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OTHER KEEPERS
AND NEIGHBORS OF OLD

Part III - Conclusion
Part III of "The Keeper's Son", edited by Myra wigh B?E;d. 2 E?;Stuizgr 1wa502??%oﬁhite
A . ; an , manufac n nia.
Mgnfnna, concludes Alice Weeks' story of the The families chipped in to have it
chﬂdhqod and yquﬂlofherhpsbaqd,I{anerVceks, shipped in 1large quantities. It came
as he lived at Point Concepcion Lighthouse. wrapped in excelsior in barrels, and had

(Continued from Legacy No. 62, Summer, 1989) a red, white and blue ribbon around the
- . neck of each bottle.

Pa didn’t have time to get away any- Mr. Souza was going to retire. They
where very often. The duties and re- had bought a home near Goleta and I
sponsibi]itigs of head keeper kept him he 1ped Ehem move. They were such good
nEs the 11ghthogse. SQ’ whgn he de- friends and had been with us as long as
cided to go quail hunting with me, I 1

determined to make it the best day ever,
Jjust for him, We planned a trip up in
the oaks, about 8 miles from the Tight-
house. At one place a small stream came
out of the hillside, ran clear and cold
for about 300 feet, then disappeared
into the ground. Moss and water cress
grew along its banks. When hunting up
there a week earlier, and knowing how Pa
liked cold beer, I planted six bottles
in the stream to surprise him.

We left at dawn one morning in the
buckboard, taking a lunch. I knew where
there were about 15 separate coveys of

quail with wusually from 50 to 100 in
each. We bagged a goodly amount of
birds, then ate lunch.

Halfway through I said "A bottle of
beer would taste good, wouldn’t it,
Pa?" He replied "I'd give anything for
some right now!" I got up and Pa’s eyes
opened wide with surprised delight at
the sight of those bottles of beer as I

pulled them from the water all beaded

could remember, so we had a deep sense
of loss at their Teaving.
I wanted to give them a meaningful gift

in parting, and knew what it must be.
Polly, my parrot. Mrs. Souza had hinted
many times she wanted that parrot.
Polly, too, had become fond of her, so I

parted with Polly, but not without some

heartache. He would have a good home
and a lot more attention than I was able
to give.

On a visit to the Souzas later I was

walking down the
hundred feet from

track only about a
their house (they were
near the depot), when I heard a voice
calling “Harry, Harry, Harry!"” It was
Polly in a cage outdoors in the rose
arbor, recognizing me from that distance
and so overjoyed to see me that a lump
came in my throat. It hurt to swallow.
He ran his beak through my hair in a
caressing way, looked in my ears, picked
my teeth and then perched on my
shoulder, cocking his head to catch
every word as I talked to the Souzas. A



little later Polly sat near Mrs. Souza
as she fed him tidbits and he was
enjoying the way she petted and made
over him, so I felt better and knew this
was the best place for the parrot.

On another visit there I decided to go
duck hunting down at the lagoon, near
the beach. The ocean was only about a
mile and a half from their place and the
ducks came in about dark. I was wearing
rubber hip boots and walked down into
the channel to wait for them. At high
tide this channel was filled with
water, I stood in the same spot for a
long while and was so interested in
watching for the ducks I didn’t notice
the tide coming in or that there was
evidence of quicksand.

By now my feet had sunk deep enough in
the garound that I couldn’t pull them

out. This quicksand was the slow type,
that is, by moving around, one wouldn't
become trapped, but I had stood too
long. I began struggling to free my
feet, but instead sank lower. The cold
sweat broke out all over me as I

realized my desperate situation.

The tide was coming in and was now up
to my knees. I thought of the Chinaman
who had drowned at the cove because the
abalone held him. The grieved faces of
my parents swam before me. A1l this
time, I had retained my shotgun and one
last desperate idea came to me. Putting
the stock end down in the water til it
touched ground, I 1Jeaned all my weight
on it, one foot moved up in my boot.

