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Roads to Lompoc--Part 11

EpITOR’S NOTE:

There was a lot of good information left out of
“Roads to Lompoc— Part I’, Copy No. 5, Spring
1975. This issue 18 a conttnuation, using those
stories of early travel and transportation in Lompoc.
Included are more tales of teamsters, wagons, stage-
coaches, shipping, the anticipation of the coming of
the railroad, and wmore fine sketches from Frank
Barker’'s memory.

Some readers are anxious for us to cover the
slow progress of paved highways inte Lompoec —
bul our progress is slower than the roads. That
story will have to wait for “Roads to Lompoc —
Part 111,

“BUILDING A HOME — 1875”

Presley Bascom “Back” Barker arrived in Lom-
poc from Oregon with his widowed mother, Martha
(Carter) Barker in 1875. To build a home, here is
what he had to do:

“Mr. Roberts gave me an order for lumber but I
would have to go to Point Sal and help raft lumber
ashore from a schooner that would anchor off shore
about the middle of the week following. Two of my
nephews and David Caudill and I arrived at Point

Terey A

/

E;f"ﬂf ZHA‘IZ(# 3-‘ Se/

SETL




terey the next morning. After a sumptuous break-
fast at the Del Monte Hotel, the travelers toock a
train to San Jose. The Del Monte Hotel had been
built in 1879 by the Big Four of the 19th century:
Charles Crocker, Collis P, Huntington, Leland Stan-
ford, and Mark Hopkins, financeers of the S.P.
System.

The S.P. railroad construction was stalled at
Soledad for a decade, but spurs to ports at Monterey
and Santa Cruz increased rail travel in the San Jose-
San Francisco area.

Fred Tolbert remembered visiting Lick Observa-
tory, recently built on Mt. Hamilton, east of San
Jose. He and his mother were allowed to look at the
moon and stars through the powerful telescope.

Electricity was just beginning to be used for
lighting. San Jose had a tall pole about the center
of the city with an are light of many candle power
which lit up the entire city.

After spending a pleasant month in San Jose,
Fred and his mother returned to Monterey, boarded
a steamship and sailed south to Port Harford. At
Port Harford, they were met by team and wagon
for the return trip to Lompoc.

THE COMING OF THE RAILROAD

For 20 years, the valley residents anticipated the
building of a railroad to Lompoc. By 1890, it was
anticipated that the Pacific Coast railroad would be
extended to Santa Ynez and then through Lompoc
to the ocean at Lompoe Landing. Two of several
articles in the first issue of the PEOPLE’S JOURNAL,
Friday, April 25, 1890, reflect the railroad “fever”
of those years.

~— Ocean Avenue —

A number of people opposed the passage of the
railroad along Ocean Avenue, upon the supposition

that the thoroughfare was but 60 feet wide. The
records at Santa Barbara prove, unquestionably, that
Ocean Avenue is 80 feet wide. True, at a meeting
of the L. V. L. Co., held March 20, 1880, it was
decided to reduce the width to 60 feet, but no such
action has ever received the sanction of the Super-
visors, and the legal width as established and re-
corded, is 80 feet.

— Open Secrets —

Ep. JoURNAL: I hope anything which appears
under this head, will be read and kept in striet con-
fidence, and that no advantage will be taken of in-
formation given, to stimulate public progress, or
further private aggrandisement. Let ocutside towns
do the pushing and outside barbarians gather in the
shekels.

Rumor has it that a railroad is to be built through
our valley! Can it be? Are we going to allow Mr.
Olney, et al., to come in here with their millions and
build us a good road to the wharf? Just remember
how pleasantly we were situated last winter without
the road, and we feel sure you will not take long in
deciding what course to pursue. Besides if this road
is built, our idle men will no longer have an excuse
for not going to work. Just think of the humiliating
position they would be placed in! Compelled to work,
so to speak, or be liable to the charge of laziness.
This would never do.

And then property values will run way up, many
strangers will come in and buy homes, their children
will have to go to church and school, and the first
thing we know our present buildings will be too
small, and larger and more handsome structures
will supercede the ones our eyes have become used
to. And no telling where these men of means WOULD
stop, if we allowed them to open their purse-strings
in our town and valley.

