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MEMOIRS OF ETHEL HORN SMITH CONTINUED

In Legacy No. 12, the late Ethel Smith's life story zot te
the place where she and her playmate, Johnny Mankins, were
in the barn - which was taboo for the kids. They were throw-
ing corn cobs at the heels of the skittish grey mare named
“Fry", just to see her Kkick. When they were almost out of
ammunition, Johnny crawled in to retrieve some cobs. Ethel
(called Annie by her family) threw a cob and the horses hoof
caught Johnny on the forehead. Ethe! continues her story:

I remember he
was in the hospital (Kelliher Sanitarium - later Glidden
home, K and Maple), and I saw Grandpa Horn out in his
vard praying ‘‘to let that boy live.”” I was quite awed and
I'don’t think he knew [ was there. It was dusk and he was
looking up at the sky and had his fist up in the air. It's
the only time I remember himreally, tho we saw him a
lot. I guess God thought he’d better listen to Grandpa,
because, while it was pretty close, Johnny lived, with a
big dent in his forehead which lasted all his life.

The Christian church was on the southwest corner of 1
and Cypress. On Christmas we’d all trek down there for
our Christmas tree. We’d get our main big present there
and anything else would e on a chair by our bed in the
morning. Once the Horns and Davidsons went to
Grandpa Davidson's for Christmas Eve. We had a tree



"Let my boy Live” "

Grond pa Told God.
but mostly 1 remember a fire! We could see it and the
fire bell rang like mad. Edna (Davidson) was scared so
Aunt Lillie (Kimbel) held onto her and I hung onto Aunt
Lillie just to get into the act. After that on Christmas I
always locked for the fire.

There was the annual church picnic - Aunt Mable took
me. We rode in a three or four seater wagon, more like a
topless stage only longer. There was no room on the seat
for me so [ was on the floor behind the dashboard along
with some other kid. We must have gone to Surf that day
for in the evening Aunt Mable and Eva Douglass and |
returned on the train that stopped at the corner of
Douglass Avenue to let her off. So far as I know that is
the only time | ever rode the train between Surf and
Lompoc. I don’t remember sitting down, we must have
had to stand all the way, because we were in the little
vestibule when Eva got off.

In February, 1916, we moved to the Benneit ranch
down the valley. Land was no easier to rent or buy than it
had been in Grandfather’s day. Also there was a war on
and somehow that always raised the price of beans as
well as other crops, and every able bodied farmer wanted
to get in on the better times. But Pop had an old friend
who had a ranch not far from where he had grown up.
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We moved to Bennett's house in 1916, not far from where
father grew up.

She said she would rent him the ranch if he would
promise to grow no sugar beets. He had nc intention of
getting into that business anyhow. He wanted to grow
beans and mustard and maybe a few onions. When he
knew he could have the property he took himself down to
the old Lompoc Valley Bank, borrowed one thousand
dollars and became a farmer again.

While the price of beans was a big incentive for the
move there was another that was running the beans a
close second. That was the size of our house or the
number in our family. No matter how you looked at it,
one was not meant for the other! Five kids plus Mama
and Papa made that small house a tight fit. We learned
of the moving idea and the howl was loud and long.
Leave the kids, cherry trees, town, leave everything? We
didn’t want to live on any old ranch. Mama and Papa
were taken aback. They had grown up down the valley
and were going home. It never occurred to them that
their children would feel otherwise. But with a little fast
selling by the time we moved, we were so propagandized
we felt sorry for the kids who couldn’t move with us!

We planned te move when town school closed for
winter vacation. We hadn’t forseen the rain - it was a
real soaker. Finally in January, when the skies dried up a
little, we were rattling down Ocean Avenue as fast as a
plodding team could pull us, wagon loaded with all our
belongings. Papa had been moving things and the other
horses were there as well as chickens, a new stove and
linoleurn, and all the farm implements, tools and
blacksmith equipment, everything except the wagonload,
the family, the dog and the old cow, who was following
along behind us.

We loved living on a ranch, even though the water
came out of a cistern instead of a faucet. Daddy planted a
garden just north of the house and everyone helped. We
went berrying, got stung with big nettles, and had our
chores to do for Mama. We hoed beans, watched the
threshers, and went around with our wagon to pick up
beans or mustard the threshers had missed. Daddy
always paid us for the gleanings. Though we probably
didn’t earn much it sure kept us busy.