Finally I pulled that foot out of my
boot, and using the same method, freed
the other too. Walking quickly out of
the 1lagoon, I collapsed on dry ground,
my breath coming 1in deep gasps, while
earth and sky reeled about me. If those
boots had been the snua fitting kind
they use now, I could not possible have
pulled out of them, and most certainly
would have drowned right there.

By now it was completely dark and
impossible to get back the way I came,

so I groped my way barefoot over two
miles of rocky terrain by a roundabout
route to the Souza’s home. My feet and

hands were cut and bleeding from the
sharp rocks and I was completely ex-
hausted. Mrs. Souza scurried about fix-
ing a warm bath and laying out clean
clothes and then fed me some of her
wonderful chowder. Next day at low tide

~ appointed.

Mr. Souza and I went down and recovered
my boots.
Back home - some unfinished carpenter

and cement work to be done to the main

house. Being short of men to help him,
the carpenter mason doing it asked if I
would 1like to help with the job and earn

some extra money. The government paid
for this, he said, and he would add my
name to the payroll.

I worked hard enough for two men,
pushing a heavily loaded wheelbarrow up
the steep hill all day long, carrying
heavy lumber, as well as doing some of
the actual building, but when the
carpenter turned 1in my hours of labor,
the government refused payment to me,
because I was the head keeper’s son and
there was a rule that keeper’s relatives
could not receive wages unless
specifically appointed beforehand by the
government. The carpenter was angry
with them over this, and offered to pay
me from his own wages, but I wouldn’t
let him,

Pa was firm about my going to school
that fall, [1909]. I was in high school
now, but wanted to quit and considered
my education sufficient. But he insisted
I finish that term, then he would see.
He gave 1in, and halfway through high
school I quit, feeling I had more
learning than average.

A new brother, Albert, was born in Nov-
ember, but I didn’t get to see him until
Christmas vacation. Looking 1in on him
for the first time, as he slept, I decid-
ed he favored Ma, whereas Ray looked
more 1like our father. My mother was
really busy now, with two little ones.

The Point Arguello lighthouse was 12
miles north of Point Concepcion. Some
ships met with disaster after passing
this 1light, because fog with high winds
battered them ashore at Pt. Concepcion.
Although there were only a few tragedies
in my time, our daily log attested to
the fact that many vessels perished in
spite of light and foghorn warnings, and
it was here about 12 years later in 1923
that seven destroyers were to pile up on
the rocks, all in one night.

I began to work as a substitute assist-
ant at the Point Arguello 1light. My
wages were paid by the men for whom I
substituted, as I was not government
There were a head keeper and




three assistants, and a wireless station
with four telearaphers stationed there
to maintain it. A1l the men there were
good-natured fellows, easy to get along
with.

The government furnished ammunition and
revolvers to the wireless men. They were
supposed to target practise. When I
went there they filled my pockets with
shells, strapped two .38 revolvers
around my waist and said not to come
back with any shells. I took them at
their word, and on my time off, brought
in plenty small game.

One of the telearaphers owned a two-

seater bicycle that could ride the rail-
road tracks. It had two bars in the
shape of a triangie. The broad end

clamped to the bicycle frame and made
the front wheel 1immobile. The pointed
end had a flange wheel that went on the

Then it worked 1ike a railroad
except vou peddled instead of
using vyour hands. It couldn’t jump the
track because of the flange wheel. We
used this bike to go hunting. It was
against railroad rules to do this, but

we knew the train schedules pretty well.

rail.
handcar,

Hunting rabbits this way we rounded a
turn when a special train coming through
was almost upon us. We hadn’t heard a
whistle because the wind was blowing the

sound away from us. We threw guns and
rabbits flying every direction and
scarcely 1lifted the bike from the tracks
when the train whizzed past, a very

andgry engineer shaking his fist at us.

