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President’s Message —
Volunteering - A Fulfillment
From our local concerts in the park to the presidential
election, it is the volunteers who make things happen.
Be it your neighborhood or national event, take a
good look at how many organizations rely on volunteers.
Here at the Costa Mesa Historical Society, there isn't
a volunteer I know that doesn't have a sense of
fulfillment by helping. That is why a person volunteers
in the first place. In view of this, I can't get it out of my
head that there must be other people in our community who have some spare time and would like to do
something useful with it, but something holds them
back. For some, it
might be a fear of
commitment
while others feel
they lack the skills.
Let me make this as
clear as possible.
The basic requirement is your willingness to help.
Once you get past that point, then it's just a matter of
your availability and having you do something you
feel comfortable with.
All you need to do is contact us or drop in and have
those questions answered. It may be just what you're
looking for to add additional purpose to your life.
Thank you,
Bob Palazzola

949-631-5918

DATE: August 2012

E-mail address: cmhistory@sbcglobal.net

Costa Mesa Resident Celebrates 100th Birthday
Marion “Binky” Harn, long-time Costa Mesa resident
and recent Society member, reached a milestone in
May, celebrating the centennial
event with family and friends over
three days of festivities.
Born May 10, 1912, Marion grew
up in northeast Iowa. Her father,
L.M. Bink, was a salesman with a
dream of opening a department
store. Established in 1899 in Elkader, IA as Poull and Bink, the store
re-organized as Bink’s Mercantile
in 1937 and became one of the largest department
stores in Clayton County. According to Marion, she
joined the business at age 18 or 19 and she and her
siblings played key roles in the business. Marion recalls:
“I guess I was meant to be a businesswoman. I went to
market … Chicago, Milwaukee, St. Louis, New York …
we were known all over. At Bink’s, you could get anything that you needed. We had our own millinery, we
made our own hats. And there was a big grocery department, too. When we had a sale, we had to lock the
doors! We had so many people we couldn’t wait on
them all.”
In 1964, with her retail career well behind her, Marion
decided to take the leap, sold everything and moved to
California. The cousin who had long encouraged her to
come put her up and soon Marion found a house on
Elden Avenue, one she owns to this day. And she met
her husband, John Harn, a Corona del Mar banker.
When asked about her longevity, Marion answers:
“I always went to school (Orange Coast College) and
took anything of interest. I was the trip organizer for the
traveling my husband and I did, getting ideas from travel
sections in newspapers and magazines and then figuring out the best time to go and at the best price.” And
what did Marion do to celebrate her 85th year? She
jumped out of a plane! As her long-time friend and Society board member Rachel Perez Hamilton sees it:
“Marion is well-rounded. She’s done it all!”

Promoting and preserving Costa Mesa’s history is our mission.
FAIRVIEW REGISTER, FAIRVIEW, LOS ANGELES COUNTY, CALIFORNIA, MARCH 2, 1889

Recollections of a Local Boy
John Shirley, a former resident, grew up in Costa Mesa between 1924 and 1942. The following are excerpts from “Costa
Mesa, A Long Time Ago.”
********

Newport Harbor High School
I started high school in 1938 with about 108 other freshmen.

The high school had been built in 1924-25. My dad worked as
a carpenter on the school
and was very proud of the
beautiful exposed beams in
the library he worked so
hard to put in place. When
the high school was recently
rebuilt, using the same plans
as the original high school,
it was an amazingly true
recreation, except for the
library ceiling. There are a
few exposed beams in the
new library, but nothing like
the original.
We had a great high school
with Principal Sidney Davidson and a fine staff of
teachers. That school, with
about 430 students served
Costa Mesa, Newport Beach, Balboa, Lido and Balboa Islands,
and Corona del Mar. Now there are five big high schools serving the same area. The students from the beach communities
were from families that were not as poor as those of Costa
Mesa students. It was evident in clothing and bearing. Female
students wore uniforms. Much to their credit, the more affluent
students treated the less fortunate Costa Mesa students as
equals in every way, and we got along wonderfully well.
I took vocational agricultural classes and college prep classes.
Agriculture students became members of Future Farmers of
America (FFA). This was a national club at high schools with
agricultural departments. We elected officers, held business meetings, speech
contests, etc. The only college prep classes I could not fit in were two years of
foreign language. I got good grades in
Ag classes, but only C’s and an occasional B in other classes during my first
two years.
Horace Parker was our agriculture teacher, and he worked very hard with about
Horace Parker
40 or 50 Ag students. We formed judging teams and he would take us to judging meets where I
judged dairy cattle. We all had to have a project. I borrowed
$100 from a farm credit bank and bought five purebred Hampshire ewes. Later, while spending time with the sheep herders
on the Irvine land across Irvine Avenue, I was given about a
dozen grade ewes that were old, some with prolapsed rectums
and uteri, and almost all with lambs, even some twins. This
was a valuable gift because I let the female lambs grow up as

