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MEMOIRS OF ETHEL HORN SMITH [CONT ]

In Legacy No. 12 and 13, Ethel Smith’s story of
childhood days in Lompoc had brought the family through
the horse and buggy era. The family entered the
automobile age in 1918 with the purchase of a Maxwell.
Ethel's mother, Ovita {Davidson) Horn had been nursed
back to health from a case of double lobar pneumonia and
Dr. Heiges recommended a warm dry climate for her
recovery. She spent the next three or four months in Foxen
Canyon at lLaguna Ranch where her brother, Oscar
Davidson, was foreman. It was to get to Foxen Canyon to
take his six kids to see their mother that motivated George
Horn to buy the Maxwell. Ethel's story continues with her
description of the new car:

Dad went into town one day and came back driving a
Maxwell, a thing of shining black beauty, a touring car
complete with running boards, a spare tire, curtains that
had little isin glass windows and snap fasteners on all the
edges, the curtains to be added in case of rain, and
wooden wheels with tiny red stripes for decoration, just
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like on the buggy. The buggy then was a thing of the past.
No more polishing it all up for the Fourth of July, from
then on it ceased to exist. I don’t remember what
happened to it, Dad may have sold it. We had the cart for
vears after that. He bought the Maxwell from Frank
Huyck, who was the sales agent for the Maxwell. So we
were able to visit Mama on Sundays. Of course every kid
in the car was sick going over the Orcutt grade, but we’d
finally get there and back.

Several months after Mama was home again she
decided she too would learn to drive the Maxwell and Dad
agreed to teach here. With Mama behind the wheel they
started off around the valley roads a bit to get her used to
the feel of the car. Dad forgot one thing - to show her how
to stop the machine after it was in motion. When they
returned home he told her she could drive it into the barn.
Implements had been moved out, all but a brand new bean
planter with its pole paralle] to the rear doors. He
cautioned her to slow down, which she did, then told her to
put her foot on the brake, which she didn't. Instead she
clamped her foot on the throttle, the Maxwell shot for the
rear deor and that bean planter pole split like a match
stick. Dad turned off the motor before the barn doors went
down too. Mama, all a dither, got out of the Maxwell.
adjusted her hat, walked to the house and swore she’d
never drive that monster again, and she never did. We
had other cars after that but not once did Mama offer to
drive one of them.

In the wintertime the roads were slushy black mud. We
lived close to the school but Daddy always had to take us
and our means of travel was the cart. I asked hom not long
ago whatever happened to it and he said it had been
repaired and repaired till finally it was just beyond repair.



When it wasn’t hitched to a horse we would have a blast
wheeling it all over the place.

Bob, Ben and I used to fish down at the river. In those
days the river didn’t dry up and we caught fish with our
willow poles, some line and a hook. [ remember crossing
the river on a little foot bridge over to the Halls to play
with Clarence and Dorothy.

Daddy kept the horses in the pasture near Union Sugar.
One day [ was walking home and noticed that one horse
was behaving in a strange manner. His eyes rolled wildly
and were awful to lock at. [ meant to tell Daddy but
someone else did before [ had the chance. He brought the
horse home to the corral because the horse had lockjaw.
The vet and Daddy worked hard taking care of the horse
and giving the serum. Finally, after a da{,: or so, Daddy
came to the house and got his gun. Of course we all
wanted to know what he was going to shoot. He told us
that the horse was down and he knew how much it was
suffering and he’d rather shoot his horse than have it go
through all that misery just to die anyway. The horse was
shot and hauled to the river under a sand bank where
Daddy could easily cover him with sand. Daddy’s stock
were always well cared for and their coats were sleek and
shining. After a rest period of pasture he’d break them in
again gradually to work. They were worked just so long in
one day and no more. That is the only horse that died of
disease that I know of.

Fourth of July stands out in my mind as the only yearly
celebration in Lompoc. It was a real big affair for the
times. In the early days our buggy would have a fresh coat
of paint, the harness would be polished and the horses
curried and combed. We would have new things to wear,
and with a picnic lunch and flags flying we would drive up
to Grandpa’s house which we would make our headquart-
ers. | remember just once standing on the sidewalk on
East Ocean and North E St., to watch the races. |
remember hearing about Monty Huyck and a fellow
named Bell. [ think Monty won the race that year. I faintly
remember picnics at Miguelito Park on other Fourths and
of seeing the sack races, tug of war and the band playing
in a little six or eight sided pergola affair especially made
for bands. There was a wooden deck for dancing but we
were not interested in such grownup affairs and spent our
time sliding down the hill just south of the dance floor.
Eventually the weooden structures were torn down and
replaced with concrete that is there today. Later on Ryon
Park was fixed up with a big grandstand moved from Ocean
Park. The grandstand was at Ocean Park when we camped
there. Races had been held down there and we attended
one Ocean Park celebration.