While living in town we had rnost of the diseases that
kids are still having today. Everyone got the measles at
once and whoever was the baby then was six weeks old
and Mama was sick too with an ulcerated tooth. Mrs.
Short came over to help out. Daddy told me since that he
was staying home from work, which he could ill afford to
do, when Mrs. Short came over and sent him on his way.
Mama told me too, about the help she gave and said
many times over the years ‘“To me she’s the most
wonderful person on earth. She’ll never know how we
needed her.”” (that was Carrie Oleston Short, Mrs.
Arthur Short). About mumps, I recall only the bit about
having our faces tied up in a diaper with a knot on top of
our heads. We even played outside that way with the rest
of the kids.



We always had a cow. Usually she was outside in the
corral, but one day she was shut up in the barn. In those
days proper folks saw to it that youngsters neither heard
nor saw anything pertaining to birth, death or any family
gossip they could and would blab all over the
neighborhood. When grownups gathered to talk, a child
knew better than to hang around. This day | was
prowling around the barn feeling sorry for myself as the
neighborhood kids had more interesting things to do that
day than play with me, so I moped around until [ saw the
old cow. I didn’t know exactly what was going on, but it
was different, and I knew now that I could get all the
playmates I needed, and then some. In seconds I rounded
up every kid old enough to be on the loose and near
enough to hear me. While our old cow gave birth to the
cutest little black and white calf she had the most
attentive and largest assortment of children in the gallery
any cow ever had. Making matters worse, every one of
those kids ran in street and alley yelling to friends who
had missed the show: ‘‘George Horn’s cow had a calf and
we saw it come out!’”’ Poor Mama never got over the
mortification.

Don’t know why grown-ups worried so much. Any kid
could have told them that people and animals were
entirely different, and knew without a shadow of doubt
that it was the stupid old stork that left all the infant
people around. That bird didn’t have a lick of sense
either, always picking a time when Mamas were down
with the grippe, or something, to fly over and drop his
bundle. And then the Papas had to hire somebody to take
care of the baby, and like as not the kids were even sent
clear away from home to stay with aunts and uncles. All
because of that dumb old bird. It's a wonder someone
didn’t shoot him!

When [ was about six Jessie Short’s mother gave her a
birthday party. I was having a wonderful time til all of a
sudden [ had to Go! I never thought of using their
bathroom. I went home, which was only across the street
and an empty lot. But the back gate was locked and I
couldn’t reach to open it, so I started velling for Mama.
She didn’t hear me until the Worst had happened and |
was bawling at the top of my lungs. She finally appeared
and took me in for a clean up and fresh drawers. Then I
went back to the party. The icecream and cake had all
been eaten and everyone asked me where I'd been but 1
wouldn’t tell, not me!

The Cherry family lived on the corner south of us and
since one of the girls usually had either Eva Moody or me
down there to keep her company while everyone else in
her family was away, I happened to be around while
preparations were going on for an afternoon party. It
never occured to me that | wasn’t invited so I told Mama
[ was to go to a party and she gussied me all up in a nice
white dress and hair ribbons and [ went to the party. My
dear friend, Ethel Cherry met me at the back door and it
must have been very hard for her to have to explain that
it was a grownups party and that if | would come back
tomorrow I could have some cake. Mama must have felt

sorry for me because of the Tragic Blow, so she sent me
to town on some errand. [ passed by the corner where Ed
Beard had a popcern stand and heard him remark to
someone with him ‘‘Well, aren’t we all dressed up!”’. My
extreme embarrassment must have been very obvious
because on my return trip he gave me a sack of popcorn.
His stand was always on the corner by the Bank of
America (northwest corner H and Ocean).

