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Part 1

This 1is an edited version of "THE

KEEPER’S SON", by Alice Weeks, written
near the end of her husband Harry Week’s
1ife (1970°s).

The book was given to Brad Lundberg,
Jalama-Cojo Ranch foreman, by the Harry
Weeks family 1in the 1970s and loaned to
Lompoc Valley Historical Society. We’ve
been unable to locate any of the Harry
Weeks descendants, but have been 1in
contact with his brother Albert, of
Carpinteria, and with Albert’s
granddaughter Yarrow Pallo, of Ojai.

The book has been edited and rear-
ranged by Myra Manfrina. [I am elimi-
nating quotation marks, due to so much
changing of the text. It 1is as she
wrote  1t, but with the 7aterial put into
catagories, and a lot 1left out of the
original version. Alice Weeks did a
fine job on this delightful story and we
wish we could print it here in its
entirety]. It deals with his 1ife at the
Point and his schooling at Miguelito
School, and his life with John and
Jennie Balaam while attending school.

ALICE WEEKS wrote: "I dedicate this
book to my husband, Harry, the Keeper’s

son. It is a true account of his early
life on the California coast and at the
Tighthouse, however, the names of

people mentioned are fictitious except

the main character and his immediate
family..." [we have tried to put in real
names by using census records].

"Many times a wistful expression
crossed his face, but with eyes closing,
this disappeared and a look of pure
enjoyment took over. One could see that
although present 1in body, his mind was
far away. Where did he go? I asked him
to tell me about it and he did. This is
his story and these are the words that
took me back to share his boyhood."

THE KEEPER'S SON

Have vyou ever been on the coast of
California, especially on a July day?
There 1is no scene more beautiful, as I
remember it....There are no words to
describe that exhilaration Jlooking out
to sea, the thundering waves edged with
foam, and sea gulls shrilly circling, or
perhaps fog falling thick as dew, and
through it all the deep tone of the
foghorn.

I was born 1in the Point Arena Light-
house, the Keeper’s son. When I was age
three we moved to Point Concepcion where
my father, Harley Alonzo Weeks, Jr.,
became the keeper there, 1895. Others
have described it as a place of almost
continuous high winds and 1loneliness,
but to me it was a boyhood paradise.

Point Concepcion 1ight, built on a boild
headland, consisted of a group of



buildings., the 1light tower, foghorn and
warehouse buildings, one large double
apartment house and two smaller dwell-
ings, a very big barn, a too) shed, car-
penter shop and laundry. Four families
lived there almost isolated from the
rest of the world. Before the rail-
road, vessels brought in supplies.

When the sea was rough the ship had to
stand by. anchored for several days
until the sea calmed and it could come
in closer to set down small boats or
tenders which brought in the supplies
and put them on the beach. Men from the
Tighthouse hitched mules to a buckboard,
hauling them wup through heavy sand, a
hard pull for the mules.

Supplies were brought in only about
twice a year - kerosene in five gallon
cans, two to a box, for the beacon and
lamps, (there was no electricity) and
coal to run the fog signal, which
operated on steam; raw coffee by the
hundred pounds; flour, sugar and other
things enough for the four families.

We lived in a house on top of the
Point. The Tlarger double dwelling was
alonaside ours, and 184 wooden steps led
down from it to the light. Although
lower, the tower building was sti11 high
above the sea. Near it was an assist-
ant’s house, and farther on, at a lower
level, the foghorn and warehouse.

The lighthouse building had an extra
large  basement with polished cement
floor. Winding metal stairs led to the
upper deck, where steel doors opened
outside on top of the tower. The light
was enclosed in glass and the tower top
had a steel railing around it. On the
first floor, much equipment was stored
and a daily log kept. Pa showed me how
things were run, and told stories of the
sea and the history of the light.

The big Fresne:! lens was made in France
and brought to Point Concepcion in 1854,
coming around the Horn in the hold of a
ship. It had prisms about 3 or 4 inches
thick  that reflected up, and 16
bullseves. It revolved around the light
and every time a bulls eye passed the
Tight a beam shot out over the sea, at

timed intervals. Every 1light house on
the coast had a different timing
devised, so that passing ships would

know which one it was and get their
bearings.