Different folks about town had concessions at Ryon
Park. One of these was Linc Jacobs. They always had
beautiful things but I was wild to have one of their cupie
dolls all trimmed with ostrich feathers of sundry colors.
When I was around 13 or 14 I entered a foot race and won
75 cents and shot the works for a cupie doll gussied up
in purple feathers.

Rare was the day when beans did not grace the table.
Mama tried very hard to skip the beans, but she couldn’t
stand our accusing eyes, so no matter what type dinner
she prepared, there was always a bowl of small white
beans on the menu. It took a lot of work to get those beans
on the table. As scon as one crop was in the warehouse it
seemed like the plowing had started for the next year.
Then the rains would come and with it the weeds, followed
by the dise, and the plow and the harrow, until it seemed
there was no end of work in sight. We rode on every
implement with Dad except the harrow, but the big treat
was to ride the gang plow. We must have been a sight - six
horses pulling a plow loaded down with kids, a hugh flock
of sea gulls parading behind while the dog had a blast
trying to chase the gulls away.

Somehow all the soil preparation was over, the beans
planted, and Daddy could start on other work. Now he
could repair and overhaul for a little while until the beans
had to be cultivated. When the beans had grown beyond
the size for cultivation by horses and equipment the hoe
appeared in the hands of scheol students. By the end of
August, all crops except beets and beans had been
harvested, and during August the beans were ready to be
cut. In those first years, Daddy cut his beans with a
contraption that looked like a sled. On the bottom of the
sled’s runners were attached long narrow knives that
angled toward each other and to the rear of the sled until
they seemed to almost meet. Several rows were cut at one
time leaving only one row of cut vines. This row was later
segregated into small neat piles just large enough to be
tossed on a wagon with one thrust of the pitchfork. The
beans were then allowed to season and dry and during this
time, or any part of the harvest season, farmers cast a
wary eye at the sky and hoped to high heaven it would not
rain.

The threshing season was a hustling, bustiing time in
the valley. During the summer the thresher had been
overhauled and put into top condition so it was ready to
move onto the first farm with beans dry enough to harvest.
The Beattie Brothers always threshed our beans, though
at one time Herb Beattie, Alex Main and Daddy had a
threshing outfit together and threshed beans and
mustard. There was a lot of gear to a threshing outfit. First
came the wagons. They were lined with rope netting and
as soon as an area was cleared of beans to make a space
for the thresher, engine, stack, sacks and the rest, the
outfit was all set and the threshing began.

On their way to the thresher the wagons filed down the
field between the bean piles that were quickly tossed
aboard. As the Lompoc breeze had to be reckoned with,
the machine was placed with the blower end to the east.
On the north was a feeder wagon, a derrick and pulleys.
By hooking onto the nets in the wagons, a team and driver
at the other end of the rope would pull up the net until the
whole load of beans had automatically dumped into the
feeder wagon, along a conveyor belt into the machine.



Atop the thresher stood Herb Beattie, keeping foreign
matter, rocks, wire, bits of metal from entering the
machine. Any of these could smash the whole operation,
causing shutdowns from hours to days. Usually the sack
sewing was done by Percy Beattie and Alex Main.

As the sacks were filled and sewn they were carried to a
pile and placed in pyramiding tiers. This pile made the
best gallery where every ranch kid planked himself when
he got the chance. We took care to keep out of the horses’
way, machine and men, or we'd get yelled at and
sometimes what was yelled wasn’t fitten for our little ears.

The most important machine was the big engine that
ran the whole operation by means of a huge belt. Keeping
it running was Ray Beattie’s department. The big
cookhouse wagon, complete with dining area where a hard
working man could sit down to his meal, was under the
capable hands of the Beattie Brothers’ sister, Rose
Shanklin. Wagons carried the beans to the nearest
warehouse. One was at La Salle Canyon until the 1940’s.
Another was at Baroda near the salt-water barrier.