They may want an electric light plant, and if we
can see where we are going, and don’t wear out our
shoes stubbing our toes, what will become of our
shoemaker? Didn’t think of that, did you?

And suppose they got real desperate, and insist
on a telephone plant and new hall! Do we want these
things? Verily, verily, I say unto you, Mr. Editor,
DO we want these things? And echo answers in loud
voice Yea, verily, we DO. — WIDE AWAKE.

OVER THE MOUNTAINS TO LOMPOC

“All aboard for Lompoe, San Luis Obispo and
the north!” yelled the porter in the corridor of the
Hotel Mascarel, and I swallowed my coffee in =
hurry, for Wines’ stage goes on time and waits for
no man. My destination was Lompoc, and we had
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Sal and made camp. The schooner had anchored and
the first raft of lumber was being pulled ashore by
teams. This was rather a heavy and risky job which
took several days. We took turns unloading and
switching teams. I was third on the list. The first
load of lumber was for the colony. In due time I
checked out my load of lu.nber which was wet and
heavy. We started home and arrived about mid-
night. Mother was staying at a camp nearby, so
socn we had hot coffee and biscuits, then we turned
in for rest and sleep.

“We lost no time getting started on our house.
I had to have windows made, so I didn’t cut out for
them until they were ready to go in. I made another
trip to Point Sal for more lumber to build my home.
By that time I could buy lumber from the yard on
shore.”

LIFE LINE FROM THE SEA

P. B. Barker, a teamster, whose life story was
told in part in the Spring issue of LOMPOC LEGACY
(Copy No. 5), hauled freight to and from the Lom-
poc Landing at Purisima Point, until the Southern
Pacific R.R. was completed. His son, Frank Barker,
drew sketches from his own childhocod memories,
and from stories “Back” Barker told. Some of Frank
Barker’s drawings, with accompanying captions, and
more of his father’s notes help describe the first 25
years of Lompoc history.

Frank Barker’s caption for the wharf scene
above says:

“Our teams were busy hauling freight from the

boat landing 13 miles away at the ocean front so
someone was hired to drive the freight wagon. This

was the only way the early families got their supplies
from San Francisco 303 miles away. Also all pro-
duce was shipped by the same boat landing serving
the whole country as a shipping point. One of the
unique characters in the community was W. L. Me-
Kay, the Agent for the Pacific Coast Steamship
Company. Bill McKay was an Irishman of rather
outstanding character, probably the right man to
run the steamship company business. He ran a big

grain ranch and has several teams. Did much
gambling and always was in and out of town on
business. Had a family of six girls, two sets of
twins. The pier or wharf had a set of tracks for
flat cars that ran to the steamer by gravity or the
pier was on a grade downhill and the loaded cars
were controlled by hand brakes operated by one
man,”

SEE CALIFORNIA BY STEAMSHIP

Lompoe Landing was used by small freighters.
Passengers sailed from Gaviota or Port Harford
(San Luis Obispo’s harbor and wharf). The S.S.
Santa Rosa sailed for the Goodale, Perkins and
Nelson steamship line and landed at both Gaviota
and Port Harford, going north and south,

Fred Tolbert, a Lompoc pioneer, recalled an 1884
trip to San Jose with his mother when he was a
seven-year-old boy. To get to San Jose, they travel-
ed first to Gaviota in a Spring Wagon. His father
had selected his best team and had them freshly shod
for the occasion. His mother had been packing for
months, it seemed.

Out through the Salsipuedes, San Julian, and Las
Cruces Ranchos they journeyed. The roads were
private, and many gates had to be opened and closed
on the way,

Arriving at Gaviota soon after noon, the travel-
ers were unloaded at the home of the wharfinger
who ran a wayside inn for voyagers and wayfarers.
Father unhitched the team, watered them, and put
nose bags of rolled barley on while he had dinner
at the Inn. Refreshed, horses and driver returned
to Lompoc to the ranch.

The Santa Rosa was delayed in Santa Barbara
so Fred and his mother and the other passengers
had to spend the night in the waiting room at the
end of the wharf. The warm fire in the big wood
stove in the waiting room gave them some comfort.
The ship arrived at 6:00 a.m. the next morning. The
only stop was at Port Harford before reaching Mon-
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of the creek, and long trailers of blue moss hang
from the branches of the ancient oak trees.

