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Clark Emmons was born in 1919 and grew 
up on the south side of Lompoc, almost at 

the entrance of Miguelito Canyon. He 
shared a room with his older brother in his 

family's comfortable old house; electricity 
arrived in 1926. Clark loved living on the 
edge of town. 

"I could roam around in the hills, wander 
along the creek, just go out and do things," 

he says. 

Getting out and about was important to 

Clark. As a child, his favorite toy was his 
bicycle, and he always dreamed of 

becoming a cowboy and a rancher 
someday. At sixteen, he got his first horse, 
a little quarter mare named Peggy. That 

was a great day for Clark. 
Clark's best friend in high school was 

Lincoln Reed, who had a ranch in 
Miguelito Canyon. They went to school 

together and both played on the high 
school basketball team. School in those 
days was small, and it was a place of fun 

and friends. Clark has especially fond 
memories of his favorite teacher, Mr. 

Hapgood. 
"He was an old-time teacher who taught at 

the country school, then middle school. He 
could straighten you out in a hurry if you 
did something wrong, but he was somehow 

gentle, too." 
Clark's parents had originally settled in a 

little town called Bicknell, near Orcutt. "It 
isn't even there anymore," he says. 

His father, who died when Clark was only 
two, was a teamster for the oil company. 
"I lost my father at an early age," he tells 

us, "so I give a lot of credit to my mother. 
My brother and I wanted to quit high 

school and help out, but she made us 
graduate. She placed a lot of value on 

getting an education. I don't think I would 
have stayed in school if she hadn't pushed 
me." 

We asked Clark what life was like during 
the Depression. "Everybody was very poor," 

he replied, "and so everybody worked, even 
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young people. Kids had to help their folks 
make a living. No one had a lot of money, 

but we all stuck together. "Even during 
those hard times, Christmas was a great 

family affair. "All the neighbors would get 
together, too. It was a very special, happy 
time." 

Clark's nickname as early as fifth or sixth 
grade was Snuffy, drawn from a character 

in the Katzenjammer Kids comic strip. 
"Snuffy was sort of a mountain man," 

explains Clark, "and so was I. I was 
always in the hills. I loved to hike and 
hunt -- deer and quail, mostly. I was so 

lucky to grow up in such a great place." 
Someone wondered if he ever saw any 

mountain lions. "I've been in the hills all 
my life," he replies, "but until they put 

the moratorium in place, I had only seen 
two mountain lions. In 1993, I saw five on 
the ranch in one year!" 

Camping and fishing have always been 
important pastimes to Clark. One time in 

1956, he went camping with Walt Spanne 
at the Hollister Ranch. They waited until 

the tide went down, set forth in a little 12 
foot fishing boat, and rounded the point 
at Drake. From the boat, they watched as 

a train went by, which shot off some 
sparks and started a fire. 

"We were terribly upset and wanted to 
help," he says. "We came in through the 

breakers and capsized the boat! 
Fortunately, by this time, Frank Pacheco 
(the ranch foreman), and several others 

had arrived at the scene. The fire was put 
out, but we lost all our fishing gear." 

We asked Clark to reflect on how this area 
has changed. "Well, to start with," he says, 

"the Las Cruces store is gone, and there's 
a freeway here. The Loustalots used to run 
a store by the entrance to the canyon. I 

remember one time I got a ride from a 
truck driver to the store. Then Frances 

Matis and Bob Scuyler picked me up at the 
store and gave me a ride to the ranch in a 

wagon. Finally, they took me to town in 
their car. And another time -- January 12, 

1949, to be exact -- we had the biggest 

snowstorm ever. They closed the Nojoqui 
grade, and Mrs. Loustalot sold out 

everything in the store, even the candy." 
"Near the old adobe, there was a 
restaurant, and a bar. Jake Stine ran that 

place. It was just a small place, you could 
get some groceries and visit with folks." 

"There have been a good many changes I 
don't like," he continues, "but we have to 

put up with it and go along with it. The 
world is changing in every respect." 
During World War II, Camp Cooke was 

developed (where Vandenberg now is), and 
there was a lot of military activity on the 

coast and inland. Clark joined the army 
and was stationed for a time at Camp 

Edwards in Massachusetts. There, on 
June 14, 1943, he married Dorothy 



 

Cooper, herself a native of Lompoc. The 
two returned to Lompoc to make their 

home.Clark has been a rancher all his 
working life. As a young man, right after 

high school, he went to work on the 
Sutter Ranch in Jalama. Later, he was 
hired at Jesus-Maria Ranch, now a part of 

Vandenberg. And for forty years, he has 
been at Rancho La Viña on Santa Rosa 

Road, on the south side of the river. 
"I've worked with the Poetts and 

Dibblees," he says, "the Pedottis, the 
Isaacsons ... all good people, good people." 
"And I've made several trips to Fort 

Bidwell, in the northeast corner of the 
state, working cattle with Kim Perkins." 