After the sacks of beans or mustard were hauled away
there was one item left in the field, the big stack of waste,
and to us kids that was the most important of all. Bean
straw was good for the seil, but not mustard and the only
way to get rid of it was burning. The burning of the stack
brought the whole crop season to a fitting climax, so it
seemed to us kids. On a wind-free autumn evening we
would troop out to the stack with our parents, Dad would
reach into his pocket for a match, strike it on his pants leg,
and with six pair of eyes watching every move, would soon
have a great blaze of fire. Sometimes neighbors dropped
by and as the kids ran and played in the firelight, the
grownups watched them and chatted, the mamas
gossiping about teething babies, bread that wouldn’t rise
or whose house that dumb old bird was hanging around.
Paps discussed sacks to the acre, morning glory, what
they should plant next year, the weather and the price of
beans.

School was a long time starting that spring of 1916, due
to the rains. Finally it did and the old bell clanged out over
the district summoning all eight grades. We formed a line
out front, first grade in front, eighth grade at the end. The
flag was saluted, the teacher rang a small hand bell and
we all filed into the one room school. In the anteroom we
had previously hung up our coats and hats and stowed our
lunch pails - usually a lard bucket. The desks faced the
school front, at the rear was an iron potbellied stove, the
only means of heat. Qur teacher my first year there was
Miss Birdie Coffin. She lived in town and got off the train
every morning where the tracks cross Artesia Ave., and
walked to school. That first day | had a huge bunch of
violets for her.

Our next teacher was Miss Ethel Hjelm (Mrs. William
Bailey) who was fresh out of San Jose State Teachers’
College, a good teacher with a heavy hand! I think we had

Artesia School Girls - Spring of 1920

Front row (seated) left to right: Louise Griffin, Mary Henning
Edna Ruffner, Evelyn Henning, Evelyn Deising, Mary Mendez,
Lois Horn, Evelyn Main.

Back row (standing) Cecelia Plo, Helen Ruffner, Miss Bertha
Seman (teacher), and Rosa Ferrari.
(Ethel Horn took the picture.)

her 3 years because then Miss Seaman (Mrs. Howard
Moore) taught 2 years and by that time I started to 8th
Grade in town,

The school had its own windmill and running water,
with a sink in the anteroom where you could wash your
hands or drink from the little fountain. Beside it was a
roller towel, always pretty grimy.

Students that first day were Ada Sutter, Lois and Lucille
Fratis, Percy and Robert Main, Marvin, Elsie, Anderson
and Ethel Douglass, Boyd and Fred Canfield, Blanche
McCandless, Clarence and Dorothy Hall, Benevieve and
Helen Ruffner, Alfred Beattie and Ethel Horn.

Prior to my time country students had either stayed in
town to go to school, used the train or horse, but in my day
we drove cars! We were the second class to attend Jr.
High School in the old building and the new wing just
south of that ancient structure. I remember | drove our car
one week, alternating the next with Alfred Beattie. When
he drove I sat in front with him, but when [ drove our car,
a Velie, he would always sit in the back just as far away
from me as he could possibly get, with me doing a slow
and beautiful burn. One day we picked up the little
Winans children and let them off at Maple School. While
parked Al's Uncle Ray Beattie came along. Seeing Al in
the back seat he yelled: ‘*‘What the hell you doing back
there boy? Get up in front where you belong, act like a
man!”’ Poor Al obeyed and thereafter rode up front, but if
the door had fallen off Al would have gone with it because
he had that tight a grip on it with both arms and hands. [
believe an elephant could have sat between us in that
narrow car, with ease. There really was nothing wrong
with me except that [ was a girl!



Mr. Hebert was the school janitor, a very elderly man
with a long beard that was snow white. He was kindly and
we all loved him. There was no such thing as a cafeteria in
those days. We took our lunches and sat on the lawn, a
carpet of white daisies in the summer, and during
inclement weather, in our classrooms, that is the girls did.
The boys sat on benches out of the breeze south of the old
gym on good days and never did the two sexes eat
together. There was always a gathering of boys and girls
on the old porch - under that window that rained wainut
shells - for the only wash basin near the school was there
as well as a roller towel and a drinking fountain.