At home, between subbing jobs at
Arguello, I helped Pa at the light, and
Ma with some of her work. Sometimes 1I
took care of my lively 1little brothers
while my parents went to Lompoc, or out
for a while together. Al was walking
now and Ray was a handful. They were
good Tlooking youngsters and minded well,
except that Ray had developed a habit of
biting Al every time they disagreed over
some childish probtem.

One day Ray bit a deep gash in Al’s

finger, so hard it bled profusely. I
bandaged the finger and poured arnica
over it - our cure-all - and put Al 1in
his high chair. Then I grabbed Ray and
without  thinking gave his finger a
bite. He howled his head off. I band-
aged his finger too. There they sat,

each 1in his own
stained faces
my parents

high chair, with tear
and bandaged fingers when
returned. Ma wasn’t pleased

with my drastic measures in child train-
ina, but Ray didn’t bite Al anvymore.

A letter came from the United States
Government recommending me for the job
of assistant keeper at the Santa Barbara
Lighthouse. I seemed to garow a foot

taller as I read that letter. It gave me
a sense of achievement to be stepping
into the same kind of work as my father

knowing my government now
a gualified, full-fledged

and pride 1in
considered me
keeper.

The families held a farewell party for

me. My family went to the train to see
me off - my little brothers hugged me
enthusiastically. Ma’s eyes were misty
as she kissed me and Pa gripped my

shoulder in that same familiar way and
shook my hand firmly. I sensed that
something precious was movina into the
past, to become just a memory, a time
and era never to return.

Soon after this Pa was appointed head
keeper of the Santa Barbara tight. Fate
took me far afield, and I never went
back to Point Concepcion, but in my mind
I can walk those shining beaches and
feel the wind in my face as it was then.

ONE REFLECTION

Harry Weeks' mother, after spending almost a
quarter of a century at Point Concepcion, was very
pleased to be transferred to Santa Barbara. In 1915,
she reported on the lonely existance at the rocky
point.

"Santa Barbara (Mesa lighthouse) is a more pleasant
place. At Concepcion the lighthouse is out on the
rocks, and many times in the moming the walls
were white as if covered with snow, from the dried
salt spray the waves hurled upward."

Mrs. Weeks added: "I have known the wind to
blow a gale there for eight weeks at a time. I can
hardly become used to the quietness of this
climate.”

LIGHTHOUSE KEEPERS

The following is a partial list of Point Concepcion
lighthouse keepers.

1855 George Parkinson
1856 Mr. W. Meacham
1857-1862 John Scollan (See Legacies No. 55-58)



1862-1898 Capt. Thomas Perry and Hugo F. Boie
era (Sce Legacy No. 58)
1895-1912 Harley Alonzo weeks, Jr.

1906-1917 Willic Austin (See Below)
1916-1930 Charles Fredrick Allen
1931-1941 R. H. Green

1931-1950 Max Schlederer

1955 era Charles Helwig

1955 era Mr. May

If anyonc knows of other Point Concepcion
lighthouse keepers or can correct or clarify dates,
etc. regarding the above list, pleasc send the
information to the Lompoc Legacy editor, Lompoc
Valley Historical Society.

Early keepers kept lighthouse lamps buming with
sperm whale oil. Kerosene replaced whale oil in
1911 and was used until dependable electricity was
extended to the point in 1948. A 1000 watt
mercury vapor lamp was installed and the
requirement for a large crew of keepers and
assistants began to diminish. The lighthouse was in
care of the Light House Service until the Coast
Guard took over in 1938. The station was manned
until 1973 when it was automated and is controlled
from Point Arguello.

WILLIAM LEWIS "WILLIE" AUSTIN
Keeper about 1906 to 1917

William Lewis "Willie" Austin, son of William and
Frances A. (Reynolds) Austin, was born in San Luis
Obispo in 1879. His family moved to Lompoc
when he was four years old. His father bought a
house on North K Street and opened a shop to carry
on his trade of house, carriage and sign painter. He
was associated at one time with Henry Fabing, also
in that business. The shop was in the Roberts
building next to the Sherman Block (100 block) on
the south side of East Ocean Avenue.

