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POINT CONCEPCION
Part II

Myra Manfrina has edited the story of "The
Keeper's Son" written by Alice Weeks about the
childhood and youth of her husband, Harry Weeks
(From age 3 to age 20). Part II covers those pre—
teen years in the early 1900's at Point Concepcion
Lighthouse.

(Continued from Legacy No. 61, Spring, 1989)

Coal, formerly brought by ships, now
was carried by train. Even so, sometimes
it was 1in short supply and we went to
the oak grove, 8 miles away, to cut and
saw some trees, by hand, enough to
insure fuel for the foghorn that
operated on steam, and our own household
needs.

That year a new assistant with two
daughters, "Rose and Etta” replaced
another who was moving. [We can’t put a
name to this family]. I was a little
older than the girls. Sooh we were
roaming the 1lighthouse grounds
together. We went up a nearby hill to
gather sand cherries, a 1little berry
about the size of a nickel, growing
close to the garound on the sand dunes,
and when opened tasted much Tlike
strawberries.

There was a big blowhole near the fog

signal, about 35 feet across and 40 feet
deep. A channel led from it to the open
sea. On 1incoming tide we went there to

throw empty five gallon cans down the
hole. The concussion formed by incoming
waves threw them a hundred feet up into
the air with a bang sometimes puncturing
the cans with this force. We never
ventured down that hole, it looked too
awesome to try!

- THE KEEPER'S SON

There were times when I wanted to be

alone, away from everyone. Taking my
bamboo pole, I went fishing down at the
first bay near the cove. It was only
100 feet across, a sandy beach. Some-
times I became so interested in fishing
that the tide came in and shut off the
trail before I noticed. Then, to escape

the incoming water I had to hike south a
mile and c¢limb another cliff to get
home. The fishing here was usually good,

unless a shark came in and kept the fish
away. These sharks were about 3 or 4
feet long, a grayish color, with skins
rough Tlike sandpaper. After I caught and

killed a few, the others left and the
fish came back. I wused a very large
hook, baited with abalone, and they
swallowed hook and all. ‘

We used bamboo poles for perch fishing
and sand bugs for bait - a soft shelled,
shrimp-1ike creature about an inch long
[my generation called them sand crabs]
The perch were about two pounds apiece
with firm white meat. They do not
deposit eggs 1like other fish. Some
female perch we caught were expelling

live young, and we always threw them
back.

Skunks T1liked to eat the sand bugs and
came 1in large numbers, only at night, at
low tide, digging for the bugs. We
devised an amusing sport, lassoing the
skunks on the beach. On moonlight

nights about midnight we went there
carrying lariats just 1long enough to
keep the skunks from 10 to 20 feet from
us. We would lasso one and run out with



it as a breaker receded, then run ahead
of the next wave coming in.

This didn’t hurt the skunks, but gave
them a real dowsing, making them so
furious they tried to catch wus. We
flipped the rope from side to side to
release them without getting sprayed,
and ran. One night I was running back-
ward and was laughing so hard I tripped
over a pile of kelp and a skunk almost
got me. The men were highly amused.

On the reef, about a half mile north of
the Point, about 500 vyards long and a
hundred feet across, mostly of rock,
widening out and higher toward the
ocean, sea lions used sun themselves.
One day at low tide I noticed deep holes
of water in the solid rock, with moss
floating on top. Pushing the moss aside
I made a big discovery. Those holes
were. filled with 1lobsters, waiting for
the returning tide. From then on we had
lobster quite often. I just picked them
up by the backs and dumped them in a
sack and carried them home.

At the fireworks celebration that year
I had a special flowerpot - a big rocket
in a tube, to set off. I applied the
punk to the wick and ran a distance
away, waiting for it to explode. Nothing
happened. After a few minutes I went to
investigate, putting my face too close
and it exploded, searing my hair and
burning off my eyebrows and lashes, but
the awful part of it was I could not
see. I was led to my room while Ma
rushed to get medicines to treat my
damaged face. My eyes swelled shut and
pained a lot. For two days there wasn’t
much change.