In my day there were several events that we accepted as
eternally a part of the school. You always knew there
would be a Freshman Reception and the Freshman return
parties. The Juniors always put on a play or dance to raise
money for the Junior Prom for the graduating seniors.
There was always a Senior Play and there was always the
Alumni Reception and dancing party in honor of the
graduates. [ remember that the latest graduates, Juniors
of the Alumni Association, put on a yearly collection of
dollars from all Alumni, no matter how long they had been
graduated, to pay for the glorious reception.

Classes were graduated from the old Opera House until
the Gym was built. From then on everything - plays,
dances, Hi-Jinx, graduations and even the flower show,
was held in the gymnasium.

One year our class went to visit the Meat Market. [t was
then operated by Lowry and Kirkpatrick and boasted the
only refrigeration system in town. We were invited into
the area behind the ‘‘butcher shop’’ as every native son
and daughter knew it then, where our teacher and one of
the proprietors traced the maze of pipes that made up the
refrigeration plant. I don’t remember much about those
pipes but I sure remember the dill pickle barrel. I have a
sneaking hunch Lowry and Kirkpatrick lost money on that
barrel of pickles for at least a third of them disappeared
while we were there. There was only half a barrel to begin
with. and in that large barrel it took a little diving to reach
them, but we managed, not once but several times when
we should have been looking at pipes.

An Historical Pageant was to take place in Lompoc
September 10, 1923. It was a school holiday, and
practically every student in high school, as well as a lot of
townspeople, was to be in it. It was to be staged at
Miguelito Park. The fact that there would be a total eclipse
of the sun at high noon the same day would not interfere
with the pageant. That too was a big event for scientists
and photographers alike and one of the important areas on
the west coast to view it was Mt. Tranquillion, above the
fog. Preparations for the pageant had been going on for
months and the final dress rehearsal was over. Then it was
suddenly called off. Well, not called off exactly, there just
wasn’t anyone left to be in it or participate as an audience
because a much larger attraction suddenly presented itself
to our town - the now famous tragedy of the seven

destroyers going on the rocks on the night of September 8,
1923. We were at the Artesia Social Club, at the time a
monthly affair at the school, organized by the new teacher,
Miss Hjelm (Ethel Bailey). It was well attended by old and
young in our district and a few families who resided
outside the district and liked a good time. Babies slept in
the library or on desks that had been shoved against the
wall to make room for dancing. The foxtrot was the rock
and roll of the day and performed with much jiggling with
every step. There were waltzes, quadrilles, la varsu-
viennes and more. Herb Beattie called for the quadrilles.
In earliest days the Virginia Reel was popular. Everyone
danced whether young or old and between dances the kids
took over to slide on the slippery floor. At midnight a
bountiful feast of sandwiches, cakes and coffee was
served. The women of the valley were never stingy with
their food.

It was on the night of the Artesia Social Club dance that
the seven destroyers were wallowing around on the rocks
over at Pt. Arguello. We could hear what sounded to us
like a fog horn, except the sound was longer and
continuous. Actually it was the ship’s whistle, blowing the
distress signal. Many of the men from town went over
there that night. We in the valley had no inkling of the
disaster until the next day. This was the day of no radios
and there was no telephone in the school.

On Monday, then with time on our hands, a group of us
who rode the bus to High School decided to - hike over to
the wrecks. We didn’t think about the eclipse at all nor
had we realized how much of a hike it was to Pedernales
Pt. Therefore it was noon when we arrived there on one of
the coldest, foggiest days imaginable. Strangely the fog
grew darker and darker until we could scarcely see a good
five feet in any direction. (Noon was the total eclipse of the
sun). The point and ships were mere outlines in the fog
and gathering darkness. The foghorn down the coast
would boom out with the total effect of being just about the
spookiest spot on earth! We came to an area where many
people were standing around and a man there told us we
had better sit down and stay put for a while. We tosk his
advise, wondering why it was so dark. There was nothing
for us to do but sit quietly til the eclipse had passed. We
could have easily joined some of the sailors if we'd
stepped over a cliff in the dark.

So we waited, ate our lunch, and by that time it was
light enough to move around. We saw a body removed
from the water’s edge. Being very young teenzgers - the
first glimpse of death in such surroundings was a most
awesome experience. Over at the station were rows and
piles of unpainted wocden boxes for the bodies of those
poor sailors.

Hiking over to Arguello was one thing, but the trip
home was quite another. My feet were blistered and we
were tired and hungry. We were still two or three miles
from home when a member of our families picked us up.
What a relief it was to ride.



