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   “ S H O W  A N D  T E LL”

or avocados.  Perhaps you have 
your name badge from when you 
worked at Disneyland on open-
ing day.   What  about  great-
grandfather’s branding iron, 
or a tourist tchotchke with a 
picture of the Old Courthouse 
on it?  Or maybe you just have an 
outstanding photo of early Or-
ange County that few have seen 
before. 

Whatever vintage Orange 
County curio you may have 
tucked away, now’s your 

It’s time once again to rum-
mage through your garage 
or attic for a choice artifact 

or bit of memorabilia that helps 
tell us something about Orange 
County’s past.  The Orange 
County Historical Society’s 
popular annual “Show & Tell” 
program will be held December 
13, 7:30 p.m., at Trinity Episco-
pal Church, 2400 N. Canal St., 
in Orange.

Maybe you have a tool that 
was used in picking oranges 
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chance to trot it out, show it off, 
and tell us something about it.

There will be a sign-up sheet when 
you arrive at the meeting. People 
will be called up in order of their 
position on the list.  If we run 
out of time, we’ll save the list for 
another meeting, so you’ll still get 
your chance to share your “piece 
of history” and a bit of the story 
behind it.

We look forward to whatever sur-
prises you may have in store for us!

  December 13,  2012

7:30 p.m.

Trinity Episcopal Church 
 2400 N. Canal Street

City of Orange

Program

“Show & Tell”    

          What  wi l l  YOU br ing  for “Show & Te l l”? 
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          Sharing continued on page 3  

OCHS Programs
  Dec. 13th – Show & Tell 
  Jan.10th – Nixon’s 100th Birthday 
  Feb. 14th – A Special Valentine’s Day Program 
  Mar. 14th – Rock, Folk & Popular Music in O.C.
 – Jim Washburn
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To inspire you to participate in 
this year’s “Show and Tell”,  the 
following are stories shared by 
OCHS members at a similar De-
cember program in 1996:

Earl Nichols began the program 
by telling of Moses Merriman 
who took care of the orchard of 
Judge Donald Wright in Placen-
tia.

One Christmas Eve Moses called 
me and my friends Bruce Mor-
ris and Van Tracker to the ranch 
to smudge. It [the temperature ]
was now at 32° and they would 
light smudge pots at 28°. Damage 
starts for citrus at 27°.  The boys 
got one dollar per hour to wait 
for the temperature to drop, three 
dollars per hour for firing the pots 
until morning.

This all happened on Christmas 
Eve in 1954. Moses called them 
at 8 PM. They started firing at 
midnight. Usually smudging 
would be from 3 to 6 AM. That 
night it was midnight to 8 AM. It 
was so cold and for so long that 
night that the pots begin to run 
out of oil. 

When the pots run out of oil, you 
start going through the orchard 
with a tractor, oil tank wagon 
and 5 gallon buckets refilling the 
smudge pots. In a cover crop of 
dew covered weeds, it’s soggy, 
cold and dirty work. It was a long 

night but we made it. Present day 
weather broadcasters say that the 
coldest ever recorded in Orange 
County is around 23° or 24°. Mo-
ses had thermometers that marked 
the lowest temperature, as all citrus 
people did. There was one spot that 
night that reached 17°. That was 
my most remarkable Christmas.

Shared by Margaret 
Sauers

Each Christmas 
my father took me 
and my brother into 
the woods to chop 
down the Christmas 
tree. One year my father suffered a 
stroke and wasn’t able to go. In the 
depression years a tree cost 25¢. 
My brother and I did lots of odd 
jobs, sold things, but could only 
scrape up 20¢. Traditionally our 
family put up a tree on Christmas 

Smudge pots    photo from Doris Walker
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Eve. The Christmas tree lot closed at 10:30 PM.  My 
brother and I went to see the lot late in hopes of getting 
a tree for 20¢. If the trees did not sell they were burned. 
The lot manager had compassion for us and gave us a 
lovely tree for free!

Memories of Helms Bakery 
by Richard Vining

I had a Santa Ana Register paper 
route in Costa Mesa. The route 
included the area surrounded 
by Fairview, Victoria College 
and Wilson streets. Weekdays I 
arranged my paper delivery so I 
could meet the Helms deliveryman in Superior Trailer 
Park on Wilson street. It was easier to hear the familiar 
whistle in an area where he had so many stops.