Ethel with brother and sister in “Sunday Best"

Every family in every town has neighbors and we lived
in an age when birth control was unheard of, so there
were lots and lots of kids. Across the street was the
Dodge family. On the corner to our north were the
Hepners and a man named Sherty Gingrich, and next
door were Uncle Dave and Aunt Emily and family. Mrs.
Moody was Aunt Emily’s sister (Huyck girls). Luella was
the oldest while Eva and I were about the same age. Bill
(Bud) was the baby. We could never figure out why Aunt
Emily was my Aunt and their Aunt but we were not
tousins. There was a vacant lot between us and the
Moodys where Papa parked wagons and some old farm
implements. His business was drayage and hauling, as a
trucking operation was called in the horse era. In the
summer it was hard to find the house for the trees that
filled the yard, and the ones we liked best were the big
cherry trees. Every kid in the neighborhood old enough
to climb kept an eagle eye on those trees from flower to
fruit. The castor oil bottle was always ready and waiting
for the inevitable cases of green cherry tummy ache. And
when the fruit ripened, the neighborhood parents knew
where to find their offspring - like Papa said, you never
knew who was going to drop out of those trees!

Across the street from the Hepners was a planing mill
and Grandpa Hepner was a cabinet maker there. The
Everetts who owned the mill lived next to it and the
Dodges next to them. Grandpa and Aunt Mable Davidson
lived across the alley in back of the Dodge house but
fronting on E Street. A Day family lived where Fred
Bishop later lived. The Rios family lived next to Moody's




and the corner house was Henry Cherry’s. Across the
alley and south about 2 doors from us was a family
named Carter. Evidently Mrs. Carter liked me because I
remember being over there a lot and she gave me
cookies. They milked the cow in a shed that had a knot
hole in it. I was allowed in and would stand there asking
all sorts of questions. [ can’t remember why such a
privilege was mine because, as I recall, no other kid was
allowed in that cow shed while Ernie (Ermest ‘‘Nick”
Carter) milked that cow. The other kids would come and
peek in the knothole and the milker would turn the cow’s
“faucet’’ to hit a bullseye every time!

For the first time when there was a new arrival in the
family they didn’t get rid of Annie. [ didn’t know there
was a baby on the way, but | do remember hearing one
cry sometime during the night in January, 1917. Mrs. Ed
Ruffner came to help out while Mama spent her 10 days
in bed. The baby was named Howard Francis (Hardy)
and Mrs. Ruffner nearly killed herself and the new baby
one night when she turned an oil heater up too high. The
baby and everything in the room was as black as only
soot can make it.

Our ‘‘new’’ home boasted seven rooms, pantry and
bathroom. We had never owned a bathroom before, and
might just as well not have had this one. At one end were
several open shelves and cupboards where Mama stored
the fruit she canned. Behind the door was the only utility
in the room, a big zinc-lined tub with white paint peeling
off. The only way to drain the contraption was bailing
with a bucket. Mama said no one in her family would
bathe in that awful old thing, and we continued to use
our big galvanized washtub just as always. But the zinc
tub did come in handy for storing dry things like sacks of
beans. The mice never touched a thing in it, they didn’t
like zinc either.

We sure rattled around in that big old house, until that
dumb old bird flew over again. We kids had hoped he
wouldn’t find us anymore! More room we had, but
conveniences were nil. There was no running water
inside or out. No sink in the kitchen, we used a table.
Here meals were prepared, dishes washed, and on one
corner sat a big bucket of water with a long handled
dipper, a wash basin and a roller towel. There was a
cistern with a hand pump which we used for a while, but

Mama had so much trouble with it that Daddy yanked it
out, and we drew water with a bucket on the end of a
rope.

When it rained the cistern filled up readily, but in dry
years he borrowed the Union Sugar Company’s red tank
wagon and made a trip to LaSalle’s for spring water.
Attached to one end of the house was a shed where we
washed. There was a hand driven washing machine and I
guess every one of us had a fling at pumping that thing.
Theére was also a big tub for scrubbing on a board and
another for rinsing. There was a laundry basket, one
large enough to serve as a bassinette for a new baby,
consequently every time there was a new baby we got a
new laundry basket.

Outside there was a firepit dug in the ground and over
it on iron rods was the washboiler. I can still see Mama
stirring the clothes over it.

There was no electricity in the valley in those days.
Our neighbors, the Beatties, had a Delco plant for their
electricity. Even so, I think they used a small gasoline
engine for their washing machine. Our ironing was done
with the old sad irons. The stove would have a big fire
going in it and the irons were set on it to heat. A handle
fitted slots on top of the iron. When the heat was gone
from one you trotted to the stove, slipped the handle
from the cool one to another hot iron. Ironing was quite a
job involving a lot of foot work. Later on we acquired a
gasoline iron that worked on the same principle as the
Coleman lantern of today. Once the iron was started it
was fine, although sometimes it took a little cussing to
get it going. The ironing board we used was planed and
shaped by Daddy and padded and covered with an old
sheet by Mama. One end of it would be on the table with
the other end rested on top of a chair back. The chair had
to be facing toward the table or it would tip. While the
stove had to be hot for the irons there was no use wasting
all that heat so a pot of beans could usually be found
bubbling away and the teakettle was always singing.
Aluminum was unheard of - our kettles were iron or
enamel. Once the enamel was chipped the spot would
rust and develop a leak eventually.