William "Willie" Austin was a keeper (perhaps
starting as an assistant) at Point Concepcion
Lighthouse from about 1906 to 1917. The family
left Lompoc in 1917 and went to Pt. Fermin
Lighthouse in San Pedro where Willie was keeper
until his death in 1925. His two daughters, Thelma

and Juanita took over as keepers at Pt. Fermin when
he died.

Willie began his lighthouse keeper career just after
the turn of the century at Point Arena in northern
California. He and his wife, Martha (Bunce) Austin
had two children, Thelma and Perry, when they
entered lighthouse service. ~ Their third child,
Juanita, was born at Pt. Arena in 1905.

Four boys were bom at Point Concepcion between
1907 and 1917. William Bunce Austin, date not
known, Simon, born 1910, Dale, date not known,
and John James, bomn in 1917. Paul Fermin Austin
was born after the move to San Pedro. It was Paul
Austin who gave the record book of John Scollan
(Legacies 55-58) to the Lompoc Valley Historical
Society.

One of Paul's letters in 1983 said his father was
getting $848 per annum in 1921 ($300 more than
John Scollan was getting in 1861). He reported that
his mother also received $25 per month as a laborer
at Pt. Fermin. When they died within a year of
each other in 1925, Willie and Martha Austin had
not reached the age of 50.

Thelma said in an interview in 1927, "When my
parents died over a year ago my younger sister,
Juanita, and I determined to carry on the work
which my parents started...I was brought into the
lighthouse atmosphere when my father accepted the
commission to tend the lighthouse at Point Arena...
My sister was born there, so we were both reared in
that romantic environment."

THE KEEPER'S DAUGHTER

"When I was growing into young womanhood my
father accepted the post of lighthouse keeper at
Point Concepcion, one of the most isolated points
on th Pacific Coast, and here I experienced many
marine disasters. I will never forget that terrible
night when I witnessed my first shipwreck, when
the lumber freighter, Shasta, went on the rocks and
was slowly dashed to pieces. Although the sight
sort of chilled me, I derived a grim satisfaction
nevertheless from the knowledge that my father was
doing everything in his power to save the crew."

(The schooner, Shasta, crashed on the rocks at Cojo
Bay just south of Point Concepcion in 1906. One
man drowned when the ship capsized during salvage
operations.)




"Our parents gave us an excellent training and
education which we can be proud of, even though
we were handicapped for regular educational
institutions, and it was well flavored with all the
rugged principles we associate with the stalwart sca
captains whose motto is: 'Never give up the ship!"

"My father accepted the commission to tend the
lighthouse at Point Fermin in 1917, and we
immediately moved to take up our duties. There is
something very sentimental about this old
lighthouse, for father and mother somehow felt this
was their most important post. Father was really
pioneering here, and he came to be loved by all the
old seamen passing in and out of Los Angcles
harbor.

"When my mother died a little over a year ago
(1925), my father just seemed to waste away. In
fact, he died of a broken heart, since they had been
together all these years in the lighthouse work, and
my sister and I felt that we had a sacred duty to
perform: to promulgate the heroic work which our
parents started. But we have experienced quite a
struggle, since the government has been planning to
take over this lighthouse; and then my sister married
a sailor, leaving me alone to carry on."

(Thelma never married, and lived alone at Point
Fermin for many years. Her 1927 interview
continues...)

"The sea and this lighthouse seem to me like a holy
shrine and I'm afraid it would break my heart to
give it up. I could never get lonesome so long as
the pounding of the breakers is audible and the
ocean liners continue to sail past my door. Instead
of growing monotonous and tiresome, the regular
routine about the lighthouse seems a great comfort
to me."

