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Lompoc’s Bars: A Bit of History, Two Stops,

and A Few Reflections

by Cynthia Carbone Ward
(with Kam Jacoby)

On July 17, 1875, the Pacific Rural Press
published a laudatory letter from James W.
Webb about the newly formed town of Lompoc.
Webb, who also happened to be the resident
minister of the gospel at the Christian Church,
spoke of trees full of honeybees, soil rich and
moist and easily worked, and happy homes
from which could be heard the sweet tones of
piano music. There were dairies and grazing
ranches, groves of maple and walnut trees,
fields of potatoes, barley, pumpkins, and corn.
He imagined “commodious and well-furnished”
schools, a college and new churches, and the
town likely becoming the county seat of a brand
-new California county. Already, he wrote, “the
attendance at picnics, social gatherings,
spelling matches, lectures, church, and Sunday
school show conclusively that our society
possesses the elements of sociability, morality,
and refinement.”

As detailed in this passage in Webb’s
letter, prospects were bright, and things were
bustling:

Standing on the foot of the grand hills that guard
the town, one can count, in our seven-months-old
town, three general and one hardware stores and
tin shop, a butcher’s shop, a bakery, a large hotel
(the rooms being hand-finished), a printing and
newspaper office—The Lompoc Record-three
blacksmith shops, one livery and stage stable
and another one building, a large boarding
house, and office of the Secretary of the company
of the district schoolhouse. We also read the
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have almost all the institutions of a modern town,
save and except saloons, the introduction of
which is prohibited by a clause in every deed on
lease of land and by public moral sentiment.

Wait a minute. No saloons? You heard him
right. Lompoc was initially established as a
temperance colony, and for a little while it
flourished as such, an oasis of decency and
abstinence located on the stage line route
between the wicked cities of Santa Barbara and
San Luis Obispo. Fanatical efforts to keep the
town dry and respectable are well
documented. In one infamous incident, a group
of zealous citizens crowded in protest around a
saloon whose owners refused to give up their
“ruinous” business. An 1883 article in the San
Francisco Chronicle described the scene:

Suddenly several heavy joists were heard
crushing through the sides of the building, hurled
endways; then a rope was run around it, and
men, women and boys pulled with a will,
cheering as they did so. The building soon
toppled over, and eager hands tore it to cinders.
Cheers, hat, throwing, and hand shaking

signs of two physicians (who, poor fellows, report  followed.

the community as being distressingly healthy), a
justice of the peace, and notary public. Close to
the town are two lime kilns and a brickyard, the
products of both being in extensive use.
Chinamen have not failed to follow. In fact, we

The temperance mural on South H
Street, painted in 1992, recalls this uprising
and the ongoing conflicts over drink. But let’s
fast forward to more recent days, where one
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count indicated that in 1965, Lompoc was the
home of more than twenty drinking
establishments. In fact, in 2014, photographer
Kam Jacoby and I set out to document the bar
scene for a book project we were contemplating
at the time. At that point, we came up with the
following list of currently operating drinking
establishments, in no particular order:

Jasper’s, Wicked Shamrock, Johnny’s Bar and
Grill, D’Vine Wine Bar and Bistro, Whistle Stop, Village
Office Bar, DJ’s Saloon, Applebees, El Toro Bronco,
Scratch Kitchen, Ellery Room Sports Bar, Michael’s
Place, Native Tongue, Blue Zone LP, Eos Lounge, The
Creekside, Peabody’s, Falls, Silver Wings, Mesa Café
and Bar, Press Room, Study Hall, Red Zone, Your
Place Or Mine, and Night Life 805.

I am practically a non-drinker and only
rarely have occasion to enter a bar, but maybe
that gives me a certain objectivity and curiosity
about such places. [ imagine different bars have
different personalities and purpose—hard core
drinking, meeting people, watching sports on TV
—but their overall and essential role is the
provision of communal space. In other words,
they offer a “third” space, a space outside the
home and outside of work, where people can
hang around. Here’s how a community
development specialist named Michael Hickey
expressed the idea in an article he wrote for the
National Housing Institute:

The goal of a bar patron is to enjoy the primary benefit
of any decent third space: a place to linger. I'm still
looking for someone to generate a ‘lingering index’ so
that we can measure the impact of just plain old
hanging out — but that’s really at the heart of place-
making, and we shouldn’t forget it.