A trail led from the back door past the washhouse, past
the woodpile along a fence for the garden area, down to
the barn. A little shed next to the barn held all Daddy’s
tools, when we kids hadn’t lost them, and his forge. The
barn held implements on the south side, hay in the
middle and horses on the north side, where there was a
corral to the slough. Just over the fence by the slough
Daddy had dug a well for the horses’ water, west of that
in the salt grass was the pig area. On a slight slope on
the edge of the farm land there had been an orchard
once, but we used it for our main garden. There was only
one tree left right on the edge of the slough, a bellflower
apple tree.

Daddy always accompanied us on our first trip



anywhere so he could hand out his don’ts. We heard
“Don’t play around the cistern, don't go near the slough,
stay away from the well, don’t go near the horses, the
new ones aren’t used to you kids; and don’t touch any of
my tools!”” We stayed away from the cistern and well, we
skirted the slough, we climbed on the horses in their
stalls and rode them to the door and as they passed
through into the corral we grasped the overhead beam,
slid off over their rumps and dropped to the floor. This
was real fun and we did it over and over. We never got
on a horse tho that had his ears laid back, and we were
never caught by Daddy. But there was a succession of
blistered behinds for leaving a trail of tools from one end
of the place to the other, some of which were never
found.

Barely five miles from town we were in another world
with other sounds as well as the household inconven-
iences we learned to live with. At night we listened to the
loons; a coyote chorus; perhaps a dog or two and the
continuous croaking of frogs deep down in the slough. As
we lay in our beds we knew we were not alone in that old
house for overhead the woodrats from the slough
squeaked, fought, gnawed and ran footraces all over the
attic timbers. Daddy tried every trap and bait available
and patched every hole, but, although they never came
into the living part of the house, they continued to romp
in the attic and Daddy finally gave up in disgust. To us
kids they were nightly entertainment, and the whole
ranch was new and wonderful.

The swallows built nests in our barn, skunks and
weasels went after our chickens. Bud, our dog, treed
coons and cats, the wild kind. Mama showed us thrush
nests in the berry vines and blackbird nests in the tules.
We learned to fish in the river, rabbits lived in the brush
along the slough and ate up Dad’s beans along the edge
of the field. We also learned that the slough was
never-never land. It was full of slippery mud and that
mud could swallow you up and no one would ever know
what became of you. We stayed out of it especially after
we saw one of our horses down on his side and unable to
get up, held helpless by the sticky oozy black mud until
Dad pulled him out with another team. The old slough
was a wilderness of willows and tule and other brush.
The only time it was cleared at all was when Daddy set a
match to the tules after they turned brown. The next year
it would be as green and formidable as ever.

Our nearest neighbors were the Japanese workers who
lived across the slough to the north of us. The head man
was Okutsu. He and his men planted and cared for the
onion crop on contract with Daddy. Whenever they went
to town there was always a gift for us on their return trip,
and what a trip it would be. The Japanese could never
control a horse after the animal was headed for home.
We would see them coming lickety split and as they
neared our place the driver would yell and we’d run out
to get the package he’d thrown to us as the horse
galloped on for home. Usually it was a carton of gum. [

guess it was the easiest and safest thing to throw.
Occasionally Mama would make a pie or cake for them,
then the gifts would really fly our way. Mama used to say
“‘you just can’t keep up with them.”” They dried fish and
abalone on their roof and ate lots of cucumbers and those
long white radishes.