At the time Helms trucks were light yellow Chevrolet 
[panel] trucks with the blue awning over the rear door. 
The baked goods were in long wooden drawers that 
were pulled out from the rear.  My favorite  was the 
15¢ creampuff.  If the creampuffs had all been sold out, 
raspberry-filled and glazed-sugarcoated donuts were 
great second choices.  Besides the famous whistle, 
Helms also used the cardboard placard that customers 
would place in their window to notify the driver to stop. 
I always remembered the ship’s wheel emblem with 
a large “H” in the center. Many products and services 
used cardboard placards to notify drivers to stop. 

Orange Countiana VIII 
Has Arrived!

As detailed in last 
month’s Courier, 
the latest edition of 
OCHS’s annual journal is now available. 
If you didn’t pick up your copy in November, 
please do so at the  December meeting.  If not, you 
will receive one in the mail as part of your mem-
bership. Mailing cost for the society is $2.50 for 
each journal, so pickup is appreciated.  Additional 
copies are available at $20 each.  

Courier Newsletter Articles Welcomed

The OCHS is open to receiving some good local 
history stories. Whether you have lived in Orange 
County a long time or not you may have a story to 
write. It could be a story with a personal touch or a 
topic you have researched.

If you have an Orange County story, write it and 
send it to OCHS at newsletter@orangecountyhis-
tory.org  or any member of the Board of Directors 
that you know and we will consider it. The articles 
can be up to two pages double-spaced and about 
any aspect of the county’s history, cities, towns 
or people. The subject should be written for our 
general audience. Footnotes and bibliographies are 
welcome, but recollections are welcome as well. 
Any pictures you want to submit will be scanned 
and returned to you.  If you have questions you 
may call Betsy Vigus, 714 525 4879.Helms truck on exhibit                                 Flickr Photo          

Sharing continued from page 2
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had the dream  a thousand other nine and ten year old 
boys had in those days.  There was nothing bigger, 
noisier or more powerful than the locomotive, but of 
course, boys didn’t get to ride in those behemoths.

“Hey, Sonny, would you like to ride in the cab 
with me?” The engineer’s voice boomed from the	
cab. Would I like to ride with him? Was there sun-
shine in California?  Was there a cow in Texas? 

“Just a minute,” I hollered  back. “I’ve got to ask 
my dad.”

“You’d better hurry, I won’t be here long,” he said. 
I wondered where my dad was. Would he be in the 
mill or out of the yard? The first place I ran was his 
desk, and, luckily for me, he was there. Almost out 
of breath, I hurriedly told him what the engineer had 
said. He said it was okay, but to be careful.

So I climbed on board the steam engine and began 
a relationship that would continue for twenty years. 
Harry told me to sit down behind him, and I did.  I 
didn’t dare breathe.  All those gadgets and levers and 
handles and that red-hot firebox. Why, there was 
enough stuff for a little boy to ask questions about 
for a month of Sundays.

OCHS is pleased to rerun this story 
from its “Series of Early Experienc-
es in Orange County.” It was pub-
lished in the September 1996 issue 
of the “County Courier.” Mr. Cur-
ran was a member for many years, 
residing in Fremont, California.

HARRY AND THE 
TRAIN AT THE END 
OF AN ERA
by Dwight Curran

There was a time in our lives when 
all of us were enchanted with 
railroads and those mightily wheez-
ing, chugging, whining, whistling, 
clanging, steam locomotives.  It was 
a different, simpler time. There were no freeways and 
no jet planes. Aviation was in its infancy, and if you 
desired to go anywhere, you got on the train or rode 
a bus.

In this simpler time in the 1940s, my dad had a 
lumberyard in Santa Ana that sat between Fourth 
and Sixth Streets. This lumberyard had been there 
for perhaps 50 years at that time.  One block East of 
us were both the Santa Fe and the Southern Pacific 
depots.  SP had its so-called roundhouse (it was no 
more than a spur big enough to hold an engine) on 
Sixth Street at the end of our yard.  The railroad spur 
that bisected our yard went across the street to Barr 
Lumber Company, our competitor.