Place-making. There’s a concept. And like

many other concepts, it has been rendered
poignant by the Covid pandemic, which has
forced us into isolation and social distancing,
despite our yearnings for togetherness. When
we emerge from this tunnel, we shall appreciate
more than ever the fundamental pleasure of
gathering in third spaces. In the meantime, let’s
take a whimsical look at a couple of Lompoc’s
bars as they were when Kam and I were
compiling material for that book that never
materialized.

Jasper’s

Dive bars were of particular interest to
us, and Jasper’s was considered the archetype,
having been named by Playboy in 2010 as the
sixth best dive bar in the country. The bar was
founded in 1933, and although it has changed
owners and locations more than once, there's a
certain sense of continuity and tradition about
it. Every vertical and horizontal surface is
crammed with old photographs, signs, and
memorabilia: 45s and LPs of American pop
music, a mounted elk head, a saddle and
farming tools, a jersey from a Jasper's baseball
team, and a fish...just to name a few of its
motley adornments. And this is the decluttered
version. "When I came here, I actually cleaned
out a bunch of stuff and made room for people,"
said manager Stan Young.

It was 11 a.m. on an ordinary weekday
when Kam and I showed up, and I expected the
place to be empty, but there were at least a
dozen patrons already sitting at the bar. In fact,
we could have come in earlier: the place opens
at 8 a.m. "That's when the breakfast club comes
in," explained Cheryl, wiping tables.

"Oh, so you serve breakfast here," I said
ingenuously, but Cheryl only laughed.
Originally from Montana and later Fontana,
Cheryl said she used to be a bartender and she
used to be a bouncer and now she just picks up
the place and keeps an eye on things,—"an early
warning system" is how she described her role.

We met a friendly customer named Larry,
who was born and raised in Lompoc and still
lives in the neighborhood. His verdict on
Jasper's: good bartenders, good drinks, and
good local people. "A lot of celebrations of life
happen here," he told us, "and it's where we
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come to be together when someone passes
away."

Another patron, Charlie, nodded in
agreement. "The City Council used to sit in here
and conduct its business," he added.

By now I was starting to think of Jasper's
as a sort of town square, and I said so out loud.

"A town square with plenty of
refreshments," said Larry. Folks in here had a
wry sense of humor. The unspoken truth is that
if you are in a bar at 11 a.m., the drinks
probably have something to do with it, and
nobody is denying that fact. But people spoke
about the place with touching sentiment and
affection. We relocated to the back patio, where
cigarette smoke diffused into the overcast day,
and two women, Georgette and Adrianne, joined
the conversation.

"You come here, you're comfortable,"
Adrianne told us. "If you have a bad feeling and
you're not doing well, there's always someone
here to hug you and love on you. It's a mix of
people, but they're all accepting. There's not a
certain way to dance, not a certain music you
have to play...you can just be."

Georgette's dad was in the Navy at Pt.
Arguello. She was born and raised in Lompoc
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and had been a regular at Jasper's for years. "I

come here because it's a second family for me,"
she said. "We do fundraisers for people in need.
We make food, we have potlucks, we get
together. This is my place, my family."

Charlie took a drag on his Marlboro and
waxed eloquent when I asked him what makes
a good bartender: "It's somebody that actually
cares about his clientele. When you're having a
bad time, he's gonna take you to a place where
you're kind of forgiven, and he's gonna hold you
there...in a way, he's a psychologist, in a way
he's a prophet. And it's important to find people
that continue that same type of caring, that give
as much as they take."

Carlos came out for some air and said
hello to everyone. He wore sunglasses and a
black cap, carried a cane, and had the
demeanor of a gentleman. He first came to the
area with the military in 1973 and stayed. Now
he spoke to us like a Jasper's ambassador:
"When I walked out here, I greeted you, I
welcomed you. That's my way. And that's the
spirit. You fall down here, there'll be someone to
pick you up."”

We went back inside and sat with Stan,
who gave us the rapid-fire version of the bar
scene in Lompoc since his arrival from Seattle
three decades earlier, including inexplicable
changes in drink preferences (from bourbon to
tequila to Irish whiskey, which was apparently
the thing of the moment) and the regulatory
restrictions, economic shifts, and business

- dynamics that make it hard to turn a

‘.:proﬁt. "Here, it's all liquor. We don't serve food,

and we can keep our prices low. We're not a

high-end bar, but we have all the basics, and

! we're still known as the place for a strong drink.
That's what it means to get Jasper-ized."

I reckon there was some Jasper-ization
going on even as we spoke.