A cable with weights attached was used
to regulate the 1lights. Secured at the

top, these went the bottom floor.
Before leaving, the man on duty wound up
the cable, so it would be up on top for
the person on the next shift. Each
assistant kept a stop watch to time the
revolutions of the 1light and sometimes
had to add or take off a weight, even a
fraction, to regulate it. During
daylight a 1linen cover was drawn around
the light to shield it from the sun.

To the north about a quarter mile, near
the bluff, was a windmill. It supplied
water from a creek to the families
living on the summit. Farther down a
ram pumped it to the lighthouse and fog
signal level. A wooden Tladder de-
scended, passed the windmill and ram and
continued on down over the steep bank to
the bottom. We called this the north
trail (to the beach). About 20 feet from
our back door was another route called
the south trail, very steep, no
railings, literally a path over the
cliff. Near the bottom ragged rocks
shelved out over the water to make fine
fishing spots, and the trail then wound
around to a cove about 100 yards across,
rimmed by 300 foot banks, mostly rocky
cliffs, with a small beach. Mussels and
abalone were abundant.

Every nook and cranny at the light
house had to be kept spotlessly clean.
No mops -- it had to be done by hand -
down on one’s knees scrubbing away with
cloth and sponges. A government inspect-
or checked on this - we never knew when
he was coming. He always wore white
gloves and ran a hand all round the
sills and baseboards and heaven help the
keeper 1if he found any dust. There was
only one warning if he did - on his next
visit the keeper was transferred or
fired! Ma used to fix a big meal for
him.

At first I was the only child at the
1ighthouse. Although the assistants
were married, none had children.

When I was big enough Ma took me with
her down to the light tower. On fogay
days she carried a lunch to Pa, because
he had to go straight from the light
watch to an extra three hour shift at
the fog signal. The thick fog lasted
sometimes for a week, the loud, hoarse
voice of the horn kept going at inter-
vals, telling our location to ships at
sea.

Every day was a new adventure, there
were so many things to see and learn. On
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serene days, standing on top of the

Point, one could look out over the water
for miles and see ocean-going vessels
plying their  way. In threatening
weather huge waves crashed against the
cliff 1like thunder, throwing salt spray
clear up to the very tower light. A

magnificent sight to see.
I used to sit by the hour playing with

Pa’s pet raccoon, which he kept on a
chain and collar. It 1lived in a small
house on top of a pole with a ring
attached, fastened to the coon’s chain,
allowing it to slide up and down the
pole. He was lovable with one very bad
habit. Lying near the base of the pole

he pretended to be asleep until an
unwary chicken passed within reach, then
he pounced out, killed and ate it.

Upset about that Pa found a nice home
for the raccoon with an olive grower,
who 1lived a distance away, who had no
chickens.

Preparations for
lighthouse

4th of July at the
began days before. The mules

pulled the buckboard into Lompoc, about
25 miles away, for extra things. This
was a two day chore, to go one day and

shop and return the next day. I was age
five when my parents took me with them.
While Ma did the shopping Pa and I went
to a saloon. He bought whiskey for
himself and a mug of root beer for me.
Men propped their feet on rails at the
bar, but I had to stand on them to see
over,

In those days, free lunches were on the
bars, cheeses, sandwiches, cold cuts,
boiled eggs, etc., 1in great array. I
ate to bursting and the bartender re-
filled my mug as fast as it emptied.
Seeing the others do it, I even spit in
the big brass spittoon as we left.
Swaggering down the street beside Pa, I
felt 1like a grown man! I was five years
old - it was 1897.

Spending the night in a hote] we re-
turned to the 1lighthouse the next day
with a Jload of good things for the
Fourth - French bread by the sack, half
a beef to barbecue, and kegs of beer. A
large blanket-covered box, 1lined with
sawdust, contained a block of 1dce to
make cold drinks and icecream.