Thelma also trained and cared for her five brothers.
(Apparently one brother had died young.) The
cldest three loved the sea so much they joined the
Navy and became sailors in the U.S. Fleet. John,
age 10, and Paul, about 8, were sent to a nearby
military academy.

The interviewer said of Thelma: "Instead of a
grizzled old lighthouse tender maintaining that
lonely old lighthouse, Thelma Austin, well on the

S

sunny side of thirty, directs the course of hundreds
of steamers that ply between Los Angeles harbor
and distant ports. And like thc far-seeing old
scamen she daily comes in contact with, she exudes
a radiance and personality that scems part and
parcel always of those 'who go down to the sea in

ships'.
CHUMASH VILLAGES

The Spanish crown commissioned Portuguese
navigator Juan Rodriguez Cabrillo to sail the San
Salvador and La Victoria up the California coast in
1542. His goal was to find the "Strait of Anian",
the west end of the “Northwest Passage”. San
Miguel Island, south of Pt. Concepcion was where
his life ended - his exploration objective was not
achieved. He first visited San Miguel in November,
1542 and had the misfortune of breaking his arm
there. Sailing against the wind in foul weather, his
ships got as far as 42 degrees north off the Oregon
coast near the mouth of the Rogue River.

The ships returned to the shelter of the Channel
Islands.  Gangrene had developed in Cabrillo's
broken arm and he died January 3, 1543. It has been
lost to history on which of the islands he was laid to
rest.

Sebastian Vizcaino sailed three frigates exporing the
California coast 110 years later, in 1602. A
Carmelite monk in his compliment applied the name
Santa Barbara to the channel and its islands. They
had entered that part of the coast on the feast day of
the Roman martyr, Santa Barbara. It was no doubt
that same monk who applied the name "Punta de la
Limpia Concepcion” when they left the channel and
rounded the rocky promentory where the coast turns
north.

Both Cabrillo and Vizcaino failed to locate San
Francisco Bay (no doubt the coast was enshrouded
in fog at the time they sailed by). Vizcaino
described an "O" shaped harbor south of San
Francisco Bay, and called it the "Bay of Monte Rey".

Another 117 years went by after Vizcaino's voyage
before the Spanish resolved to colonize the territory.
The Russian trappers were making incursions down
the Northern California coast, and the English and
Americans were beginning to show an interest in



California. . Don Gaspar de Portola led a land
expedition to locate the Bay of Monte Rey in 1769.
Among the column of sixty-seven Spaniards and
Indians was a grey-robed Fransiscan friar named
Juan Crespi who kept a diary of the adventurous
trek.

EL COJO

Early in September, 1769, Crespi mentioned a large
active village at the mouth of a stream just
southwest of Point Concepcion. The chief of the
village was lame, so the Spaniards named the
village "El Cojo" which means "The Lame".
Chumash villages were located where every creek
flowed into the ocean. These friendly Chumash
tribes, stretching from Malibu to San Luis Obispo,
gave the Spaniards no reason to have 27 'leather
jacket soldiers' in the column.

Fr. Crespi mentioned a small occupied village
situated near the present location of the lighthouse.
It may have been a "suberb” of Cojo...

JALAMA

A village of some 85 people existed around the
lagoon at the mouth of Jalama creek. Both Crespi
and Friar Font in De Anza's colonizing expedition in
1775, mentioned this village. During Portola's stop
(where Jalama Park is now), a native stole the
sword of one of the soldiers and ran out into the
surf with it. Other Indians brought him back, and
fron the incident, the Spanish named the village
"Espada” (the sword). The Chumash name for the
village was Silimastus. The Rancho La Espada runs
from Jalama to Honda creek and takes in Point
Arguello. Another village existed upstream where
Escondido creek flows into Jalama creek.

Chumash village and family life was no doubt
continuing as it had been for hundreds of years
when Father Lasuen traveled along the coast from
Santa Barbara to bless the site of newly founded La
Purisima Mission in December, 1787. There was
plenty of food to be gathered in coastal valleys, and
shell fish abounded on the rocks at low tide
everywhere along the coast. Soon villagers were
encouraged to become part of the industry of the
nearby Mission.