About a week later the swelling began
to Tleave my eves. The next day as Ma
bathed them, one eye became “unglued”
and I saw a darkened room and blue sky
through an open window. My heart filled
with thankfulness. It was 1ike getting
a new lease on life. Soon I was able to
see out of both eyes. Ma kept me in a
darkened room for two weeks more. By
then my sight was as good as ever, but
it took Tonger for the deep powder marks
to disappear from my cheeks.

Although by this time there was train
service, I was taken again by mules and
buckboard to the Balaams that fall. Mr.
Henderson, who took me, had to pick up
supplies 1in Lompoc anyway and planned on
killing a deer on his way in and pick up

the carcass coming back. We were half-
way to Lompoc when we saw the deer on a
hillside. He 1looked at it with the
Dollar Company binoculars. It was a
magnificient buck, and he was killing a
rattlesnake. The deer bounced up in the
air as 1if it had springs, and came down
on the snake with all four hooves
bunched together, then sprang quickly to
the side, over and over, then slowly
walked around the snake satisfied it was
dead. We were so impressed by the
deer’s bravery that the assistant said:
“Well, there is a deer I won’t kill. I
don’t want one that badly". So he
didn’t get any venison that trip. We
went to look at the dead snake. It was
cut to shreds.

Walking to school every morning, up
Miguelito Canyon, was always exhil-
arating. A place untouched, wild,
rugged and beautiful, birds and flowers
everywhere. The teacher had three young
children of her own who were also pupils
at the school, and all of them came to
school in a small buckboard drawn by a
horse. One morning as they drove under
an oak tree a mountain lion came leaping
down, Jjust missing the horse’s back.
The horse bolted and ran a split second
before the 1ion Jumped. They had
difficulty bringing the runaway horse
back under control. Mr. Balaam and dogs
hunted the it but did not find it. [The
teacher must have been Nellie Richardson
Huyck - later to be Mrs. Walter Calvert-
who took her children with her from
Lompoc to school everyday during 1901
through Jan. 1903].

At Balaam’s a coyote was carrying off
chickens. Other farmers were 1losing
poultry the same way and were pretty

angry. I determined to get that coyote
and Mr. Balaam bet a neighbor I would do
it. I saw it out in a field chasing a
cat and shot and missed. It ran,

leaving the cat harmed. Knowing his
trail, I hid and waited and soon saw it
going up the canyon. Aiming Mr.
Balaam’s 38-55 rifle carefully, I pulled
the trigger, putting an end to that
chicken stealer, then dragged it down to
show everyone.

I had a bad experience with a coyote
once - one afternoon a sick, mangy one
was walking through the brush and I shot
it. Seeing it was apparently dead, I was
about to turn it over with my foot, but




a sixth sense told me not to, so I start-
ed to use my gun to turn it over and in
a split second the animal turned and
sank 1its teeth 1in the stock of my gun!
Then 1 saw the foam running out of the
jaws and realized 1t was rabid. If I
had used my foot it would have bitten
through it. The marks of its teeth in
my gun-stock were so deep they never did
come out. After that I was more cautious
with all animals.

I found a buzzard caught by the feet in
a coyote trap. Just for the fun of it I
took some white cloth I carried to clean
deer with, tore it in strips, tied it to
one of the buzzard’s Tlegs, which were
unhurt, and released it. The buzzard

rose high, soaring in the air, looking
much 1like a kite. The other buzzards,
seeing it up there, came from miles

around, following it, curious about that
strange white tail. I knew the buzzard
wasn’t hurt and could come down at any
time and easily pick the cloth away from
its foot.

I took the train home at Christmas,
going west from Lompoc to Surf, then
waited and transferred to another train
south along the rugged coastline to Pt.

Concepcion depot a mile from the light-
house. Pa was waiting with the
buckboard.