A willow grove spread out some distance

from the windmill - g peaceful place
where we had our picnics. Benches and
tables had been made by the 1ighthouse

men for such occasions.

The evening

before, a pit was dug, lined with hot
oak embers. Beef heads were placed in
it, covered up to cook all night. Next
morning the beef half was barbecued,
turning on a spit until golden brown.
The women brought salads, cakes and
pies, each trying to outdo the others.

When the pit was uncovered and the
cooked heads brought out and skinned
they Tlooked good, but I never could even
taste it. The barbecued beef from the
spit was so good, all juicy 1inside with
a crisp outer crust.

There were games and rough play before
the feast, but afterwards everyone was
too full to move and sat around talking
or telling jokes. Late afternoon when we
had cleaned up we returned to the
Tighthouse to wait for darkness for the
best part of the celebration - the fire-
works, which had been delivered long
ago by government vessel with the re-
gular supplies -- Rockets with flags,
flowerpots, star cluster designs and
even some little firecrackers and
torpedoes for me.

A natural stand jutted out at the very
highest tip of the Point and Pa fired
off the rockets from here. After each
one we clapped and whistled. Ships
passing must have seen them too and been
astonished at this gorgeous display
bursting out over the sea.

On my birthday 11 days later I was
given a pug puppy I named Peewee. Many
happy days were spent romping together.
I can still hear the thud of little feet
and click of claws as she raced up and
down stairs after me. Ma began to teach
me letters and read from the Bible and
at bedtime she 1listened to my prayers,
then tucked in the covers and read a
story. Sometimes there was a raging
storm with pounding rain and shrieking
wind that howled and tore at the house,
but I felt all warm and safe with Ma

there and lTittle Peewee curled up
nearby.

After a storm or at low tide the north
trail 1lured us to the beach to look for
shells - from tiny periwinkle to huge

rainbow hued abalone. I began a
collection, polishing them on a grind-
stone Pa fixed up for me to use.
Venturing down the south trail for the
first time gave me a big thrill. Ma
decided it was time to show me how to
fish. Tying one end of a rope around my
waist, she tied the other to herself,



for the trail was only a foot wide and
very steep - a fall could dash one on
the Jjagged rocks below. We made our way
carefully to a spot where wide rocks
jutted out over the water. Ma then took
the rope end from her waist and tied it
to a big boulder, and my fishing line to
it, securing me from any chance of fal-
ling 1into the water, or having a fish
pull me in! Whirling the mussel or
abalone-baited, weighted 1ine around my
head gave momentum to send it flying far
out. The first fish I caught were
bullheads - a good eating fish, weighing
up to six pounds.

Once a year for about two weeks the big
fish came from the north, going south to
Mexico. You could see them for miles
coming in, swimming just under the
surface, big dark patches on the water.
Flocks of sea gulls followed, swooping
down to snatch small fish. First,
schools of sardines and smelt followed
by huge sea bass and yellowtail trying
to catch them, and the barracuda that
chased everything. Barracuda feeds on
small fish but takes a bite out of the
big ones if it can. Its teeth are like
scissors and it fears nothing.

Sardines and smelt ran into the two
small bays south of the Point, trying to
escape the big fish - breakers rolled
them up on the beach where we could pick
them up. I used a 20 foot long bamboo
pole to catch the big mouth smelt, which
look 1ike the
16 inches 1ong and weigh 3 to 4 pounds.
I got so excited, it was a good thing Ma
had me tied to that rock.

When I was a little older I went with
the men to catch the big ones. No poles
were used. Each man tied one end of the
line around his waist. A large weight-
ed hook on the other end was whirled
around his head, to be cast far out.
Hooks were baited with strips of fish

about six dinches 1long, or if we had no
fish, a bright red cloth was attached to
the hook. Seabass and yellowtail were
caught,

some weighing as much as 50
pounds. :

Our fishlines were thick and strong,
shipped to us 1in big coils, three or
four hundred feet 1long. The line was

white, then Keeper Antone Souza stained
it for us. He gathered oak bark from
the grove, boiled and strained it and

soaked the 1line until it was a dark
color, hard to distinguish in water. It

small ones but are about -

was then cut in suitable 1lengths for
fishing.