In May of 1947, this location suddenly became 
magical for me. On that picture postcard perfect May 
morning, Harry Hine, an engineer for SP, had stopped 
his locomotive in the middle of Fourth Street.  The 
brakemen were in Barr’s yard, uncoupling the cars.  I 
stood about 100 feet away from the locomotive star-
ing up at the engineer, while he stared back at me.

 All I could think of was, “I wish he would ask me to 
ride with him.”  I was perhaps nine years old and I Harry and the Train continued on page 5

SP #4449 is probably one of the last surviving Southern Pacific steam locomotives. It is a 
streamlined locomotive with a 4-8-4 wheel arrangement  Built in May 1941, #4449 oper-
ated in regular service in California until 1957. 
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out.  I explained to him what it happened. But I 
didn’t care — I got my train ride. 

I rode with Harry for about two or three years until 
he bid on another job. From then I would ride with 
the brakemen and conductors in the caboose, who 
all knew me by this time. They were people like 
Albert Jehl, Gene Shavers, Glen Wilkins and Charlie 
Byers. I think they are all dead now, but they gave 
many happy memories to an asthmatic little boy who 
couldn’t do anything else.

And Harry?  Well, we stayed in contact through 
the years. His wife always sent me a card for my 
birthday. A couple of times  I drove to his home in 
Glendale to visit him, the last time in 1960.  But the 
unanswered question was why he liked me so much.  
He died in 1963, and I wouldn’t learn the answer un-
til a few years later.  His wife was dying in a hospital 
in Los Angeles.  I visited for the last time.

I asked her, “Why did Harry like  me so much?”
I will never forget what she told me.

“You know, Dwight, he  had two daughters. But 
Harry never had a son. You are the son he never had. 
The funny part was he could never understand why 
you liked him so much.” 

I knew the answer to that. I was the only kid within 
a thousand miles that rode next to the engineer. 
I could blow the whistle, ring the bell, put water 
in the firebox to keep it cool, and when the huge 
engine was in the roundhouse, Shorty Palmer let me 
play with the airbrake and the reversing lever.

I was there in Santa Ana when SP got its first diesel 
about 1950.  No. 1004, No.1005 and No.1002 came 
to Santa Ana, and I rode them, too. But the romance 
had gone out of railroading.  For you see, I was a 
10-year-old kid who caught the train at the end of 
the era.

Harry and the Train continued from page 4

Harry and his firemen wore those blue-bibbed over-
alls and gloves that seem to come up to their el-
bows. And, of course, he had on that engineer’s cap.  
Everyone it seemed, wore one in those days, and 
that mighty steam locomotive wouldn’t operate un-
less you were wearing one.  Later on, he would give 
me one of those caps. He also gave me two badges 
to sew on: one said “locomotive firemen,” and the 
other one was for “freight brakemen.”

It took about ten minutes for us to complete our 
switching, and Harry tied up at the roundhouse. He 
introduced me to the roundhouse foreman, Shorty 
Palmer.  Shorty wasn’t much bigger than his name, 
but he seemed old, as if he had been working for the  
SP for fifty years. He was as nice as he could be to me.

I would later find out that Harry, who was about 
57 at that time, brought the “local” down from Los 
Angeles every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. So, 
I got to ride year-round on Saturdays and, during the 
summer, I got to ride on Tuesdays and Thursdays as 
well.

As you can well imagine, I never missed going to 
the lumberyard with my dad on Saturday. That was 
my special day. One Saturday morning, we were on 
our way to the yard in my dad’s car when the car was 
hit broadside in the middle of an intersection. We 
were in a 1941 Ford, and the car rolled over on its 
side. Someone in the neighborhood called the police, 
and they were there within minutes. Dad and I were 
trapped inside and I was crying up a storm. Well they 
got the car righted and got me out, still sobbing. 

“Are you hurt?” The policeman asked me.
“No,” I replied.
“What are you crying about, then?” He asked.

     “Can’t you hear that train whistle blowing?” I 
asked him.  “I’m going to miss my train ride.” 
So he got me in the police car and drove me about a 
mile over to the train. Of course the tears had long 
since stopped.  But there was no one more surprised 
than Harry when the police car pulled up and I got 
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