The ¢girls who were taught lessons at
home by their mother, were glad to see
me again. Together we made ornaments and
strung popcorn for the big Christmas
tree. Christmas Eve all the families
-gathered around the tree at our house
and presents were passed out. All the
gifts were under the tree, except one
elaborately wrapped package that one of
the Assistants presented to Pa. When Pa

opened it, I saw his eyes mist over with
emotion. It was a lovely silver shaving
dish, and exquisitely engraved on the
side were these words: Xmas 1903, to H.
A. Weeks, L.H. Keeper, from his Assist-
ants. Pa was deeply moved by this token
of their respect. His voice was un-
steady as he thanked them warmly and

shook the hand of each assistant.

A bond of loyalty and close
friendship held these men together in a

common cause. No matter what came up -
bad weather, machine failure or health
problems, they were bound to keep that
beacon 1light flashing through all of

every night.

Summer was a time for painting and
renovating at the 1ighthouse. Mr. Souza

was a fine carpenter and built
cupboards, fences and did a 1ot of
repairs. The government furnished a

very high grade paint for the main build-
ings, but Mr. Souza mixed up a whitewash
for fences and outbuildings that seemed
even better, because the salt water
didn’t discolor it as much. Upkeep of
the grounds was equally shared by all
the men, working alternate hours. I
helped some, but now most of my time was
spent in hunting.

Quail were plentiful. Ma fried them or
made potpies. When my hunting was near
home Etta and Rose often came along,
sometimes going through the bushes to
flush game out to me. But hunting
farther away, I always went alone. A
farmer gave me a dog, part hound and

part bird dog, named Ted, after our
President. Ted 1iked to find
rattlesnakes for me, snapping at a snake

until it coiled, then jump back and bark
for me to come.

One day I saw a big rattler going in a
hotle. Presently its ugly head came
poking out again, and when that
slithering body was clear, I killed it.
With boyish curiosity I uncovered the

hole, wondering where it 1led. At the
end of the tunnel was a nest of 11
little rattlesnakes, all about a foot

long and too young to be vicious. With
forked stick, I caught and put them in a
gunny sack and carried it thrown over my
shoulder. I smiled to myself, thinking
how proud Ma would be of me. I called
Ma to come see what I had and dumped the
squirming shakes out on the patio
floor. Ma let out a scream and shrieked
at me to get rid of those snake at
once. I was crest-fallen and chaarined,
but caught and destroyed them.

The Chinaman nearby paid me a dollar
and a half each for any rattler I
brought him. He always asked if it had
bitten itself before dying as it would
be poisoned if it had. He always took
my word for dit. The ones I took him I

shot right through the head to be
sure, He also bought all the
cottontail rabbits I could get, for
sixty cents a dozen or 5 cents each. He

dried them and shipped them in barrels
to China. Sometimes I got as many as
five dozen per day, very fat and in good



condition. I could stand in one spot and
kill perhaps six or eight without
moving.

One day 1in summer I came upon a seal
pup 1lying between some rocks. Fearing
something had happened to its mother, I
took the seal home, carrying it up that
rickety Tladder - the rungs almost gave
way where the nails had rusted loose.
Ma fixed a bottle of milk with a nipple,
and I held it while it sucked away.
looking up 1in my face adoringly. Soon
it was cuddling up close or following me
around, making a bleating cry if I got
out of sight. Every day I put it in the
water trough to splash and play. Though
the seal was a delightful pet, Ma per-
suaded me to take it back to the beach,
so I carried it back down to the sea.

The tide was low. A lone seal sat on
the reef near the spot where I had found
the pup. It was mother. I went towards
her and she c¢ame within three feet of
me, love for her vyoung overcoming all
fear. I put the pup down on a rock and
his mother came after him blatting,
trying to head him off because he was
determined to come to me and did.
Seeing it wasn’t going to work, I threw
him out in the water as far as possible,
then ran and hid behind a clump of
kelp. The seal kept bleating and
raising up in the water as it swam,
trying to see me, then came up on the
beach to 1look around. Mother followed
finally coaxing and nudging him back in
the water. At Jast they swam off
together.