After crossing a low range of hills, dividing the
Sal si Puedes from the valley of the Santa Ynez
river, the Lompoc valley is spread out in panoramic
view, surrounded on all sides by low-lying foothills,
with only a narrow opening towards the sea. Un-
questionably at one time this valley was a lagoon, or
arm of the sea, the great basin having been filled by
alluvial deposit washed down from the hills during
past ages. This is why the Lompoc valley soil is so
remarkably fertile.

At exactly five o’clock we drove into the town of
Lompoc, through waving fields of grain and mustard,
sweeping by fine orchards and pretty farm houses.
The town itself is a revelation of architectural
beauty and cleanliness. The streets are clean and
the houses are clean and the people are clean. Noth-
ing more adequately expresses it than to say it is a
great town surrounded by a great wealth-producing
country, guaranteeing for it a brilliant future.

Another stage belonging to the same company,
after a wait of half an hour for supper, takes all
passengers bound north to Surf, the terminum of the
Southern Pacific railroad, a distance of nine miles.
“Minerva” continued her journey while my commer-
cial friend and myself remained in Lompoc. With
regrets we waved a fond adieu to our Goddess of the
day as she again took her seat beside the driver.
After she had gone we remembered that, in all our
jolly comradship, she had not revealed her name nor
her destination, and we speculated whether she were
not some great heiress, regretting that we had not
been more assiduously attentive to “Minerva”.

The next day the stage came up loaded with pas-
sengers for the north, and Mr. Wines, the manager

of the line, asked me to take a picture of it as it
pulled up at the Hotel Arthur. — A,

Collis P. Huntington, one of the railroad builders
of the West, brought the Southern Pacific Railroad
from San Francisco to the southern part of Cali-
fornia to connect with Los Angeles. This involved
much grading, filling, tunneling, and bridge-building.
No figures are available as to the cost of the building
of this project, but the cost in men, mules, horses,
sweat — and even women’s tears. Contractors and
subcontractors made money on some estimates and
some cost and even went broke, but the glamour and
excitement and the ever-present chance to make
money kept these builders on the job and about 1900
the last lap was connected at Elwood about 20 miles
north of Santa Barbara. Railroad building and all
its different branches of work drew on the resources




64 miles of a dusty road before us, up the coast as
far as Gaviota Pass and thence over the mountains
to the Lompoc Valley.

I had only two traveling companions, it being
Sunday and travel light. One was a handsome young
lady who had ensconsed herself high up on the
driver’s box and there maintained a sphinx-like
silence; the other was a medium-sized gentleman
with a smooth-shaven, Catholic-priest-like face,
who leaned back upon the cushions with an expres-
sion of commercial-traveler ennus.

We took on the mail and trotted briskly up State
street and out of town; and I wondered if the
oysters would ever speak. Finally I said to my com-
mercial companion, “Have a cigar?”

“Thanks,” he replied. “Have something with
me.” And he pulled the something from his inside
coat pocket, each mentally ticking off the fact that
the other was a pretty good fellow after all.

We traveled at rapid pace through the beautiful
Goleta Valley with its pretty houses on either side
of the road, and great stretches of walnut groves,
flower hedges, and avenues of tall populars and euca-
lyptus. Then came deep ravines and bleak hillsides,
only the placid deep blue sea on the left, with here
and there a patch of kelp to break the monotony of
the prospect. The solitary hamlet of Naples, with
its little one-story adobe hotel, its one grocery store
and post office, and opera house big enough for a
city of 6,000 inhabitants, is the only thing that
breaks the monotony until Arroyo Honda is reached.

We changed horses at Naples, and every 16 miles
throughout the journey. Old Jim Meyers, the affable
stage driver, has sat in the box for 40 years and
knows how to make the horses “wiggle” without
wetting them. Meanwhile “Minerva” on the box —
that is what Frank Elliot, my commercial friend, of
Somebody & Bros., San Francisco, called her — had
maintained unbroker silence. We were inclined to
believe she was dumb, or in reality a goddess. Could
any human woman view the monotony of sheep and
dried grass for two hours and remain speechless? At
last she asked the driver a question and became ex-
cited over Mr. Williams’ Shetland ponies playing in
the corral. We felt relieved. It was a woman, after
all, with a sweet voice and a kodak that absorbed the
Shetland ponies. We had seriously debated, before
this, about offering “Minerva” liquid refreshments
as a lubricant for vocal organs, but after carefully
estimating the damaging effect of her scorn upon
our nervous systems, should she refuse, decided not
to risk the danger.