"I like people," continued Stan. "That's
what it takes. You gotta like people. No one
comes into a bar to grow up, and it's more like
junior high than high school...it can be
mean...but when it's fun, it's really fun."

I looked around, and it did seem like
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people were having fun. The atmosphere had
grown livelier. Someone was choosing juke box
tunes...country western, Mexican music, good
ol' rock and roll...anything goes, and two friends
were dancing. A couple of men at the bar were
riveted to a TV screen showing some sort of
sports event which, judging by their intermittent
shouts and exclamations, was nothing short of
thrilling. I suppose you could scratch the
surface and see hard times and hard-core
drinking. But the sense of community was also
real, at least among these folks.

And maybe it was early afternoon, but it might
be nighttime too. There's a clock on the wall
but no one seems to watch it.

Wicked Shamrock

I was thinking about that sense of
community a few days later as Kam and I
entered The Wicked Shamrock, an unassuming
establishment located in a small strip mall at
the outskirts of town. Formerly named the LPI
(La Purisima Inn), The Red Fox, and The Red Fox
2, and housed in what was once an auto
dealership, it was much larger inside than it
initially appeared. The showroom area was now
taken up with pool tables, vending machines,
and big screen TVs. At the front, there was a
traditional counter and bar stools, a colorful
array of bottles and beer tap handles, tin pails
filled with peanuts in salty shells, and a
bartender named Dominic, who was exactly the
sort of person we were hoping to meet. He had
been tending bar for twenty-five years and he
really had it down.

We asked Dominic what characteristic he
considered to be most important in a good
bartender. "Being attentive," he replied, without
hesitating. He had the knack for scanning the
room, perfectly focused on one client while
aware of a need elsewhere, and he maneuvered
it all gracefully. It doesn't hurt that he was a 5th
grade classroom teacher for a few years.

It was an empty time of day, but one or
two guys walked in, and Dominic nodded. He
knew them, knew what they wanted, and
poured it. The clientele here were blue collar
workers, off-duty firefighters, teachers, military,
maybe a few folks not doing so well. “It's a

neighborhood kind of bar,” Dominic told us, still
a place where you can stop by and hear what's
going on or who passed away, play a game of
pool or watch a game of football, sit with your
own thoughts or join the general banter. "The
place is communal," he added, summing it up,
"and the communal thing is what makes a good
bar."

Also, beer. As Dominic said, beer's the
new wine, and they had an impressive array in
there, but it was lost on me.

Nicknames and Stories

It may not be quite the Cheers fantasy
where everybody knows your name (and you’re
always glad you came), but if you’re a regular at
a local bar, chances are the staff has a moniker
for you.

Bendashers interior

“We had Rip Van Winkle, Benny the
Brush, and Corner Mary, who always sat in the
corner,” reminisced Red Hunking, a former
owner and bartender at the LPI.

“And we all knew Martha the Cat Lady,”
added Jana, his wife. “Supposedly when she
died, she had thirty-five cats in her house.”

Bartenders understand that for many of
their patrons, the neighborhood bar is more
than just a place to drink; it can be a primary
hub and nexus of their social world, a place
where they are somebody, or at least not
nobody. The nicknames bestowed upon
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regulars, while often colorful, humorous and
unflattering, reflect acceptance and even
affection along with recognition of quirks and
flaws.

Jana jotted down a list for us of the
“Lompoc bar crowd” nicknames she could
recall, including patrons, owners, and staff.
They represent a poetic kind of shorthand, but
each contains a story and evokes a personality:
Red Dog; Rocky; Rip Van Winkle; Benny the
Brush; Wolf; Pard; Weasel; Duke; Skipadoodle;
Boomer; Goose; Yocim (You-Know-What-I-Mean);
Counselor; Corner Mary; Cat Lady; Renegade;
Ajax; Howdy...

“And there was the Too-Much-Fun Club,”
she added. “They were a bunch of guys that
raised hell, drinkin’, smokin’ dope...but you
know? They built a float for the flower festival
parade that was absolutely unbelievable.”

“I had good clientele,” said Red. “I had
teachers, police coming in after work, lawyers.
After the games, the coaches came in to look at
the news, see the sports. Not many bums
hanging round. “

“What I liked about it,” said Jana, “is that
women could go in there and feel safe. All walks
of life could come in and they got along. Like
when Harlan and Red were building Harlan’s
house out there, he hired a whole bunch of

e

Martins Bar

guys from Lompoc to do the cement, and they
used to come in, and we became
friends...friends for life! So you had manual
laborers drinking with lawyers and
schoolteachers, blacks, whites, Mexicans, men,
women, everybody got along great. That’s what I
liked.”