Now sea lions became too numerous and
began to take a heavy toll of fish. The
water was so clear we could see them 50
vards out, rolling in the breakers. They
1iked to go in the combers, looking for
fish. The Jlighthouse men declared war
on sea lions, wusing 30-30 rifles, shot
them so far out the waves usually car-
ried them away.

I got a new shotgun for my birthday, a
double barreled sixteen gauge. Deer
season always opened on my birthday,
July 15, in California. Licenses were
one dollar each. I went hunting for the
first time with Mr. Souza, who gave me
tips on hunting. He made sights for guns
and showed me how to sight one, how to
reload my own gun and refill shells. We
used to buy black powder by the keg,
shot in the 25 pound sacks, and empty
shells by the case. You could buy 22

short rifle shells already loaded for
fifteen cents a box, 50 to a box, then.

The hills around the lighthouse were a
hunter’s paradise. You could hunt for
weeks and never meet another person.
Roaming the woods, I saw and learned
unusual things about nature. One day I
was attracted by the sound of something
crying pitifully. Creeping cautiously
forward I gazed on a rabbit standing on
its hind legs, front paws in the air. I
saw a rattler coiled some distance away,
with head weaving from side to side.
The rabbit stared intently at the snake,
then squealing, hopped on hind 1legs,
toward it, paused, then again squealing,
took yet another hop nearer, and then I
took careful aim and blasted the snake’s
head off. With the spell broken the
rabbit came down on all fours, looked
around in surprise and ran off a short
way, to stop and 1look back at me as
though relieved. I saw this happen
again with a shake and a grouse - the
snake had the grouse mesmerized.

At Balaams again I helped him set traps
up in the peach orchard and tried to
check them in the mornings before
school. One time I didn’t run the traps
for several days. Their collie dog
seemed eager to go to the orchard,
barking for me to follow. I, with my 22
rifle, went to see what he wanted.
There, under one of the peach trees was
a big mound of dirt with a coyote tail
sticking through the top. The dog had
killed and buried the coyote, trap and
all. He seemed proud of what he did and
grinned at me in an almost human way!

The skunks and coons were a plague.
They stole eggs and killed chickens and
the skunk smell spoiled any milk they
got near. Balaams had Butch, a big
bulldog, who 1iked to kill skunks. When
he caught one he was awfully sick and
rolled in the dirt and gagged, then we
gave him milk to drink. It seemed to
help, but as soon as another skunk came
around he was ready to tackle it again.

Since the beginning of schools, teen-
age boys have been thinking up unusual
pranks to play on classmates and teach-
ers, and Miguelito school kids were no
different. There was the usual pin in
the tip of the shoe method. You jabbed
the one sitting in front of you right in
the seat of the pants. The yelp of pain
distracted everyone. Even a well aimed
spit wad created the same diversion.




the animals there that
brought out our most inventive talents.
- We  thought up novel ways to use them in
breaking the monotony of studies.

First the gophers. We had to catch
them - a loop of strong twine was placed
around the hole entrance. When gopher
pepped his head out, a quick jerk and he
was ours. Putting one in the teacher’s
desk brought hilarious results, Pul-
1ing out her drawer she was met by the
baleful glare of the creature, his long
yellow teeth showing in a snarl of pure
hatred. She let out a shriek and slam-
med the drawer shut. Next time it was a
big garter snake that made her scream.

But it was

After that she was very cautious when
opening a drawer.

Another time we filled a large box
with dirt and put a gopher at each end.

They began digging away, meeting in the
middle where a whale of a fight threw
dirt in every direction. We whooped and
hollered and whistled, but always turned
them TJoose afterwards, feeling they had
earned their freedom.