Ma still insisted my line be anchored
to a rock. She was right, because when
I tied it to my waist, like the others,

a big fish almost pulled me in. One of

the men came to my rescue and helped
haul that one up.
Several times a vyear we went down to

the cove for a fish fry and sea food. Ma
made sauce for mussels and brought along
two five gallon cans to cook them in.
The men built a big fire on the white
sandy beach and put the five gallon
cans, partly filled with sea water, to
heat. The mussel beds were uncovered by
the outgoing tide. They grew on rocks,
attached by a sort of tough fiber and a
sharp tug was enough to dislodge them.
Pearls were 1in many, some guite beaut-
iful and of varying colors. Perhaps
these had value, but we never thought of
it then. We chose only the 1largest
mussels. They were 6 or 7 inches long
and two inches thick. Dropped in
boiling salt water, they were cooked
like clams, until the shells opened.
Dipped 1in the 1lucious sauce, they were
wonderful.

We took more mussels to take home for
chowder. Ma had a super recipe for
this, Tloaded with butter and cream. One
of the assistants kept some cows, so the
lighthouse families had plenty for
cooking.

The tide had to be completely out
before we could gather abalone. They
grew in deeper water than mussels. Here
in great numbers, we took only the
biggest which were 8 inches across and 3
inches thick. Ma always pounded abalone
with a wooden mallet until it was spread

out the side of a dinner plate, then
dipped it 1in egg batter. Fried to a
golden brown, they tasted much 1like
scallops.

The 1inside of the abalone shell is
gorgeous, all colors. An abalone only
has a shell on the top side, while the
under part clings to the rock. They
have tremendous suction and are quick
with it if disturbed. It is said that a

Chinaman came to the cove alone to hunt
abalone, and made the mistake of using
his fingers to dislodge one. It
suddenly clamped down on his hand,

trapping him there, and when the tide
came in he drowned.
My seventh birthday had come and gone

and there came a disturbing change. I




school. The nearest one
too far to go each day,
which meant staying with some family
during the school months. Arrangements
were made for me to stay with Jim and

had to go to
was at Lompoc,

Jane Bailey, a childless couple on a
little farm some five miles out of
Lompoc”. [Mrs. Weeks used ficticious
names and this couple was John and

Jennie Balaam, who lived on the present
Manville site - it was his father who
gave the land for the Miguelito school].
Ma packed my clothes and gave me a
lecture on manners away from home. This
separation was as difficult for my
parents as for me. Love for me must

have given them special wisdom, because
if they had searched the world, they
could not have found better people to

leave me with. The Balaams were to
become almost second parents, next only
in my affection for my own parents. That
first week at Lompoc my pillow was often
damp with tears of loneliness, longing
for Ma and Pa, 1little Peewee, and the
ever present roar of the sea. Understand-

ing this Mrs. Balaam brought in a glass
of water or told a story. She fixed
little special treats for me and did

many things as Ma had. I know this kind
woman lavished on me the love she would
have given a child of her own.

The Miguelito school stood on a flat
above the canyon, out in the open with
eucalyptus trees in the back. The

little white building had a big bell on
top, water at an outside faucet, and
outside wooden toilets. Heat was
provided by a potbellied, wood burning

stove, standing 1in the middle of the
room. There were about twenty pupils of
all grades and one teacher. Each pupil

brought his own lunch.

The Balaam farm was about a mile from
school and I walked it alone every day,
because all the other children lived on
the opposite side. Going up Miguelito
Canyon, the smell of wild flowers filled
the air, birds sang and quail called.

Associating with other children was a
new experience. I took to them like a
duck takes to water, and at recess
played their games, no matter how rough.
After school I helped Mr. Balaam with
chores and sometimes went with him to
set traps in the peach orchard for

coons, which wouldn’t leave the fruit
alone.