Two hours and a half more of sheep, dried grass,
ravines and unlimited Pacific ocean, and the dinner
station at Arroyo Honda was reached. We jumped

out, giad to stretch our limbs. I looked up at “Mi-
nerva,” who was looking hopelessly down from her
high perch. I saw her predicament, and assisted her
to alight. She thanked me with a sweet smile. In a
loud, mock whisper my commercial friend asked for
an introduction, and the ice was broken. We found
“Minerva” to be one of those splendid, handsome,
self-respecting American girls who can travel the
world over, be a jolly comrade, and be good all the
time. Who is not proud of our good, true hearted,
independent, American girl?

The dinner station is kept by C. L. Mason, who
served us a very good dinner. For the upper run,
driver Hicox, who is a sprightly young fellow and
a good, careful driver, took the stage. Old Jim re-
turning to the city with Hicox’s passengers.

We tried to persuade “Minerva” to come inside
and be sociable; but she insisted that we were soon
coming to fine scenery and she wanted to be where
she could see it all. She was right. An hour more of
monotony, and a couple of stops to throw off mail
bags, and we entered the grand and historical Gavio-
ta Pass. For several miles before reaching Gaviota,
the mountains had become more and more rugged
and precipitous, a great wall shutting out the fertile
valleys of the north from the sea, with only this
narrow gorge as an outlet toward Santa Barbara.
After passing through a wild forest of gnarled oaks
we came suddenly into a narrow canon with its
precipitous granite walls towering skyward to the
height of a thousand feet or more.

High up on the precipice there is a pile of rocks,
carefully placed one upon the other, evidently by the
hand of man, and one wonders at the daring that
could have accomplished such a feat. The legend is,
that in the conquest of California, before the capture
of Santa Barbara, supposing that Gen. Fremont's
army must enter the valley by Gaviota Pass, the
Indians and Mexicans had piled these rocks up there
to hurl down upon the passing army. It would have
meant annihilation. One Foxen, an Englishman, one
of the earliest settlers of Santa Barbara, informed
Gen. Fremont of the danger, and safely guided the
American army over a mountain trail. Thus, while
the soldiers of the Padres were watching for him at
Gavicta Pass, Gen. Fremont quietly and peaceably
occupied Santa Barbara.

The drive thence to Lompoe valley is grand be-
yond description, passing almost all the way under
the shade of oak forests, through picturesque canons
and the mountains. The road passes through great
cattle ranches, some of them 16 miles wide.

The descent into the Sal si Puedes canon is
charming beyond description. The forest is here so
dense that only occasional rays of sunlight glint
through the foliage. Banks of fern line either side



Then, after several miles of uncleared brush, the
valley began to broaden and the large two story
Huyck residence dominated the lower vailey. Then
there places of Richardson, Renwick, LaSalle, Sum-
mers, Gruwell, McCabe, Fabing, Carr, Durm, Cad
Barker — brother of Billie Barker and no relation
to the family of Barker that I belong to. As we
came into the Artesia district there were the Me-
Cabes, Bennetts, Ruffner, Horn, Durm, Bish. Near
Ocean Ave. (on now DeWolfe Ave.) J. D. MeCabe
(whose residence was on Douglass Ave.), Fisher;
Rhodes; John de Wolfe, a long time friend: the Can-
fields, Douglass, Harman and the Callis family.

Looking across the valley one could see the lush
grain fields, the long rows of beans and the yellow
blooming mustard.

As we approached the other Huyck family along
the avenue to the north (Central) there would be
McClures, the Bendashers, Sanors, Evans and
many more; then George Bissinger and the Bayles
(Baileys).

