto would be about
forty miles away in Pismo Beach; the
other planets -- and their moons —
would be placed precisely here and
there along the way. Careful
calculations revealed that Neptune
would be in Santa Maria. I knew the

perfect site.

Remember Santa Maria City Hall,
where my father sat on a bench in
1942 and my daughter did a cartwheel
half a century later? Yes, where the
bench was, and my father, and the
cartwheel, there was Neptune for a

while.
“Things” Continued on page 6



Martha Harris,

former Lompoc Teacher, dies in San Pedro, CA

Written by Myra Manfrina

Martha Livingston Harris taught Lompoc
Elementary School Classes from 1946 to 1950’s,
see class picture. She died in December, 2015
at age 93, in San Pedro, CA.

Upon husband George pumss
Harris’ return from
WWII Service with the
Army’s First Field
Hospital in the
Philippines, they
settled in George’s
hometown of Lompoc
for a few years, before
moving to San Pedro
where she taught in
Elementary schools of
South Shores and Pt.
Fermin for 35 years
before retirement.

This is the Grammar School class that Martha Harris taught
in the late 1940's. She is seated at the end of the front row.

Built 1890 by E.R. Tutt. Then J.P. Gury Bought it. George
Harris Sr. bought the home in 1908 from Mr. Gury. The
Harris home on the southwest corner of H and Walnut in
1921 had a walnut trees in front and the distinctive steeple
tower, which was removed in 1925.

A

Martha and George Harris

About 1945

The Harris family was
very prominent in Lompoc’s history and the
family of George W. Harris and his wife Juna
Corning, and their Children, Ruth, Catherine,
Marjorie, Esther, Dorothy, Mary and George,
lived many years in a big Victorian steepled
home on the southwest corner of H and
Walnut. The turret tower was removed in 1925.
The home itself was moved to the 400 block of
South J Street when Ruffner & Schuyler
bought the lots and built their Chevrolet
Garage and Sales business. The location is now
Walnut Plaza. In 1921 there were large walnut

8 I | Hn!nulmu\um
trees lining the front of H Street. L—bl_ ! il 'IllIlIlIIIIlIlllllllllllllmllnllnnnunnumm'lm -
Martha was proceeded in death by her s e
husband George and her son Greg Harris. She Juna Harris, (Mrs. Gearge Harris, Sr.) used to entertain her
is survived by her daughter Marcia Hart and friends with an English afternoon tea and lots of conversa-
son-in-law Brooke Hart and granddaughter tion. Juna Harris had the distinction of being the first
Alexandra Hart, soon to be residents of Lompoc.  woman to vote in Lompoc and in the 1960’s she had her
They are members of the Lompoc Valley own call in radio talk hour at the local radio station.

Historical Society.

Go digital! and have is newsletter delivered to your Email inbox instead of your Mailbox. You’ll
not only be helping the environment, but just as notably you can save LVHS printing and post-
age costs. If you would like to opt out of the traditional mailing for PDF version of The Legacy
be sure to contact Karen Paaske with your email - kpaaske@verizon.net
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“Things” continued from page 4
If life is a cycle, I sometimes think, maybe I can simply EANNUAL NOTICE TO MEMBERSHIP from your
sit and wait for everything to come back round. I have : Treasurer

seen time slur its grasp, if only for an instant, and I’ve g Lompoc Valley Historical Society is a 501C-3
paused in the fissure between then and now, knowing : Non-Profit organization in the State of

ECalifornia. Each year we file information

: returns with the State and Federal

moved among decades and seen blurry photographs E governments regarding our organization.
converge with planets. I have glimpsed the stunning : Form 990 — 2014 Return of Organization

: Exempt from Income Tax and Form 199 - 2014
: California Exempt Organization Return were
thing you might have missed if you were rational. We E filed at the end of our Fiscal Year 8/31/2015.
: We also file annual Business Property

: Statements and Free Public Library or Free

» Museum claims with the Santa Barbara

slow down... and notice...and ask...and listen...and : County Clerk Recorder & Assessor We have all
: of the above mentioned Documents available

: for your inspection upon request. Please

: contact Jeannette Wynne at 737-1170 if you

= wish to see them.

love beyond the mere circumference of a life span. I‘ve

synchronicity of the universe, made evident in the silly

need not limit ourselves to this one lifetime: we are all

vessels of stories, and light, and love. We just need to

cherish one another. You have no idea how precious

and unique you are.