A small creek ran through the farm.
Coons, bobcats, skunks and coyotes 1liked

living there. One night skunks went
under the milk shed. We went to chase
them out, throwing rocks and swinging
the kerosene lantern. They left, but the
milk was ruined. Even the cats wouldn’t
drink it.

Evenings  Mr. Balaam played the
accordian and we sang and sometimes his
brother’s family ([the Arthur Balaam’s]
came over - each of them played a
different instrument and it was a
regular band. [The Balaam family had an
orchestra]l

I was wild with joy when school let
out 1in the spring for the whole summer.
My parents came in the buckboard to get
me. I rushed to Ma. She just held me
tight, with tears in her eyes for a
minute, and Pa put his arm around my
shoulder and squeezed 1it. All the way
home I chattered 1ike a magpie, telling
them about school. When we got home
Peewee nearly wagged herself to pieces,
she was so glad to see me.

Every morning the flag was raised. It
was hoisted on a ground pole, about
forty feet tall that stood near the
house. At sundown it was lowered,
folded and put away for the night. Pa
gave me this duty. I was proud!

The government vessel came in with
supplies and this time 1 went with the
men to help. We had to get the mules
and hitch them to the buckboard, which
was not always easy. Two mules were
furnished by the government, also the

buckboard and harnesses. Those mules
were, without  doubt, the orneriest
critters that ever walked on four legs.
They ran and hid behind the sand dunes
when they saw us coming to hitch them.
Sometimes it took four keepers to catch
them, as they separated and went 1in

different directions.

One assistant kept a saddle horse and
often used it to go after the mules. He
carried a quirt, and they didn’t like
the taste of that. A good crack on the
rear sent them heading for home and
barn, The mules often came to the barn
for handouts, acting like pets, but when
it was necessary to use them, seemed to
sense it and went to hide. They didn’t
like trips to Lompoc either, and when
going up a steep grade, tried to man--
ipulate the buckboard over the side,
being too dumb to realize it would take
them over too.

Tenders brought and put supplies from
the government vessel on the beach and



we loaded them on the buckboard. It was
a hard pull to get back to the Point. I

delivered some ordered goods to the
families. There were many medical sup-
plies. Pa was almost out of chewing

tobacco and was glad to get some more.
It came in large brown slabs, marked off
in squares, and looked good enough to
eat. It wasn’t though, because I tasted
some and it was awful! Pa didn’t
smoke. Given a cigar, he clamped it in
his mouth and chewed the end, but never
1it one.

One day Uncle George Weeks came with
his wife and my cousin Eva to visit. Eva
was about my age, a pretty little gir]l.
I showed her our favorite sights but she
exclaimed most over my shell col-
lection. I was flattered and looked for
ways to impress her. Our house had a
high porch and we took turns Jumping off
it. Finally deciding to make the
longest jump of all, I came racing down
the porch to 1leap, literally flying.
The ground sloped sharply here, and
carried me farther out than expected, to
land in a twisted heap. My leg was
broken and Eva ran for help.

The break appeared to be a simple
fracture, so my parents decided to set
it  themselves, with the aid of an
assistant who had had medical training.
It would take two days to go to Lompoc
and back for a doctor, and a delay could
be dangerous. Ma held my hand while the
men set my leg and put on splints. After-
wards I lay sick with pain, knowing
there would be no running or climbing
for a long time. This summer vacation
seemed ruined. Mr. Souza fashioned a
pair of crutches for me, which helped.

Sometimes a family ran short of a
medical or food staple, and then the
others gave from theirs, and if sickness
or trouble came to a lighthouse family
the others banded together to give help
and comfort. It was truly a place where
all were for one and one for all.

My grandparents arrived in time for my
birthday, coming by train as far as
Lompoc, where a keeper was waiting with
the buckboard to bring them back to the
lighthouse. They brought a wonderful,

unusual gift for me - Polly, a large
parrot, with bright colored plumage of
green, vyellow and touches of red. I was

speechless! The big bird must have
sensed my delight because he took to me
at once, and was soon calling me

“Harry", running a beak through my hair
in affection, or sidling up to sit
beside me as I talked.