Down the road a bit from the Japanese lived Herb and
Hattie Beattie, Alfred, Francis and Grandpa Beattie.
Across the road from the Beatties were the Louie Grossi’s
and further on toward the river were the Ray Beatties.
The Mendez family lived next to the river while across
the river were Clarence and Dorothy Hall and their folks,
the Ray Halls. Down at the Union Sugar Co. was Blanche
McCandless, whose father Grover, was foreman. At that
time (1916) Union Sugar Company had many acres of
sugar beets that they farmed themselves so at the ranch
were bunkhouses, a cookhouse or boarding house,
complete with Chinese cook, huge barns, lots of horses.
About the only thing mechanical were the big old steam
engines. They were equipped with a cable and used +-
pull big plows across the fields. That was a big attraction
especially when they were working the field across the
road from our house. I remember the long teams that
were used to haul the harvested beets to the railroad. At
harvest time the beets were first plowed out of the
ground, then groups of field laborers would work up and
down the fields, topping them. They used knives with a
light hook at one end to pick up the beet and then slash
the tops off with the sharp blades. Then the teams and
wagons would go down the rows while the laborers threw
the beets on the wagons. Each wagon had big nets made
of very heavy rope so that when the wagons were ready
to dump their loads into the freight cars a hoist could pick
up the nets and dump the entire load. | remember seeing
teams driven with a jerk line and the jangle of bells on
the lead team was a regular sound of the harvest. World
War [, the war to end all wars, was in full swing so
Daddy and the rest of the farmers received real good
prices for their mustard, beans and onions. Times were
really good, but all families have to suffer at some time
or another and curs was no exception.




One day | remember well we were all at our noon meal
when Daddy rubbed his hand over his face and said it
was hard for him to eat. His jaws just were not working
too well. He had a severe cut across one thumb from a
disc blade and while it looked pretty good he decided it
wouldn't hurt to let Old Doc look at it.

Dr. Heiges told Daddy he had lockjaw, not from the cut
but from carbuncles that had healed over with a tiny bit
of alkali dirt in them. Lockjaw then was a disease from
which few, if any, recovered. It is caused by Bacilius
tetani found in soil contaminated by horse dung and in
the horse age was found in the dust in the streets,
gardens and other cultivated lands. Horses were
susceptible also. The muscles of the body infected by
tetanus are in a continuous state of contraction.
Spasmodic contractions come on in addition, and can be
so severe that the patient is doubled up forwards,
backwards, or sideways, and sometimes some of the
muscles tear across. The serum of long ago, then called
anti-toxin, also set in a reaction or spasmodic contraction
because of the impurities it contained. Today’s tetanus
serum is so purified the patient suffers no reaction.

Aunt Lizzie let Mama and Daddy have her house and
she and the twins moved in with us. Uncle Ralph had to
work so came down on weekends. Daddy went to bed and
the treatment began. At this very time a mule was also
stricken and was under the care of the veterinarian, Dr.
Albert Larsen. Every morning the two doctors met in
June Burton’s drug store to pick up the day's shot of
serum for his respective patient. Each patient suffered
violent muscular spasms after each shot, and it was
known that more than six were always fatal. After the
sixth shot had been administered to man and mule the
doctors again conferred in the drug store. Both were
plenty worried. Finally Doc Larsen opined that while he
hated to lose that mule, and he would anvhow without
more serum in him, supposing he gave the mule the
seventh shot and let Doc Heiges know how he fared. It
was agreed and to their surprise the mule improved. Doc
Larsen lost no time getting his news to Doc Heiges who
said: **Well, George is young and tough, if the mule can
take it, I'm sure George can.”” He gave Daddy the
seventh shot and Daddy recovered and was the wonder of
the valley for years. That three weeks was the only time
Daddy was away from home at night; The year was 1917.

During the first year or so after we moved to the valley
Daddy rented land over at Bear Creek sort of in partners
with Uncle Lee Davidson who lived there and farmed.
One time we all went over in the buggy by way of a cow
trail that took off some place just above the McGregor
place. We went through pure white sand. Another road
we took later started off the main road to Surf just before
Huyckville. It was a cow trail too. There was an old
windmill and tank about the same place and once Daddy
stopped to pick milkweed and then rub the milk from
them on his warts, because he had some that were really
sore. It cured them too, the warts just disappeared. Once

I stayed at Bear Creek with Aunt May, Uncle Lee, Pearl
and Lloyd. It was nice there. There were meadow larks
and I learned what a horrible creature the butcher bird
was. There too I saw the first cowslips. Until that time, to
me at least, a cowslip was something the cow left behind,
certainly not a flower. Uncle Lee used to sing and play
the guitar or mandolin in the evenings - he could play
any instrument with a string on it.