breeding stock. I sold the male lambs, and butchered the old
ewes when they could no longer have lambs. We ate a lot of
mutton stew! Their pelts were worth a dollar each, and we
sheared the older sheep when the wool was long. This gave
me a valuable project. Later when the price of feeder pigs
went up to 15 cents a pound, I bought a Hampshire sow and
made some money with pigs as well. Our orange orchard was
not fenced, but we let the sheep graze in the orchard, and that
helped with the feed bill.
Near the end of my sophomore year, I was playing handball
on the court formed from the rear wall of the Ag building. Mr.
Parker had his car parked near the edge of the cement court we
played on, near the back door of the classroom. We played
nearly every noon hour, and one day I went for the ball and
crashed into the right front door panel of Mr. Parker’s door. It
was a significantly large dent. Mr. Parker called me aside and
did not say a word about the door. He asked me what my
“philosophy of life” was. I did not know the meaning of his
question. He informed me I did not work very hard with
school work, was drifting, and had no goals for grades or the
future. He encouraged me to start studying, get better grades,
and go to college. His lecture worked. In my junior and senior
years I got all A’s and B’s and enjoyed all my classes, especially trigonometry and English. My English teacher was Miss
Williams, a very attractive young lady who was a fine teacher,
and one you couldn’t help but love.
In 1940, we had a heavy rainfall. The rain water from about
twenty acres of neighboring orange orchards drained in a fairly deep ditch alongside our orchard on the 19th Street side of
our property down to Irvine Avenue. Before they paved Irvine
Avenue in 1939, the water would cross the road in a low area
onto the Irvine Company land. After the road was paved, it
blocked the run-off and about a foot and a half or more of water stood in our orchard, around the house and barns, and more
was coming. My father took two sawhorses to the area of the
road where the water should have been crossing the road. After blocking both lanes with the sawhorses, my dad took shovel and pickax and cut a ditch through the new asphalt paving
and across the road several feet deep and about as wide. In a
day or two, our orchard was no longer under a foot or two of
water. Although Dad did this without permission, there were
no recriminations. Several days later, the road
crew placed a big culvert
in the road and paved it
over. I am sure my father thanked them!
The water on the orchard
spoiled the grazing for
my sheep. Mr. Parker
arranged for me to pasMy sister & I and two of the sheep
ture the sheep on the
football field. Every morning I would herd my 25 sheep to
school, open the gate to the football field, and let the sheep
have a good meal. My sister and a friend would herd them
home while I was on my paper route. This went on for about
three weeks.
(cont. next page)

When I stopped doing this, it was time for track season to
start. Someone commented in the school paper, “John Shirley
has left the track in sheep-shape.”
I had a Santa Ana Register paper route all four years of high
school. With loans to buy sheep and feed, I was always in debt
to the bank. I would make about $18 a month on the paper
route, and the bank got $10 for the monthly payment. I was
not very athletic, but did develop strong legs riding a bike
about a mile and a quarter to school, a mile and a half to a location on the corner of 18th Avenue and Newport Boulevard
where five paper boys would fold the papers into a “box”
shape so we could sail the papers into the yards of our customers. I had 120 customers on a route that was about 12 miles
long out on the west side of town to Whittier Avenue and
many streets between 17th Street and Victoria Avenue. It was
slightly hilly in places, often facing a western offshore wind,
and included a few dirt roads. At the end of the route, it would
be another mile and a half home. I rode my bike about 15
miles, five days a week, and about 14 miles each of the other
two days. That was route #5 and no paperboy lasted more than
six months on that route. I had to last, because I owed the
bank money! We had to collect the monthly bill for the paper.
The cost was 35 cents a month. I would have to go back two
or more times for about twenty percent of the customers.
Times were hard!
I had a good time in school, on the paper route, and at home. I
was a little involved in school activities, especially with FFA.
I ran for student body vice president for the senior year. A
very beautiful, smart, popular classmate, Donna Stanley, received seven votes more than I. I was surprised and pleased I
did that well.
We had many fine Japanese-America students in high school.
Most of them got good grades and also attended five or six
hours of Saturday Japanese school located on Whittier Avenue. Some were Ag students, but were good students in all
classes. About a month after Pearl Harbor, all of our Japanese
classmates and friends were suddenly gone to internment
camps. I never saw one of the evacuation notices nor was I

really mature enough to realize what a terrible injustice had
been done to these families. Some of my classmates eventually
ended up in the American armed services, mostly in the infantry or intelligence. We saw some of them again after the war.
Many of them became well educated and did well, in spite of
their families losing farms, homes, businesses. One boy who
lived near me on 19th Street went back to Japan in 1939. I often wondered what happened to him.
********
More from John Shirley: ‘Off to Work at Knott’s Berry Farm’