Polly 1liked fruit, especially bananas
and nuts and often sat on my shoulder as
I fixed them. He was kept in a darkened
cage at night but in the daytime roamed
the house. I put Polly on the floor and
introduced Peewee. The parrot slowly
walked around her with an awkward bowleg-
ged gait. He ruffled his feathers and
made some remark in Spanish that didn’t
sound very complimentary, but after
looking each other over, my pets
politely accepted each other.

My grandparents had visited Mexico and
bought Polly at a place near the bull
arena. He sometimes lapsed into a stream
of vehement expletives 1in Spanish, which
we did not understand!

One quiet afternoon was suddenly dis-
rupted by shrieks, bad words and squawk-~
ing. Polly had walked on some “Tangle-
foot™ fly paper spread out on the floor
in the back room put there to catch
fleas as well as flies. He was a mess,
completely rolled up in the sticky
stuff. It took wus hours to clean the
bird, first removing the sticky glue
with coal o0il1, then a soap and water
bath.

Windbreaks were built to protect our
vegetable gardens, or they would have
been buried in sand. Usually high seas
accompanied the wind and sea spray and
sand dashed high enough to coat the
tower windows - then sometimes twice a
night a man had to go out on top of the
tower and wash off the circular windows
around the Tlight, clinging to the metal
railing to prevent being blown away,

Back at school in the fall the Balaams
welcomed me like a son coming home. She
had fixed my room and he took me around
the farm with him. Next morning they
beamed across the table at me as we ate
fresh baked biscuits, jelly, bacon and
gravy, which she always served for
breakfast, then taking a packed lunch, I
set out once again for Miguelito School.

Back at the Point next summer I learned -

to swim. Mr. Souza was a powerful
swimmer and taught me. My Tlessons began
off the beach, two miles south of the
cove. Sometimes the water was so calm it
looked smooth as glass and graduated
evenly into deeper water. It was here
that the vessels brought in supplies.
The north beach was closer but not too




safe for swimming because the sea
angrily lashed and foamed over rocks.
There was a dangerous undertow here

also. So my teacher chose the south
beach. After much practice in shallow
water he put me on his back and swam out
into deep water, suddenly diving from
under me, he popped up some distance
away, watching closely. At first I
floundered around a little, but soon was

doing very well and proud of myself.

It was about this time the railroad
came 1in. The line ended a mile from the
lighthouse with a depot and a telegraph

office, which meant that many supplies
delivered by the vessels could now be
shipped by rail. [about 1898 the RR got
that far north from the south - the
northern end reached to the Santa Ynez
River - 1901 the "Gap" was closed and

the trains came up and down the coast.]
With the coming of the railroad we now

had more visitors, some relatives, some

just coming to see the place, and also

another kind - Hoboes began making
freguent calls at the 1lighthouse for
handouts. Ma never turned any away and

asked that they work. These "knights of
the road" must have gotten wind of Ma’s
marvelous cooking and had some special
sign put up, because they always came to
our house. Ma seemed to take pleasure
in fixing especially good food for
them.

The train brought 1in several Chinese
who came to dig for gold. One of them
settled 1in a small shack on the creek, a
spot surrounded by abandoned cabins. He
planted a 1ittle vegetable garden.
Curiosity drew me there and it wasn’t
long before we were friends. He offered

me Lichee nuts, a dried fruit, tasting
much 1like candy. Watching closely as I
ate, his weathered face crinkled in a

smile. After that, almost every time I
went there he had some different Chinese
food for me.

As soon as the telegraph office was set
up, the Dollar Line furnished us with
binoculars to watch their passing ships
and relay messages, by means of signal
flags. When a ship wished to send a

message, they blew a whistle to attract
our attention. With the powerful
binoculars the ships a half mile out
looked close. Watching from the Point we
could easily read their flag signals
telling of a change 1in course. After

that we went to the railroad station, a
mile away, and wired the Dollar Company
to let them know what their vessel
captain intended to do.