Going out that part of the valley we passed the
eastern section and the ranches of Jim Cantley,
Robert Hennie, Arkleys, Beard, Bateman, Sanor,
and Bendasher. Further west was Dick Griffin.
Many people lived and farmed this area that I knew
but I never had the time to visit or find out where
they lived,

Some of the families that lived north of the river
were Bert Dyer, Mr. Morehead, the Hogan family,
Ed Mullinary in the Santa Lucia Canyon and Matt
Nichols. Every available acre of soil in the valley
was farmed. The hillsides were growing hay and
grain while the canyons were crowded with homes
and orchards. Some of the finest fruit was grown
in the canyons that were protected from the wind.
Nearly every family had their own orchard and gar-
den plot. Some of the outstanding orchards were the
Weil orchards midway in the valley, and the Clark
orchard near the city limits. Mr. Clark’s apples took
prizes at the St. Louis Fair. Then there was the
Christian Wise orchard which was sold to George
Harris.

To the east along the west bank of the river and
adjacent was the Arkley family; Billie Hilburn,
father of Harvey Hilburn; the Schuyler family and
cherry orchard; the Wurl place; John S. Henning
property; John Dietzman; Whitestein; the Young
family; Tom Dickenson; Hilburn; John Baalam L
Anderson and many others. John Mankins and F, H,
Boie also lived near this section.

On the northeast side of the valley, north and
east of the river beginning west was the Henry
Robinson place; the Parker ranch and the Earl
place; George Rucker and Joe Dimock; the Zack

Rucker ranch and the Doc Rainey tract. Near the
Purisima school was the O’Niel farm and the Brooks
orchard. Near the old Purisima Mission was the Hill
stock farm, these people were deaf mutes (sons of
Jesse Hill). At the four corners southwest was
W. J. Robinson “Yankee” and to his south Charlie
Carter, Most of the property east of the Santa Rita
road was a large tract owned by Christian Wise of
San Francisco. Tracts of various sizes were leaged
out.

At the Four Corners, northeast, was Henry
Stevens whose wife was an O'Niel, sister of Mrs.
Burbridge and Mrs. Ed Rudolph. (We have learned
that Ella was the wife of Henry Stevenson.) Hank
Stevens and his team were stung to death by bees
while mowing hay.

The Cebada Canyon area families were the Arch-
ers, Bullocks, Ammon, Hoffman, Burbridge; the Hill
ranch, later Ed Kenney and P. B, Barker 1898 to
1903.

The southeast portion of the valley along the
foothills, beginnine at the bridge {Robinson) was
the Thomas Robinson ranch from the river to the
Salsipuedes canyon road. Then a large acreage was
owned by Uncle John Rudolph, father of Morgan.
Across the road the old Dodge place had heen sold
to Gene Schuyler. At the turn, turning west (on
E. Ocean Ave.) was the Sresovich home and west
was the Trowbridge berry farm which supplied most
of the blackberries and raspberries for local can-
ning. West of Trowbridge was the L. F. Potter
home, grandfather of Esther Hollister and Lurene
Beattie. Along the south foothills was the Smithers
place, the first Baptist minister; James Smith; the
Forbes poultry ranch and a fine show place: the Bill
Downing home; high on the hillside, the Greeley
Saunders place; then Redmond and Joshua Barker
at the old Mission Vieja ruins.

Coming to Loempoc via “Air Ship!”
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of the whole country. All the teamsters, farmers,
and businessmen were helped in a financial way. Of
course, the country was full of tramps and itiner-
ants.. We knew one of the contractors, a Mr. Higbee,
who settled in the valley and farmed and worked at
odd jobs. He was the tunnel builder of the firm of
Carney, Roy & Higbee.

The stagecoach played a prominent part in the
life of early California life. One trip each way from
Lompoc to Santa Barbara was made each day with
mail and passengers. The old Lompoe Hotel was the
stop until it burned in 1893. This was my first
memory of a building on fire. It was completely
consumed and only best of luck and a still night
saved the remaining town. Swanson’s old livery
stable was the headquarters for stock and stages
for the Wines Stage Co. The arrival of a stage was
usually quite a little horse play. Some of the horses
would be in a gallop or lope and driver would main-
tain his speed right up to the stop. Everything was
bang-up style — a nice little spectacle making a turn
on the corners, a bit of skilled driving, and a little
show-off. The IXL store was a men’s furnishing and
dry goods store run by two Jewish boys, Lewie and
Jake Lachman (pronounced Lock-man). Bence El-
kins, my cousin by marriage, ran the blacksmith
shop.