The big potbellied stove in the middie
of the room was only used during spring
on chilly days. Kindling, paper and
wood were arranged inside it, ready to
light when needed. A brilliant idea
occurred to me. I brought some black
pepper to school and sprinkled some on
top of the stove when no one was look-
ing, except for my cohorts. The pepper
blended with the black stove top so was
invisible. The teacher touched a match
to the fire and as soon as the stove got
hot enough to burn the pepper pandemon-
ium reigned. Everyone, including the
pranksters, had tears running down their
cheeks, coughing and sneezing. We were
ordered outdoors until the air cleared.
The teacher tried to fing the culprit,
but no one tattled.

Initiating a new boy at school topped
all our efforts in sheer deviltry. The
victim was told we would race and the
winner would get a wonderful prize. All

the boys put their special possessions
in a pile - marbles, jackknives, com-
passes, watches, The pile was covered

with a hat and one boy held it down
while the others walked away about 100
yards and turned, facing him. We were

to race and see who could reach the hat
first. The holder was to snatch the hat
for the winner and let him have all he
could grab with both hands.

We had gathered some very fresh, gooey
COw manure, and as we walked away, the

hat holder substituted this for the
valuables under the hat. We always let
the new boy win, running hard just

behind him. As the hat was lifted he
grabbed before really looking and came
up with two fistfulls of very soft
manure! A1l of us scattered before our
angry dupe could splatter us with some
of the prize. Several fights ensued and
we had to hold our victim down and

promise him that next time he could hold
the hat!!
At home again I had almost reached my

now did duty with the
often venturing outside
to clear the windows, washing off the
salt scum or winding up the cable for
Pa. I liked to pore over the daily log,
reading the happenings of the previous
years and felt proud of our part in it.

That summer the girls and their parents
were packing because their father was
being transferred to a lighthouse near
San Francisco. Their parents thought it
was time the girls attended public
school and there they would be near
one. I was going to miss their com-
panionship. I gave each qirl a
beautiful necklace from tiny shells 1in
my collection. We bid eachother a tear-
ful goodby, promising to write often.

For some time remodeling work had been
underway on the homes on the Point and
now we were transferred and settled in
the big two apartment building. A1l the

full stature and
Tighthouse men,

rooms were spacious, with several bed-
rooms and large 1living room in each
unit. The flag was raijsed every morning

on the pole at our front door. Our new

quarters looked down on the 1ight tower
and the 1long flight of steps leading to
it, and afforded a magnificent view of
the sea.

Outside painting was 1in progress.

Some buildings had to be painted every
year to protect them from the ravages of
weather and salt water. I helped now
with this, along with the loading of a
chute, which was about 350 feet Tong and

dropped supplies from the bluff to the
warehouse and fog signal below, such
things as coal o0il in cans, paint,

sacked coal
Souza’s house.
Sometimes the chute warped or splint-~
ered and sacks of coal careening down at
such high speed were ripped open by the

and even groceries for Mr.



splinters. We had to go down, resack
the coal and fix the chute. Young
visitors asked to Jjoin me in sliding
down 1it. We used a board to sit on, and
began our descent at about the middle.
To start at the top would have accel-
erated the speed too fast for safety.

We whistled, shouted and yelled as we
whizzed down that chute, one at a time.
It was fun, but I didn’t encourage them,

because actually it was a dangerous
thing to do.

A fierce storm came up, with Tow
scudding clouds and high winds. 1 was

sitting out the watch with Pa that night
when there was a loud crash. The cable
broke - let loose where it was ¢ lamped
to a weight and frayed. Pa at once
began to turn the light by hand while I
ran for help. Turning the light was not
too hard. It was all on ball bearings,
but tedious. We took turns, while one
turned the other timed it with a stop
watch. As we worked I thought of those
ships out there depending us for a
light, knowing that our failure could
bring them utter disaster.

The three assistants took over two
hours to put in a new cable, clamp on
the weights, time it again, do repairs,
while Pa and I kept turning the light by

hand. We were a tired bunch that night.

Former assistant keeper George Albert
Perry, a bachelor who lived alone in a
little cabin by the sea, 7 miles south
of the Point - a beautiful place with
white beach stretching over 10 miles. He
was the brother of Capt. Perry, head
keeper [in previous story]. A stream of
fresh water flowed past the cabin, its
banks covered with watercress and wild
ducks came to it in flocks.