Then there was the first bus. It was owned and run by
Clint Winans and started about 1922. He built 2 wooden
contraption on an old Reo truck body. It looked something
like some of the Farm Labor busses one sees about the
country occasionally. It had rows of seats across and each
seat had a door. The windows were very narrow, as were
the doors and the seats were hard as rocks. His route was
down Qcean Avenue to Lynden School. back and across to
Central Avenue on Union Sugar. The next bus he also
made, but it was open and we sat on the sides. A rolled
curtain on each side was dropped during inclement
weather and we got into this advanced form of traveling by
mounting one high step at the rear.

Mr. Winans and his school bus.

Clint was a fine and conscientious man and an excellent
driver. He brooked no monkey business on the bus and
there was none, but he had one habit. He chewed tobacco.
Tobacco chewers either have to spit or swallow. Clint
didn’t swallow! Going to school was fine as we went with
the wind, but on the return trip we drove right into it and
the memory of all who rode that old bus is of getting
sprayed with terbacey juice at one time or another! To my
knowledge no one ever mentioned this in his hearing - we
had been brought up to respect all the adult world, come
what may. So he chewed and never swallowed, entirely
oblivious to the ducking that went on behind him!

[ faintly remember when Miss Williams became the
High School principal. Every child in the valley heard
about Miss Lillian P. Williams. Along with her duties as
principal, she taught Latin and Physical Education.
Today’s young ladies have no acquaintance with Phys Ed
as we knew it. She taught classes in body building that
would stun the miss of today and we loved it. With Miss
Scroggy at the piano we went thru drills with wands,
Indian Clubs, and all that went with it such as knee bends,
deep breathing and a lot 1 can't recall. You can bet there
wasn'’t a flabby girl in the school with Miss Williams at the
helm.

After she left, at the end of the school term, 1921-22, we
had a new P.E. teacher, and we felt a deep personal loss

for the classes were never the same. There was no music
and no more drills. I remember that on severa! occasions
of celebration in Lompoc Miss Williams put her Gym girls
through their paces for the benefit of the town folk. We
wore white blouses we called middies and navy blue
bloomers. The more yardage this apparel contained, the
more chic. Sometimes the waist elastic broke and all the
lovely sateen then fell in folds around the feet, held at the
knees by the elastic there. On our legs we wore black
cotton hose and our feet were in white or black tennis
shoes, mostly high tops, although a few wore the low cut
type. Of course when an elastic broke the girl would suffer
untold misery and embarrassment even though she wore
white bloomers beneath the gym pants and was possibly
still more covered than her granddaughter is today.

Our Freshman year was the year that winter covered the
higher hills southwest of Lompoc with snow. The year
would have been January of 1923. Snow in Lompoc is still
mighty rare, but in those days folks didn't motor about the
state ‘‘to the snow’’ for skiing and such. I daresay that
those who had ever seen snow close up were greatly in the
minority. So every able-bodied upper classman of the male
variety took off for the snow. The rest of the school went
about its business as usual awaiting their return and the
punishment they were sure to receive.

Miss Williams was a handsome, extremely intelligent
and stern woman. Both she and Miss Bowen, our English
teacher, wore no makeup. Their clothes were never frilly.
They demanded respect and no monkey business in
school.

The Lompoc sons were gone most of the day. It was no
easy hike up to that snow, but they had been in snow and
snow had fallen on them and whatever punishment they
had coming was well worth it to them. ‘‘Forty hours of
makeup time’’ said Miss Williams. So every day after
school for forty hours, the culprits sat under the eagle but
kindly eye of Miss Bowen in the English room.

My own personal contact with Miss Williams was short
and to the point. Sandwiched between the rooms up and
down stairs were long narrow coat and lunch closets with a
window at the end. One day during the noon recess a few
of the girls were in the girls room upstairs, chatting,
waiting for the bell and eating walnuts, and [ casually
tossed the shells out of the window. A few seconds later
the door flew open and there stood Miss Williams. She
was breathing fire and the look in her eye would have
singed the feathers off a chicken at fifty paces. ““Who
Threw Those Shells Out That Window?’’ she glared. We
were all too stunned to really think, but I suddenly
remembered it must have been me so [ said, ‘I did.”” She
pointed her finger at me and said “*Will you please go
down and pick them up? We have receptacles for such as
that!”’ [ did. Later we learned the shells had landed on her
head. To this day I do not throw anything out any window,
upstairs or down - there is a receptacle someplace and [
look for it.