Once in a while someone might come in
and be too drunk, and you’d have a tussle, but
usually it ended quick. And some of the
characters were poignant, like the Whiskey
Sister, who drank too much, and Roy, a roamer
who just made the rounds by himself, and Walt,
who fatally mistook furniture polish for sauce
on his eggs. And then there was good ol’ Elmer,
who just came in to dance.

“I don’t even think he drank,” said Jana.
“He just came in to dance after he finished his
day’s work. If we didn’t have someone playing
live, we’d fire up the jukebox and dance to that
all night long. I told him he was an old fart, but
he could dance!”

Nobody was anonymous.

Michael’s

In the annals of Lompoc bar-dom, the
name Bendasher cannot be excluded. P.J.
Bendasher was a Swiss-born dairy farmer who
moved to Lompoc in 1883 and married a

. woman of Irish parentage named Mary Carroll.
- The couple had eight children, one of whom,
Walter, opened up what was referred to during

Prohibition years as a cigar store. Maybe it was

| just a cigar store, but by the 1940s, the
. business had morphed into Bendasher’s Café

on W. Ocean Avenue, where you could meet
your friends for good food, a pool room, and a
cocktail bar. After World War 11, Berdena
(Huyck) and Cliff Martin bought the bar from
Walter Bendasher and renamed it Martin’s.
(It was eventually renamed Michael’s and
featured live country music.) During the
Martin’s era, the back portion of the bar was
called the Manzanita Room, and set aside for
music and dancing.

Ah, the dancing:

“1954 was the first [Lompoc Flower
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THE REED BELL by Lynn Romine

The old Reed Ranch bell hung just outside the
back door of the old ranch house in Miguelito
Canyon for decades. It’s main purpose was to
ring in family members and ranch hands for
meals but it was a handy tool for emergencies as
well. It had a beautiful rich deep tone that

Lompoc Bars continued

MEET YOUR FRIENDS AT
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GOOD FOOD
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ELMER BUSH AND DEANE WALKER LOMPOC

Festival] flower queen,” said the still-lovely
Donnie Silva. “and that was me. My dad was
bartender at Martin’s Bar. I sold tickets in
every bar for miles around. Back then, the
town came out together to celebrate anything
going on. We had everyone participating! We
had a street dance...they closed off the street.
Yes, there was music and dancing in the bars
too. Back then, they had dancers! Now you
can’t find a good dancer. It’s hard.”

Different times. Different folks. Kam
and I heard that a lot. Old-timers we talked to
tended to shrug in resignation. But this was
all before the pandemic came, and you know
what? I think we all have a deeper
appreciation now for community spaces, and
when we finally get through this, I imagine
there will be a lot of dancing, pouring, and
neighborhood celebration.

Lompoc Record 1900
“We hate to admit there are two saloons in town,
Fogarty's and the Oboy Brothers and over on China
Creek Just outside the city limits there is a saloon
called the Swiss Union, and at Baroda there are 3
and at Surf, 2 more. With the railroad being
constructed along the coast, saloons and low
women follow the workers.”

could be heard up
and down the canyon
for miles as it echoed ;
off the Miguelito
hills. When the
ranch house was
sold in the early
1960’s my Great
Aunt Amanda Reed &
Brock moved the bell &8
to her yard right next i
door and used it at %
her fruit and produce g
stand she had set up
by the

road. Customers
would ring it to alert
her that she had a
buyer for her
wonderful bounty
she had picked from her variety of fruit

trees. After Aunt Amanda died her property was
purchased by my Aunt and Uncle Bill and
Wanda Cowan Pendley. The old bell was moved
to the corner of their backyard garden. There it
sat atop a rustic post for many years until Aunt
Wanda passed away on November 2, 2020. It
was her wish that the bell be donated to The
Lompoc Valley Historical Society so it could be
enjoyed for its rustic beauty and its beautiful
ring tone by all who visit the grounds of the
LVHS.

Check out color photo with Lynn Romine’s article on
LVHS'’s website https://lompochistory.org/

CANOE CORRECTION

A new addition to the Carriage Room Museum is a
wooden canoe donated by the family of Robert (Bob)
Emil Scolari. Bob Scolari (1928-2019) was a native
of Lompoc and a charter member of the Lompoc
Historical Society. He was a commercial artist who
was well known for his many artistic skills, sense of
humor, and love of adventure. One of his
adventures was to travel down the Santa Ynez River
in a canoe. His first trips down the river were made
in a fiberglass canoe made from a kit. The wooden
canoe on display in the Carriage Room was custom
handmade for him to replace the “kit canoe.”