Looking for Volunteers!
Save The Date: Our Society’s Annual
“Early California Days at the Adobe”,
an educational event for the entire family, is planned for Sunday, September 30.
Leather crafters, spinners & weavers,
food, music, speaker and much more.
Costa Mesa Historical Society Fund Raiser:
Bob’s Old Fashioned Ice Cream at the Market Place,
Saturday and Sunday, October 6 & 7, Orange County
Fair & Event Center.
*Give us a call at 949-631-5918 if you would like to be a greeter,
help at the food table or assist with event setup/clean-up.
Costa Mesa Historical Society & Museum is still open on Saturdays but only through August 25. Regular museum hours resume next week Thursdays & Fridays, 10am to 3pm.
Costa Mesa Cultural Arts Committee hosts “Arts In The
Park,” Saturday August 25, 10am to 2pm, Estancia Park, 1900
Adams Avenue. Free Community Event. Enjoy youth and family
activities, as well as Costa Mesa non-profit youth visual and performance arts.

We’re still accepting donated items for our
Fall Garage Sale. If you have items to donate,
please call ahead 949-631-5918.

In The Spotlight—Art Lambert
Art Lambert is a former cadet of the Santa Ana Army Airbase (SAAAB), which was in
operation from 1942 to 1946 in what is now the city of Costa Mesa. He has been a
member of the Historical Society for a dozen years or more, involved with the SAAAB
Wing operation.
After the unfortunate passing of fellow SAAAB member Bud Anderson in 2003, Art
took over the responsibilities and duties of the SAAAB Wing. Part of his duties is to
coordinate the annual SAAAB reunion with Orange Coast College, maintain correspondence with SAAAB members throughout the nation and act as Editor and Publisher of The Cadet, a SAAAB newsletter. As a Board member of our Historical Society,
he has provided input on many of our important decisions. Art has shown up nearly
every week and is always ready to greet you with a smile and a possible joke or two.
He is our person of the month In the Spotlight
Bob Palazzola
(Editor’s Note: Art Lambert recently retired from the Society Board. Art’s years of wisdom and dedicated service will be greatly
missed. He and his wife Fran are in our thoughts & prayers as they deal with recent health issues. If you would like to contact
Art, he can be reached at Mesa Verde Residential Care, 661 Center Street, Costa Mesa, CA 92627 Tel 949.548.5584)
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What’s Happening


Welcome New Members—June: Jamie & Lance Huante; July: Lisa Manfredi & Family; Michael Archambault.



Retired and Senior Volunteer Program (RSVP) - One OC hosted a luncheon in July to honor RSVP members with 4000+ hours
and/or 10 or more years of service. Costa Mesa Historical Society honorees with 4000+ hours: *Gladys Refakes (25 yrs), *Mary
Ellen Goddard (20 yrs), Art Goddard (12 yrs), Art Lambert (12 yrs), Kathy Bequette (10 yrs). Honorees with 10 or more years of
service: Dave Gardner, Sid Hallburn, Helen Humphreys, *Bob Palazzola. (*Event attendees)



Find us on Facebook: facebook/costa mesa historical society
Costa Mesa Historical Society
P.O. Box 1764
Costa Mesa CA 92628

Membership Form
Name:______________________________________________________________Address:_________________________________________________________
City:________________________________State:________Zip:_________________Phone:__________________________E-Mail:_______________________

Membership Categories
Annual
Individual
Family
Student (under 16)
Contributing
Business & Professional
Public Agency
Benefactor

$ 15.00
$ 20.00
$ 5.00
$ 50.00
$ 100.00
$ 100.00
$ 250.00

Special
Historical Society Life Member
SAAAB Wing Annual Member
SAAAB Wing Life Member

$ 1000.00
$ 10.00
$ 50.00

Make your checks payable to the Costa Mesa Historical Society.
The Society, a non-profit 501(c)(3) organization, operates under the Corporation Laws of the State of California.