Among the Artesia people I think the Herb Beatties
were our closest friends. Mrs. Beattie drove their car and
sometimes Mama would call her in an emergency or they
would go someplace together. Minnie, Jimmy and John
were born after we became their neighbors. One time we
all went up Leege Canyon for a picnic where Daddy and
Herb barbecued chicken. This was the first time we'd ever
had that meat barbecued. There were no houses up in
there then. We had to go through a gate and cross a dry
creek bed.

Just before school started each fall we and the Beatties
would make a day of it and clean up the school. All the kids
would go, though I don’t imagine we were of much help.

When [ was about 12, Mama and Daddy decided I could
no longer go to the river, just the boys could go. [ didn’t
like that a bit. Mrs. Beattie recently told me she didn’t let
her kids go because she was afraid of the river. I could go
with a group or grownups but not like it was when just we
kids went. Too many farm workers around, Mama said. 1
think we all loved the old river and had lots of good times
there. It makes me sick to see it so darned dried up most of
the time.

The Grossi’s lived across from the Beatties, and
Americo, Janie and Ida went to Artesia School. The
Ferrari’s moved into a new home where the Japanese had
been and Genio and Rosa went to school. They later
moved to the Zvolanek place on Floradale.

Sometime in 1921-22 we moved to the Rhodes place on
DeWolfe Avenue. At that time Mrs. Hilburn owned the
place but formerly it had been the home of Allen Rhodes’
parents. Daddy leased the Packard Ranch to raise beets,
but the house over there didn’t suit him so we moved into
the Rhodes house. We were there when Delbert was born.
There had been no babies since Hardy in 1917.

While there we all came down with the flu. Daddy had it
too, but someone had to care for us, so he stayed up and
waited on us all. No food tasted good but Mrs. Hilburn
sent us a big pot of chicken soup and that we could eat. I
have never forgotten that kettle of soup and when any of
my family is ill [ brew up a kettle of it for them.

Delbert was born August 1922, and for the first time
Mama went to a nursing home. Mama always said “‘I'm
lonesome when there is no baby in the house.’’ Delbert
had it made, we all played with him like he was a doll.
That is until the next one came along, or Mama got
lonesome again!

We had no phone at the Rhodes place so we did our
phoning from Allen Rhodes’ across the road. That had
been the Ruffner place for years. Stan and Lil lived there
until about 1919, then sold the ranch to Suddens, moved to
town and went into the automobile business. Allen
managed the ranch for Suddens many years.

We camped a lot at Happy Valley (above the Old
Landing), several families together. We had lots of fun
and one day some of the younger ones and | were on a big
white sand dune up above the rocks and saw a ship pass by
so close we could see the people on deck. Daddy said later
it was a rum runner for that was during the days of
Prohibition. Camping at the old landing wasn’t as nice, as
it was dirtier there. We knew every rock on that coast and
where the petrified whale was. There was an old Chinese
at the Old Landing. He dried seaweed for a living. We
were not used to Chinese people so we skirted his cabin
cagily, though he never bothered us nor even talked to us
for that matter. To get out to the rocks we needed a bridge
at Renwick Crossing so this was built by the families who
went to the rocks with us, the Canfields, Beatties, Mains,
Summers and Horns. We had a regular bridge raising, the
kids played, the fathers worked, the mothers chatted and
watched over us all, then put out a big picnic lunch. Those
picnics were wonderful, the food delicious and plentiful.
Mama used to bake a big milk pan of beans and Mrs.
Beattie always brought the favorite cake, applesauce.