Cynthia Carboneward S EEE NN NN NN EEEEE NN NN NN NN EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEERY

Treasure continued on Page 2 Q\

people keep things) is where these tokens and /

others not listed will be found. November, December 2015 and
January 2016

Bill would like to create a catalog of exonumia Memorials & Membership

(google that—I did), coinage made either to Welcoming New Members

commemorate our community or used Cynthia Carbone Ward

conducted commerce here in Lompoc. Bill
wants to collect the older trade tokens made of
bronze and such, but he’s also interested in
newer ones stamped from plastic. He’'d even

Nancy Thompson
Pam Nelson
Carol Norrander

take the proverbial “Wooden Nickel” if it was Nancy Terry
from Lompoc. Total Number of Members: 441
So I checked my junk box and Memorial Contribution in Honor of
among the Allen wrenches, Betty Ruffner
toenail clippers and an expired Martha Livingston Harris
driver’s licenses I found this Paul Tognetti
token from the Car Wash on Elmer Simoni
Pine Street. Now this isn’t an Virginia Grossini Dover
antique but sure enough I had Carol Ann Chambers

- ok ) .
rom my junk box what Bill is looking for.

Alice Contreras

Bill will be at the Reference Room again during Phil Wall

our Open House on Saturday, February 27th; Domenic Signorelli

from 10am to 1pm. He'll be happy to let you John “Jack” Dreese

know if your coins are worth more than their Ed Everett Y,

face value. So check your stash for those
numismatic treasures and make Bill’s day.
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Karen’s Chronicles

Happy New Year! May you have a sweet
[13 16.”

Many thanks to Cynthia Carbone Ward for a
wonderful program during the holiday season.
Our next dinner features, Greg Gorga, of the
Santa Barbara Maritime Museum, so hope you
will be able to attend.

Dr. Blake Jamison and Jo Hoag clipped the
roses. Jim Campbell is fighting the weeds.
Hopefully, the garden remodel will start in April
or May with French drains to disburse water
away from the house. Without wonderful
helpers the buildings and grounds couldn't be
kept up.

The holiday open house dates had lots of
visitors thanks to Westways magazine, several
newspapers and social media. Valley Haven and
Leadership Lompoc also had special tours.

The labor Day weekend Friday night dinner is
open to anyone to attend. The 50 year class is
having their own reunion (due to space
requirements) and we urge classes to organize
gatherings, especially 1961, 1956, 1951, but
also 1971, 1976, 1981, etc. The BBQ at Ryon
Park will also be on the event Calendar.

Karen's Wishlist:

Board members: meetings once a month,
4th Monday at 11lam, about 45 minutes

researchers: learn about Lompoc history
and fulfill information requests

Help update and maintain website

Clean the museum area about every 2
months.

A special shout out to our wonderful

volunteers! Donnie Silva arrives early, makes
coffee, cleans and sweeps as well as being a
fount of information about the community.
Brian Donelson cleans and updates the
Carriage House as well as enthralling 3rd
graders with his stories. Jesse Jones helps
repair, mend, paint, fix and often checks on the
property and is invaluable to our society.

Check the Facebook page for all those
great old photos!

Notes from your Treasurer...

Jeannette Wynne

Happy New Year 2016 to all our members!
The first “event” we have coming up is the
March dinner on Wednesday the 9th.
Mark your calendars and note the change of
day! If you plan to mail in a reservation,
please do so at least a couple days before the
DUE DATE of MARCH 24, | really appreciate
your help with this so I can call In a good
count to Pastor Doug. As always, if you have
any questions about the dinner or
membership, please call me at 737-1170 or
email cybernana@verizon.net.

At the December dinner, Rancho La
Purisima Chapter of the DAR presented
the historical society with a check for
$1750 enabling the completion of the
Lompoc Review preservation

project. This generous gift allows
digitizing the paper which was published
from 1919-1932 onto the California
Digital newspaper collection, a free
website in connection with the Library of
Congress.

A

Pictured are Sue Huseman, Regent of
the DAR chapter, Susan Warnstom and
Karen Paaske, Historical Society
President



U P a nd Comi Nng Events... .FEBRUARY 15 Presidents’ Day
e FEBRUARY 27 open house
e MARCH 9 Wednesday, Spring Dinner
Executive Board e MARCH 17 St. Patrick’s Day
e MARCH 26 open house
e APRIL 23 open house

Karen Paaske - President

Ardeane Machado Eckert - 1st Vice President
Harvey Wynne - 2nd Vice President

Julie Ann McLaughlin - Secretary
Jeannette Miller Wynne - Treasurer

Jan Webb - Corresponding Secretary

Directors

Barbara Mundell Cabral, Myra Huyck Manfrina, Dan Dutra, Rose Machado Roberts,
Readon “Donnie” Grossi Silva, Carolyn Huyck Strobel, Jesse Jones, Brian Donelson,
Irma Gadway, Lyla Sechrest, Don Fletcher, Sherrie Chavez, Debbie Schuyler Manfrina
and Lynn Benedict Romine
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