Clark has fond memories of the old cattle 
round-ups. "We used to drive the cattle 

right down the county road," he says, "for 
eight or ten miles, and there'd be no 
traffic." 

Clark remembers seeing Yvonne and 
Virginia Dibblee helping with the 

branding. "That was the first time I ever 
saw girls helping out at a round-up," he 

tells us. "It was unusual for those times." 
Once, at the Jalama Ranch, Clark had an 
opportunity to meet Will Rogers, who was 

well known for his rope spinning and dry 
humor. "He was a great man," says Clark, 

"a great humorist, as nice in person as 
you'd expect." 

For recreation, there were country 
western dances; quite a few were held at 
the old schoolhouse at San Julian Ranch. 

Another favorite hang-out for cowboys 
was the Yellow Jacket in Buellton. 

"Over the years," Clark tells us, "I've met 
great people and made a lot of friends. I've 

had 54 years of marriage to the same 
lady. I've had the privilege of being an 
honorary vaquero in 1994 at the Santa 

Barbara Fiesta. I used to watch westerns 
and dream of being a cowboy, and I've 

lived the life I wanted." 
We ask Clark if he has any advice for 

young people today. He doesn't hesitate: 

"Respect your elders. Obey the law even 
though it may sometimes seem against 

you. And above all, keep a good, open 
mind." 

Clark Emmons passed away 
March 15, 2011. 
 
He cowboyed for numerous ranches all 
around the county including Rancho Jesus 

Maria. Drafted into the Army in 1942 he 
attended radar school in Massachusetts 

and Dorothy traveled there alone by train 
to marry him. Clark served in Saipan, 

Tinean and the Marshall Islands, returning 
to Lompoc in November 1945. For many 
years, he worked for William Cooper at 

Rancho La Vina  and lived on the ranch. 
 

He was an honorary Vaquero in the 1994 
Santa Barbara  
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the Santa Ynez Historical Society He was a 
active member of the Santa Barbara County 

Cattlemens association having served two 
terms on the board of directors. 
He wrote and published a book of poems, 

“Our Seasons. Poems of the Land and its 
Peoples.” (The historical society does not 

have a copy and would love to have someone 
donate one.) Clark also wrote “West of 

Highway 101: The Story of Clark Emmons.” 

 

From the Santa Ynez Valley News November 

14, 2007 
 

Dorothy traveled to Massachusetts to 
marry Clark who was set to go to Europe. 

But shortly he was transferred west. 
Dorothy was spending the day at Surf Beach 
when she spotted a troop train going north 

to San Francisco. Realizing that the boys 
were probably headed out, she stood and 

waved as they went by. What Dorothy didn’t 
know was that Clark was on that very train. 

 
Dorothy passed away in 2018 
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Old flour mill at South J and Locust,                      
site of Carillo adobe 

First La Purisima Misson, end of south F street. 

 The flag pole at  H and Ocean 1920's 

CCC camp at La Purisima Mission  

Obit continued from Page 3 



 

Remember 

I’m talking about hide and seek at dusk, 
sitting on the porch, Simon says, kick the 

can, red light-greenlight, chocolate milk, 
going home for lunch, penny candy from the 
store, hopscotch, butterscotch, skates with 

keys, jacks, mother May I ? Hula hoops and 
sunflower seeds, whist and old maid and 

crazy eights, wax lips and mustaches, Mary 
Janes, saddle shoes, Coke bottles with 

names of cities on the bottom, running 
through the sprinkler, sitting on the curb, 
staring at clouds, circle pins, Bobbi pins, 

Mickey Mouse club, crusader rabbit, Rocky 
and Bullwinkle, Kukla, Fran and Ollie, 

Spi  and Marty – all in black and white. 

 
When around the corner seemed far away, 

and going downtown seemed like going 
somewhere. Bedtime, climbing trees, making 

forts, a coaster made from orange crates and 
an old skate, backyard shows, lemonade 
stands, cops and robbers, cowboys and 

Indians, jumping down the steps, jumping 
on the bed, pillow fights, ribbon candy, 

paper chains at Christmas, silhouettes of 
Lincoln and Washington, the smell of paste, 

the stroll, lunchboxes with a thermos, when 

it took five minutes for the TV to warm up, 
when a quarter was a decent allowance, and 

another quarter a huge bonus, when you’d 
reach into a muddy gutter for a penny. 
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Valley Drive-in and Miniature Golf Course, 1960's 

 



 

Planning for the Labor 

Day reunion events 

have been going on for 

months. The Friday 

night dinner honoring 

the 50 year class of 

1974 and all 

graduates of Lompoc 

High will take place at the Veterans 

Memorial Building. See the attached form  

for reservations. Open House is August 31 

from 10 to 1pm. Wonderful old quilt exhibit. 