By the time the lighthouse was buit in 1854-55, the
villages were virtually empty. Some Chumash
natives still roamed the region and when George
Parkinson arrived to await the lens and set up the
lighthouse, he found the building occupied. The
Indians left peaceably, he reported.

THE MISSION ORCHARD

Mrs. Frederick Hageman, Santa Barbara County
Chairman of the California History and Landmarks,
submitted the following report in the 1930's:

"Out on the great Rancho Jalama, tucked down in a
little open glen, protected from wind and fog by
high hills on all sides, with a tiny trickling stream
which never dries, the Padres found an ideal spot
for raising many fruits that the coastal climate did
not favor nearer the Mission.

"Ruined now, but the interested visitor can picture
from the survivors the beauty of that early day
garden. Along the tiny San Francisquito creek long
tendrils of the old grapevines intermingle with wild
blackberry and myrtle, still bearing their harvest of
small tart grapes. Close by are a few stumps of
other dead vines. A few rods off is a hoary giant
pear, fully thirty feet high. Along the base of the
hill to the right is a long row of gnarled olives...on
the same slope is a mass of tuna cactus, the prickly
pear, prized for its fruit; large golden prickly apples.
The little flat which contained the greater part of the
vinyard was stripped of its vines long ago and only
the outer fringes remain, but "old timers" will tell
not only of the splendid vines, but of the sweet tart
apples, as well... Peaches were (a Mission) favorite,
but since they have a shorter life, no trace remains.
Large black walnut trees abound, but may have been
native. Growing along the banks of the stream may
be found the Arundo reed which was brought from
Asia Minor and was used in construction of the
Mission roof.

"Three miles further are the remains of the old wine
vats where the grapes were converted to highly
prized, table wine. Father Mariano Payeras wrote to
his "Padre Presidente” with pride, "...Hence, if God
grants us life, someday your Reverence will drink it
without sediments, and without bad taste, pure and
clear.”

"We returned from our quite contemplation in this
lovely spot, saddened and with a tug at our hearts
for this vanishing garden."




A VIEW FROM THE SADDLE

A Santa Barbara Press reporter rode on horseback
from Santa Ynez Valley to the coast in July 1877
and described the Point Concepcion lighthouse just
a few years before it was replaced by the "new”
lighthouse on the lower mesa:

"The cape when viewed from the northward rises
like a low island in the ocean; and seen from the
high ridge on the Espada Rancho, where it first
came into sight, it looked to be a little above the
surface of the water...

"We kept riding down the long slope, leaving Point
Arguello on our left, El Tranquillon towering high
above it, and the purple mountains behind us, the
sapphire sea before us, and the island-like cape and
its gleaming lighthouse to our front and left,
thinking we would make the Point very soon.

"But the wonderfully transparent atmosphere was
desceptive, and when we reached the Espada Ranch
house a grizzly old Indian vaquero told us it was
eight miles away.

"On approach, the point is found to be a high
promontory, stretching boldly into the ocean, and
terminating abruptly. It is more than 200 feet above
the ocean, and is conspicuous from land or sea in

every direction for many miles. The lighthouse is
a structure of brick a story and a half tall. The
tower, also of brick, is covered with white plaster,
rising from the center of the building.

"The quarters of the keeper are tastefully furnished
and neatly kept by the lady of the lighthouse (Mrs.
Thomas Perry?).

"The keepers made daily records of the weather, and
were ready to relieve shipwrecked mariners should
such unfortunates ever make the Point.

"The illumination apparatus is of the first order of
the system of Fresnel, and exhibits a revolving
white light, showing a flash every half-minute. The
apparatus, tower, fog signal, engine and buildings
are kept in prime order, the place reminding me
more of a military fort than anything I have seen
lately."