[ don’t remember how long we lived at the Rhodes
place, nor when we moved from there. Must have been
1924, though, because Lil (Virginia) was born in
September of that year and I stayed home to take care of
Delbert, dressed him all up in a cute little outfit and took
him to see Mama and the new baby at Mrs. Sperber’s
Maternity Home. We moved to the Renwick place, the
best yet. It had a bathroom, complete with bathtub, wash
basin and toilet that had a box high up for water and a pull
chain. There was a sink in the kitchen, cabinets and a
drainboard. We used the parlor for a bedroom since the
dining room had a fireplace so was used as a dining-sitting
room. We had the same old wood stove and right
alongside it was the rocking chair. We had visited there
while the Renwicks lived there but they sold it to the Union
Sugar Co. years before we moved in. All the orchard had
been removed except a crab-apple tree. The fine cypress
hedge had grown out of bounds as had the hedge next to
the road. But here we had all the water we could use and
Mama was in her glory growing flowers. Her garden was
fenced in to keep the chickens and stray animals out. She
had a wash tub sunk in the ground for a little pool where
she had water plants and around it centurea and
coreopsis. Out under the tank she planted Cosmos and she
planted a grape vine to climb the tank scaffolding. She had
always wanted a wisteria so she planted one by the front
porch. Along the driveway she put a long row of shasta
daisies. Mama had always gardened but not since we left
town had she ever had good soil and plenty of water.
There was a big vegetable garden and Dad planted fruit
trees. North of the windmill when we first moved to
Renwick was an old grainery shed. It had two fairly large
rooms. We had parties there until Union Sugar moved it
over near the river to house Mexican laborers. I remember
some of them grew some marijuana there and were hauled
to the city bastille. Every place we lived had a smoke
house. On the Bennett place Daddy made hams and bacon
and smoked steelhead. At the Renwick place he smoked



only steelhead until too many of his friends brought theirs
to be smoked. He was afraid he would get the blame for
having too many fish on his place and quit using the
smoke house entirely. There was also the washhouse and
we still had to heat water for washing on an open fire in
the old wash boiler.

In those days it was a sin to go to the movies on a
Sunday and to play cards any time. Mama wasn't like that
but she was darned carefu] that if we had playing cards on
the place none of our aunts or uncles saw them. Time
relaxed all those taboos, fortunately.

The theater was called the Opera House and was on the
northwest corner of Cypress and H. [ don't ever remember
of going to a movie until Bob and I used to ride up town
with the Ferrari family. After I learned to drive, then
Mama and we kids would go. Mama never drove the car,
said it made her too nervous. When we got that first
Maxwell Mama bought a motoring cap complete with visor
and veil as that was the proper head gear for a ritzy
touring car. The veil was sheer material that could be
wrapped around the neck or face or just be allowed to
flutter in the breeze.

Nicki (Nadine) was born in 1926 when I was eighteen. In
fact I graduated from High School when she was not two
months old. I went from high school to the hospital to see
the new baby and Mama. This was Mrs. Sperber’s and old
Doc Heiges was the doctor.

Before graduation from high school in 1926 | put my
application in for a job at the then Security First National
Bank. But for immediate work Luella Moody told me she
had been working for Helen McGee Lightfoot. Lyman, her
husband, worked as garage foreman at what was then
known as the Celite Company. As Luella was quitting, she
took me to see Mrs. Lightfoot, who was just home from the
hospital with a2 new baby boy, and [ was hired. That year
the Lightfoots were building their house on I Street, the
same house that Elsa and Jasper Wygal own today.

Just as my job with the Lightfoots was finished 1 heard
from the bank and started there on my 19th birthday,
August 19, 1926. Virginia Perozzi (later Mrs. Bud
Douglass) who worked at the Bank of America, and I took
a small one room apartment plus kitchen. Qur stove was a
3 burner oil job because there was no gas in Lompoc then.
In the bank | was the statement clerk, Esther Scolari was
ledger clerk, Eva Jacobs secretary and teller, Arkley
Westrope teller, Louis Huseman, assistant manager and
teller and Mr. Giesler was manager.

Times for all farmers all over the country were pretty
rugged during the late twenties, and even in the middle.
Their depression started a long time before the big
financial bust that hit the country in 1929. Daddy suffered
right along with the rest of them and dry years didn’t help
at all. For my graduation dress daddy wrote a check for
$10.00 which overdrew his account $2.46. Later when I

worked at the bank one of the first things Louise Husernan
did was to suggest that I pay the overdraft. I did. Just a
few years before, Daddy had between 50 and 75,000
dollars in the same bank. That would buy today three
times the amount of those times (today was 1959). Every
cent of it went back into farming and the way we lived |
guess no one but the bank ever knew how much Daddy
had there. But that was the way of life on the farm way
back then.

As [ found it extremely difficult to live on my ‘‘huge”
salary of $60.00 a month and as Virginia wanted to give up
the apartment to take a cheaper room at Mrs. Rose
Shanklin’s, [ was forced to move back home and commute
to work every day in the Model-T.

Ethel (Horn) Smith
On the rocks during the twenties.
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