The Bear Creek farming didn’t turn out too well, so the
place was given up and Uncle Lee and Aunt May moved
to town. Uncle eventually acquired a truck. One Sunday
he picked up Uncle Ralph, Aunt Lizzie and the twins and
with his family met us at the rocks. I think Johnny
Mankins was along too. As Howard Davidson {one of the
twins) climbed out of the back end of the truck he fell and
struck his leg on a half buried rock. It hurt, but we didn’t
think too much about it and all had a glorious day at the
beach. That was the day Uncle Ralph took pictures of us
naked as Jaybirds draped with seaweed. I think that was
the last time the three families were all together because
sometime later Howard's leg began to bother him and
that was the beginning of long hospitalization, operations
and pain and hardships for all of them. Uncle Ralph and
Aunt Lizzie lived and worked in San Francisco so they
could be near Howard in the Children’s Hospital while
Edna (the other twin) stayed with Aunt Lillie in Lompoc.
Eventually Edna went up there too because it seemed it
would take longer for Howard te get well than anyone
had dreamed. Most of this took place in 1917.

1917 - at ““The Rocks'™ Rear: John Mankins, Everett and
Lowell Horn; Front: Edda Davidson, Ethe! Horn, Howard
Davidson, twin of Edda. Note clothes strewn about dry-
ing on bushes.

I think it was the spring of 1918 that Mama took a bad
cold ending up with a cough that she simply couldn’t
shake. Daddy made her a backrest so she could sit up at
night. [ faintly remember that she was sleeping in the
dining room or kitchen where she could be warmer
because of the stoves. I felt sorry for Mama because she
couldn’t stop coughing. The next thing we knew Mrs.
Ruffner was back with us and Mama was in bed and Old
Doc was calling often. The case was too much for Mrs.



Ruffner, and also for Aunt Mable, who arrived from
Petaluma - it was a severe case of double lobar
pneumonia. The doctor told us later that if Daddy hadn't
been able to get Mrs. Laura (Pomeroy} Clapp, a
registered nurse, Mama would never have been able to
make it, but Mrs. Clapp just happened to be free and in
town so she took care of Mama. Mama’'s bed was moved
into the living room with her head at the open but
screened front door. We were cautioned to be very quiet
because Mama was real sick. [ was scared and I'd hide in
back of the house and whisper ‘‘Don’t die, Mama, don’t
die’’. Only Mrs. Clapp’s excellent nursing and care saved
her and when she was well enough the doctor said she
must go to a very warm climate for a while.

Uncle Oscar Davidson, meanwhile, was foreman of
Laguna Ranch over in Foxen Canyon. Mama and Mrs.
Clapp were packed off bag and baggage to the ranch
where Mama spent the next three or four months
sleeping on the front porch, screened in especially for
her. Since the ranch was all of 50 miles away, in the
mountains between Sisquoc and Ballard, it was just too
far for a horse and buggy, with round trip taking 2 days,
so Daddy decided the time had come to buy one of those
newfangled contraptions that ran out of gas and wore out

tires, called an automobile. He probably had been
intending to try one of the things for some time. but just
couldn’t talk himself into it. Mama made him toss all
caution to the breezes simply by becoming very seriously
ill, and having to stay 50 miles away.

To reach the Laguna ranch you took the road over
Rucker bridge, up Mission Canyon over the old torturous
Orcutt grade, then from Harris Station to Los Alamos.
About 2 miles south of Los Alamos you turned left on
another road that lead over the hills to Foxen Canyon
Road. There were six of us children at that time and alsc
my Mother's sister, Aunt Mable, was staying with us. If
we all went over to call on Mama that would make eight
and the ranchhouse had only 3 bedrooms. One was kept
for manager Robert Main whose home was in Santa

Barbara, making it necessary for him to spend the night
each time he visited the ranch. Mama was to sleep on the
porch, along with her nurse. Then there was Uncle
Oscar, his wife, Aunt Alice, and their two children, so
staying overnight with 8 more people was out of the
question. It would take only a few hours for the trip in a
machine, so Dad went into town one day and came back
driving a Maxwell,




Life On The Farm

Ethel, age 10 with brother Howard
age 5 weeks in 1917.
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