His whole 1life was lobster fishing.
Almost every day he went out 1in a
rowboat to place traps and shipped the
fresh live lobsters to Santa Barbara.

when the sea was rough and washed the
traps into shore, he told us to gather
any we saw and take the Tlobsters,
because they would be spoiled by the

time he got to them. There were often

six live lobsters in those traps, some
weighing up to nine pounds. We would
stake the empty traps high on a sand bar

and he would pick them up when he had
time. Ma took bread and pies to him
every few weeks.

when I went quail hunting I now began
taking a rifle as well as a shotgun,

because it seemed some nNew adventure
came up often, where I could use it. I
was weighted down with these besides a
packsack, hunting knife, several boxes
of shells and some canned goods, just in
case I had to spend the night in the
woods.

1 heard some pigs grunting and there
facing me was a SOw and six young pigs,
each weighing about 100 pounds, a
domestic breed gone wild, probably
wandered from the San Julian Rancho.

I shot only three of the pigs, not
wanting to take all of them from the
SOW. Nothing happened until I went to
drag one of the carcasses under an oak
to clean it, then the mother charged
me. I climbed a tree in nothing flat!
She kept me there for some time, stamp-
ing and squealing with rage, while the
others stood around watching. When they
left I came down and dressed out the
pigs, hung them in a tree and went to
the 1lighthouse to get someone to help me
bring them in. The next morning we
carried them back on poles, making three
trips to get them all, and skinned them
when we got home. Those pigs were fat
from feeding on acorns and had a superb
flavor.

At least I added variety to the light
house menus. only a few days later I
came upon a beehive, nestled in the
hollowed-out crotch of an oak tree, with
combs o0ozing honey. I went home and
told Mr. Bruell about it and he knew how
to handle bees and went back with me to
smoke them out, wearing a net over his
head to prevent them from stinging him.
we didn’t take all the honey, but left
the bees enough for their winter
supply. There was a lot of it, dark
brown color and delicious.

when Ma and I were going to Perry’s
place with fresh baked pies and bread
for him we saw some wild Canadian geese

feeding in a field. So stopping the
mules, I got out, took my rifie and
lined up those honkers in my sights and

bagged two at once. Then stuffed geese
was added to our bill of fare!

we wusually kept all the quail for
ourselves, but returning to school that
fall 1 took some for some men who had
asked for them and they paid me a dollar
and a half a dozen.

1905-6
That summer the Balaams
farm and moved into Lompoc.

sold their
Staying




with them I would finish grammar school
in  town. Mr. Balaam’s brother was
principal of the Lompoc school, [Arthur,

or "A.G." Balaam] and had two sons and a

daughter. We became good friends. Our
teacher never punished her orneriest
pupils, but sent them to the principal’s
office. He used a strap on the boys and
a ruler across the girls’ hands. He
gave me a good 1licking one day. I

sassed him, and thoroughly deserved what
I ogot. He was a strict man, but a fair
one, and punished his own sons the same
way if they disobeyed.

Lompoc was a quaint little town, with
rows of well kept houses and a profusion
of flowers everywhere. Nearby farmers
raised mostly mustard and the fields
were yellow with it. When it was ripe
they cut it 1ike hay and some Saturdays
when school was out I helped with the
harvest. After the mustard was cut, we
piled it about 8 inches deep on a huge
circle of canvas. Horses hitched to a
heavy roller then went around, crushing
out the seed, as we followed, turning it
over with bpitchforks, one on each side.
Mustard paid well, but was hard on the
land, so farmers rotated this crop with
other plantings.

Sometimes I went duck hunting on the
Santa Ynez river with a man who worked
for Balaams, and when the river raised,
we pitchforked steelheads going to
spawn, but none of this sport compared
with the old familiar places at home and
the sea, or the joy I felt returning
when that school term ended.