"Olden Days" by Stella Haverland Rouse, reported
that three years later in June 1880, the Lighthouse
Board deemed the tower and dwellings insecure.
Since title to the property was not clear because it
was an old land grant, the government had to
purchase the parcel before the $48,000 structure
could be built.

The next year the lighthouse was rebuilt, this time
located below the cliffs since the Lighthouse Board
reasoned the light was shining out on a marine fog
layer a high percentage of time.

AN ISLAND PARADISE

South of Point Concepcion on San Miguel Island
another saga was being played out in the 1930's. In
1928, Robert Brooks leased the island for use as a
sheep range. Brooks remembered that his old war
buddy, Lt. Herbert Lester, had expressed a desire to
live like Robinson Crusoe on a desert island. But
that was when they were recovering from war
wounds in Walter Reed Ammy Hospital in
Washington... When Brooks offered him the job of
managing the ranch, Lester quit his job as a tool
salesman in Chicago and eagerly accepted what was
to be a remarkable life on the northwest channel
island.

Herbert Lester was engaged to Miss Elizabeth
Sherman. She quit her job as librarian in Rye,

N.Y., and joined Lester in Yuma, Arizona where
they were married in 1930. A week after their
wedding, they set up housekeeping on desolate San
Miguel Island. To the Lesters, it was an island
paradise.

The 1500 head of sheep grazed on waste-high
grasses.  Beautiful wild flowers bloomed in
abundance each Spring. Ice plant was always in
bloom. Twice a year a 10-man crew would arrive

at Cuylar Harbor to come ashore and shear the wool
for market.

Herb and Elizabeth Lester had a radio and hundreds
of books and never suffered from boredom. Once
a month a boat brought supplies from Santa
Barbara. As the years passed, visitors began secking
out the family by sea and by air. Now dubbed the



"King and Queen" of San Miguel, they fed and
entertained all comers. Charles Laughton and a
Hollywood movie crew created some excitement by
filming scenes for "Mutiny on the Bounty" on the
western edge of the island.

Mrs. Lester went to Santa Barbara on Ed Vail's
cattle boat, the Vaquero, in 1931, to give birth to
Marianne Miguel Lester at Cottage Hospital.
Elizabeth Edith was added on another trip to Santa
Barbara in 1933.

Ed Vail, an island cattle rancher, sent the Lester
girls a 10 x 10 foot playhouse which doubled as the
girls' schoolhouse. Mrs. Lester became their teacher
rather than send them to the mainland to a boarding
school. The Santa Barbara county school board
provided text books. The "Princesses of San
Miguel" learned well under their mother's tutelege.
When they left the island in 1942, Marianne, in the
seventh grade, was reading at the college level.

The Navy was taking over the island for use as a
bombing range during WWIIL. Herb Lester suffered
the misfortune of severing three fingers while
chopping fireplace wood. The Coast Guard rushed
him to the hospital in Santa Barbara. During
recovery he was given medication which may have
caused an onset of blindness. He returned to the
island in a state of despondency, and on June 18,
1942, after writing a tender letter to his family, the
"King of San Miguel" took his own life. He was
buried on the island, which legend has it, Cabrillo,
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who "discovered" the island 400 years before, also
lies in eternal rest.

Lest anyone believes the "Princesses" were deprived
of childhood life in their lonely formative years,
Marianne Lester reflects the joy of that existance in
poetry. At age 13, she wrote a poem "San Miguel
Island - Poem of a Lost Life" in which she
expresses her yearning for the wild, free, lonely
experiences of her girlhood - with added grief at
the loss of her father. She followed in later years
with a touching little volume, "San Miguel and
Other Poems."

If you should ask folk who lived in Lompoc during
"horse and buggy" days, they, too, will tell you how
wonderful it was to go anywhere on foot or
horseback with nothing but wide open spaces, and
only a very rare challenge from a grumpy
landowner...
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