WHERE PIONEERS SETTLED

“Back’ Barker’s life story includes much about
early settlers, and his sweep thru the valley on a
teamster haul gives the following interesting des-
cription of where folks were settled in the 1875-1895
time period. Comments in parentheses were added
by Ethel Smith.

Beginning at the west end of the wvalley along
the south side of the valley and around the turn

from Baroda (originally Ocean Ave. followed the
contour of the foothills in this area) was the old
Swiss Dairy which was leased by several Swiss
families. Then around the bend was the Huyck
settlement, sons of the older Huyck. Further up the
valley — Uncle Johnny Rudolph, father of Harvey
Rudolph, Johnny Jr. and Morgan, owned a large
tract that reached to Lompoc Canyon and was used
for cattle raising. As the road made turns around
the hills we came to a large spring where we stopped
to water the teams and grease the axles. The road
up Lompoc Canyon was farther east and here the
Rudolph ranch house was located. Beggs was far-
ther up (the canyon) and John Lynden was across
the road east. The Lynden school was located at the
junction of Lompoc Canyon and Ocean Avenue, Geo.
Long’s ranch was on a knoll overlooking the valley.
Then the valley made quite a bend along the hills.
Hcebbs ranch and then Davidson, then James Sloan
ranch and slaughterhouse. (Clyde Huyck between
Davidson and Sloan.) The LaSalle School was
located at the entrance to LaSalle (Rodeo) Canyon
on Ocean Avenue. Up the canyon was LaSalle while
east of the road was the Oren Rudolph place. At the
head of this canyon was the Nat Stewart ranch
home. The Leege ranch was at the mouth of San
Pasqual Canyon (Sloan also owned the San Pasqual
ranch in the upper part of this canyon). Back on
Ocean east of the Leege ranch was John Irwin.
There were not many ranch houses south of Ocean
Avenue. Cantlays had a large tract of land that
reached from Ocean Avenue to the foothills and back
somewhere in the mountains. Several large tracts
lay along the south side of Ocean Ave. Then the
Jack Johnson place and near the city limits Henry
Callis home. The Mullinary ranch house was built
near the foothills and their fruit orchard faced
Ocean Avenue.

The west lower part of the valley being subject
to overflow was used mostly for pasture or grazing.
Opposite the watering place, on floor of the valley,
lay a tract of good farming land tilled by Chinese.



Those living in the beautiful Miguelito canyon
area were the D. T. Truitts; Dimocks; Joshua Gann
(A. C. Gann also); Dr. Dimock; Joe Harris;
Machin; Telford; Tolbert; Balaam; Ow: Anderson:
Moody; Frick and Larsons.

Where the canyon narrows to the mountain pass
was the little Oak Grove picnic grounds where the
Patriots gathered. The band played the patriotic
music; the people sang and listened to the silver
tongued orators of the time; a united small group
of people in a great united country.

Many of the permanent business men who estab-
lished themselves in Lompoc were W. H. Sudden,
lumber and building supplies. Sudden’s old steam

The county roads of California were endless
trails of dust and most of the counties set up a series
of tanks and sprinkling wagons that kept the dust
from flying so badly.

A gtrange sight flashed by those water tanks
on Ocean Avenue on the evening of June 22, 1908.
George and Juna (Corning) Harris were just mar-
ried at 7:00 p.m., and they were being driven by
the fastest horses in Lompoc Valley to meet the 7:40
train at Surf. They made it. George Harris had
contracted for the only car in town, but it broke
down the day of the wedding, So the sound of
pounding hoof-beats could be heard as they raced
the setting sun to the roalroad station on their way
to a honeymoon at Mt. Tamalpais.
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planing mill was a noted landmark for years and the
shrill whistle could be heard morning, noon and eve-
ning. Many of the folks for miles around would set
their clocks and watches by the old mill whistle. At
one time Mr. Ellis and Mr. Jacob leased the corner
building at I and Ocean and conducted a hardware
store and then turned it back to Sudden. Later it
became McAdam & Smith and later Walter Smith.
Walter was sheet metal smith for J. P. Gury before
he became a business man. Tom Fogarty bought out
the cigar store from Mr. Bennett who built the Black
residence and lived in Lompoc.
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