The story goes that Bob sold the “kit canoe” to a
friend who also wanted to travel down the SY river.
After selling the boat, Bob took the friend down the



river in it to demonstrate how to traverse the river’s
obstacles and turns. Somewhere around the bridge
crossing the river near the Federal Prison, the boat
capsized and put both men into the river. They were
both able to get back into the canoe and complete their
trip. Bob drew a cartoon (on display with wooden
canoe) depicting the adventure. In later years, when
Bob would share this story, he would finish the story
by noting that he doesn'’t believe his friend ever took
that “kit canoe” down the river again.

Not to be deterred, Bob enjoyed using his wooden
canoe to continue to navigate the river and the lagoon
at Ocean Park.

Thanks to the Bob Scolari family for this beautiful
addition to our museum.

Condolences to the family of Maury
Hoag, longtime Board member who

passed on January 2, 2021. His wife,
Jo has volunteered for many years. Y,

®

November, December 2020 & January
2021
Memorials & Membership

Welcoming New Members
Elizabeth Lewis
Billi Jean Turri (Returning)

Total Number of Members: 382

Mary Cabral
Elsie Lara Cortez
Sherman Hansen

Billy Calvert

Recently passed away

Memorials
Mike McVicar
Billy Calvert
Barbara Sousa Rouleau
Wanda Cowan Pendley
Violet Bottroff McNett

Thelma King
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Reference Room
Ramblings by Karen Paaske

The reference room area
is full of information
requests are received
constantly. This column
reflects a few of the
inquiries during the last
few months.

Updates and Inquiries

Dr. Blake Jamison and his family
trimmed the roses back for the season
and the flowers will be awesome in a
couple of months. Dennis Grossini
installed the Reed Farm bell near the
Chuck Walker bench in the front yard
area. Dan Dutra continues to work in the
yard and Jesse Jones repaired a

broken water pipe.

Inquiries continue to come in via
Facebook or the
email:lompochistory@gmail.com.

Scott Bailey, the VAFB historian
contacted us about the Chauncey anchor
as a film crew wanted permission to film
it. The 100th anniversary of the Honda
Point disaster will be here soon.

Michael Delos of Seattle wished to know
more about the Sanor Family and Marcia
Hart sent him lots of new information and
he was ecstatic! Adam Frick, who resides
in the Netherlands, asked about a Frick
Family book as he had been looking for a
copy for years. Karen Paaske was able to
scan some parts about the early Frick
history and email it to him. Doug Farmer
from Ontario, Canada, asked about a
family named John Shaw, a mechanic
living in Lompoc from 1913-1917, but
other than newspapers articles the
reference room didn't have any
information. Doni Silva and Lynn
Romaine regularly work in the reference
room, as do Karen Osland, Karen Paaske
and Marcia Hart.

Does anyone have any photos of the first
Safeway Store, 200 block of North H?


mailto:lompochistory@gmail.com

U p an d Comin g Events... ° Spring Quarterly Event canceled due to

Executive Board

Ken Ostini - President

Ardeane Machado Eckert - 1st Vice President
Dr. Blake Jamison - 2nd Vice President
Linda Warren - Secretary

Jeannette Miller Wynne - Treasurer

Lynn Romine - Corresponding Secretary

Directors

Myra Huyck Manfrina, Dan Dutra, Rose
Machado Roberts, Jesse Jones, [rma Gadway,
Karen Paaske, Don Fletcher, Sherrie Chavez,
Debbie Schuyler Manfrina, Larry Huyck, Julie
Ann McLaughlin, Marcia Harris Hart, Eva
Hamon Steve Junak and Karen Osland

Honorary Board member

Barbara Mundell Cabral, Carolyn Huyck Strobel

Coronavirus-19
e Open houses suspended until further
notice

A Bright Idea! @
S

Sponsor a Light Bulb for the Hi! Sign by
pledging $20 or more because we need 280 of
them!

Restore the Hi Let's Eat Sign Go Fund Me
campaign
Gofundme.com/f/restore-the-hi-let039s-eat-sign

You can also send checks to the LVHS PO Box 88
Lompoc CA 93438 all donations are tax deductible
and this tax year in 2021 you will be able to take a
credit directly off your taxes up to $300.
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