Sunday, September 1st is the great chicken 

BBQ at Ryon Park starting at 11:30am. Just 

show up. Only $15! Take away is also 

available.  

After a trip to see the Pt. Conception 

lighthouse, many board members realized 

the dilapidated condition of the structure. 

Therefore, the Historical Society is just 

beginning a process to see if it can be saved, 

which according to the law, repairs have to 

be done. Vandenberg Space Force Base 

currently controls that property. 

Cynthia Carbone Ward attended that last 

trip and wrote: “It seemed to me a 

magnificent ruin, the winding staircase 

within leading to a circular space filled with 

daylight, its walls streaked with rust stains, 

a portion of the ceiling studded with prisms. 

Elsewhere the walls were rosewood panels, 

and we could see where vats of oil had once 

been stored—a progression from whale oil, 

lard, and kerosene. The exterior of the 

building, ravaged by wind and weather and 

the passage of time, evoked the palette of 

ancient Pompeii. 

We entered the keeper’s house as well, 

tentatively stepping on shaky floorboards. It 

was in a startling state of neglect and 

disrepair, plaster falling from peeling walls, 

precarious wooden stairs. But among our 

small group was the man (Larry Desy) who 

had lived there for a year as keeper in 1972. 

It was special to wander through with him 

and his wife and listen to their 

reminiscences. Oh, it was a desolate place! 

But they were young, and they would look 

out the window and watch the whales 

migrating, and that made up for a lot of 

inconvenience. 

Point Conception, the storied coast, remains 

one of the last wild places of California, and 

it was in its full glory that day…the dance of 

fog and sunshine, the roar of the ocean, the 

sky and the land in all directions, 

heartbreaking in its beauty. I felt wonder, 

love, and gratitude. My soul shone back 

through those white wings to be me again, 

and I embraced my joy” 

With smiles, 

Karen Paaske 
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by Karen Paaske 

Reference Room 
Ramblings 

  

South H street, from the Cross, circa 1940 
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May, June & July 2024 

Memorials & Membership 

Welcome New Members 

Harvey Green 

Wendy Teeter 

M. H. ‘Toma’ Agee 

 

Total Number of Members: 358 

 

Memorials for 

John D. Sawyer 

 

Lucy McCabe 
 

Jim Feeley 
 

Jack Landis 
 

Beverly Preece (Life member) 

 
 

Member that have Passed Away 

Louis Dalcerri (Life Member) 
9/2/1929 – 7/7/2024 

 

Please send in your change of 

address. We are charged $1.69 for 
each Legacy returned to us. 

Railroad Bridge at Ocean park, 1969 flood damage 

Missile at the entrance to town  



 

Lompoc Valley 

Historical Society  

P .O. Box 88 

Lompoc CA 93438 

Up an d Co min g Event s. . .  

Executive Board 

Ken Ostini - President                                   

Ardeane Machado Eckert  - 1st Vice President   

Dr. Blake Jamison  - 2nd Vice President                    

Linda Warren - Secretary                            

Lynn Romine  - Corresponding Secretary 

Directors                                                      , 

Dan Dutra, Jesse Jones, Karen Paaske, Don 

Fletcher, Sherrie Chavez, Debbie Schuyler 

Manfrina, Larry Huyck, Steve Junak, Karen 

Osland, Julie Moore, Ed Brooks, Susan 

Warnstrom and Alvin Cabral 

  

Treasurer is Jeannette Miller Wynne   

 

• Aug 30 BBQ dinner @ Veteran’s Memorial 

Building 6pm 

• Aug 31 Open House 10am to 1pm 

• Sept 1 Chicken BBQ Picnic @ Ryon Park 

11:30am 

• Sept 28 Open House 10am to 1pm 

• Oct 26 Open House 10am to 1pm 

• Nov 23 Open House 10am to 1pm 

 

 

 

Group Tours please contact 

lompochistory@gmail.com 

Non Profit Organization 

U.S. POSTAGE PAID 
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Lompoc, CA 93436 

 

COME JOIN US FOR                                      

PIONEER REUNION 

LABOR DAY WEEKEND 

AUG 31ST - SEPT 2ND  