A man had dug a coyote pup out of a den
and brought it to the 1lighthouse. I

petted and pampered it with milk, fruit
and choice meat. I bought a fancy
collar and Mr. Souza built a dog house
for it. The coyote seemed affectionate
and I wused to crawl in the doghouse to
play with it. One day when it was about
two-thirds grown, it suddenly turned on

me, biting a deep gash in my thumb, its
teeth were very sharp. I was outraged
at such behavior and Ma was furious.

She poured arnica into the wound and
ordered me to kill the beast at once,
but I just couldn’t. Instead, I turned

the animal loose and it ran off.

Two months passed when a vaquero from a
neighboring ranch rode up and put a
collar in my hand and asked if it on was
my pet coyote. It was. He had shot it
that morning. I knew at last this kind
of wild creature was never meant to be
tamed.

I was rather large for my age by now,
full of vim and vigor. Back at school
that fall it was nothing for me to
wrestle two of my classmates at a time.
When I came in from recess, clothes
askew, hair disheveled, and sometimes
with a nosebleed from such activities,
the teacher said "Go out and put your
head under the water faucet until you
cool off, Harry.”

Mr. Balaam owned a double barreled ten-

gauge shotgun that drew me 1ike a
magnet. I was used to most other types
of guns, but had not fired a shotgun.
When I asked him if I could try it, he
argued, but said "Well, if you think you
can, go ahead". On Saturday he was in
town, delivering milk, when I saw a big

flock of quail and ran to ask Mrs.
Balaam if I could use the gun, telling
her Mr. Balaam said it was alright, so
she gave it to me reluctantly.

The shotgun had two hammers that could

be pulled back simultaneously or one at

a time. Like a fool, I cocked them
both, aimed at the quail and pulled the
trigger. The wallop caused me to set

off the other
flat on the
trees dizzily

barrel too, knocking me -
ground. I saw the sky and
spinning around, and the



worried face of Mrs. Balaam looking down

at me. She helped me up and we counted
14 quail. So we had quail for Sunday
breakfast. I was getting tired of bacon

every morning, anyway.

Mrs. Balaam's brother Bob - [must have
Bob Barker - Jennie Balaam was Jennie
Barker], went up the canyon hunting wiid
cats and took me along. I looked for
birds’ eaas, for my newly started col-
lection. Yellowhammers  had drilled
holes in the side of a chalk rock bank,
near a diatomite mine. [This whole area
where he was with John and Jennie
Balaam, was the present site of Manville
Corp.) Tapping around their holes caused
the yellowhammers to come out, then it
was easy to reach 1in for an eagg. Bob
killed two wild cats. He got them when
they chased each other down a hill and
up an oak tree. My day didn’t end so
well. Spying a likely looking nest in a
tree, 1 climbed almost to it, slipped
and fell, landing in a clump of
nettles. By the time I fought my way
out of there I was stinging and itching
from head to foot and lost all interest
in birds’ nests or wild cats. I just
wanted something on my tormented skin.

At home again that summer I spent much
time at the 1lighthouse with Pa. Some-
times we listened to the phonograph
while sitting out the watch. It was the
old Edison with the big fluted horn and
cylinder record. Pa put it downstairs
and the music came floating up the iron
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which must have had some
acoustical quality, because music never
sounded so beautiful to me before or
since. Coming up, it circlied around,
literally filling the place with me lody.
our favorites were “Peer Gynt Suite”,
“Over the Waves”, "Blue Danube"”, and
band music.

Occasionally the 1ighthouse couples
came to dance 1in the basement. There
was plenty of room - the floor was one
large polished cement square. They put
the phonograph in the hall and played it

spiral stairs,

there, sometimes not leaving until the
late hours.

pa had first duty at night, from
sundown until nine. The other shifts

were from nine to twelve, twelve to
three, and three until daylight. If the
weather was foggy, each man had to
remain some extra hours at the fog
signal after his shift.
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