I buckled down to hard study that

fall, looking forward to the time when
my education would be complete, but
there was time for play too. We had a
good ball team. It was our main
recreation and this didn’t leave much
time for gettina into mischief. About

the only time any real pranks were
ptayed was on Halloween. Then we gave
it all we had. The Balaam boys and I
used all our ingenuity thinking wup
diversion for this, but I guess we

didn’t add anything new that hadn’t
already been done.
Halloween night we went out together,

taking a few gates off their hinges and
distributing them in miscellaneous

places. We took a Tlight, one-horse
buggy some distance from the owner’s
home, removed the wheels, and with much
labor, hauled it up on top of another

man’s roof, then put the wheels back on
again. There stood a buggy on top of a
roof for people to stare at and wonder

how it got there. [The kids still did
that in the ’'20s and ’'30s].

Then we began tipping over outhouses.
There were no incidents with the first
two, but the third one we turned over
landed door side down, and there was a
man in it! He began to yell, we scat-
tered in all directions. He promised to
kill us when he got out and used some
language we had not heard before, which
was something! We didn’t stay around to
see how he got out, and went to another
neighborhood to carry on our activities,
doubled over with laughter.

When I went home for Christmas I found
Ma trying out a new washing machine. It
had a push and pull lever, which was the
latest thing. Before this, clothes had
to be soaked overnight, then boiled in a

copper boiler and scrubbed on a wash
board. Ma was going to need this, I
learned, because that spring there was
to be a brother or sister for me. After
all these vyears. I would be almost
sixteen years older than the new
arrival! My brother Ray was born in
April. I didn’t get to see him until

school vacation.

There was a new assistant in Mr. Hen-
derson’s place, Mr. George Hussey, a
widower with two daughters, Rita and
Ellen. The girls worked in Los Angeles
and came quite often to visit their

father. Rita was about my age, Ellen a
Jittle older. [Girl’s names are still
ficticious]. Whenever Mr. Hussey told me

the girls were coming I took more
interest in my appearance [at age 16].

I bought a pair of patent leather
shoes for dancing and Ellen told me what
good looking shoes they were and to put
a little vaseline on them to prevent the
leather from cracking. I thought a
whole 1ot would be better and smeared on
a generous layer and put them under the
bed. Two weeks later when the girls came
to visit I pulled out my shoes and they
had collected a coating of dust all over
that hung from them 1ike long whiskers.

Soon we were dancing together with the
other couples in the 1lighthouse base-
ment. While combing my hair carefully
and looking in the mirror I saw Ma
watching me with an understanding smile,
that she realized her boy was almost a
grown man now.



Assistant keeper Mr. Newhall
retired to Santa Cruz, and Mr. Lunbarner
(can’t find his right name] replaced
him. He sent for a new Reo automobile
to be delivered by freight. Ellen was
visiting us and said she could show us
how it would 1look even before it got
here. With a few deft strokes she made
a sketch which was very funny, but later
we were astounded at how accurate it
was. The car was pictured coming up the
hill, but not on 1its own power - the
mules were pulling it. Mr. Lunbarner
sat cracking their rumps with a long
whip as they strained to haul it up.

I hitched the mules to the buckboard
and took Mr. Lunbarner to the depot to
get his car. Just as Ellen pictured, we
had to use the mules to get it up the
hill. It was
stick to operate it instead of a steer-
ina wheel. Cranked from the side it ran
on high octane gas and had no gears. A
disk flywheel turned around, moving it
for power. This car could hardly pulil
up any hiill,

We hooked the mules to it and went
down to the beach at old man Perry’s
place where it was nice and smooth, then

drove up and down, chugging at about 25
miles an hour. Mr. Lunbarner did the
driving. There was actually only enough
room for two to ride, but he often
squeezed two of us in the seat with
him. Sometimes we spent the best part

of a day down on the beach, but when it
was time to go home the mules had to
haul it back!
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an open tiller type with

Harry Weeks' Point Concepcion childhood playground
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