
A r e  T h e s e  P l a c e s  P u s h i n g  T h e i r  L u c k  W i t h  U s ?  

Three of our tours entertained 
us immensely, but soon after-
wards bad things happened to 
the companies that ran them. 

Shortly after we sailed on the 
three masted barquentine The 
California she ran aground on 
Point Loma in heavy surf. 
Then the salvage vessel Cape 
Charles tried to pull her off 
the rocks. After five days and 
the loss of a smaller towboat, 
they finally got her off rocks 
and she almost immediately 
sank. They lifted her with 
airbags, and towed her back 
to Coronado. Then put her in 

drydock and promised she 
would be repaired, but it nev-
er happened. She was cut up 
and hauled away.  

We also toured the Solar Fac-
tory on Otay Mesa in January, 
2011.  It was a time when the 
economy was picking up and 
solar installations received 
large government tax breaks,  
but by May the company had 
gone out of business and was 
reopened in Tijuana.  

We also toured the Spruce 
Goose in Long Beach, when it 
and the Queen Mary were 
visualized to be the highlight 

attractions of Port Disney. 
Mounting losses forced Dis-
ney to walk away from its 66 
year lease and the plane was 
sold to Evergreen Air in 
McMinnville, Oregon. 
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A  H i s t o r y  o f  J a n u a r y  T o u r s  

since 1976 being led by nine 
members among the hundreds 
of members we’ve had. 

The most frequent January 
tours include six trips to the 
parking lot, picnic grounds of 
the Palomar Mountain Obser-
vatory, four trips to historic 
spots between Petco Park 
along SD Bay to the Cabrillo 
Monument, and three trips to 
Deer Park Winery.  We also 
had variations on those trips. 
Rather than Palomar, there 
were two trips to Julian and 
one to the dam in the moun-
tains south of Hemet.  

Once we went to SD Bay and 
then out on The California 
whale watching, and then, 
rather than Deer Park, there 
was one trip to the Ranch 
Bernardo Winery and to sev-
eral Temecula Wineries.  
Most recently, rather than a 
winery, we had a tour of   

ber a particular tour from 25 
years ago. Others probably 
have been there on their own 
and can imagine themselves 
there, only inserting a dozen 
Model A’s in the parking lot 
and adding a half hour before 
being served lunch. 

One thing to contemplate is 
that in the last forty-five years 
we didn’t take any local tours 
for three of those Januarys, 
not because of lockdowns, but 
because we had no volunteer 
tour leaders and no tour or-
ganizers.   

There were six tour leaders 
who volunteered for three 
years each: Emmett Cilley, 
John Frazee, Rex Bozell, 
Bruce Howe, Clyde Marion, 
and Jim Ball. If you throw in 
the six years combined of 
Wayne Wright, Fred Slikker 
and Ray Galdi, then you have 
more than half of all tours 

In 2021, tours will be can-
celled as we go into the tenth 
month of social distancing 
restrictions. Of those months, 
about one hundred days have 
been “lockdowns” discourag-
ing us from even having “no 
contact” tours.   

I’m disappointed by that; 
maybe even aggravated, but I 
do my best to fill my time at 
home.  A few months ago, I 
got an air fryer on sale at 
Costco – it was a fabulous 
purchase, along with a man-
doline slicer for potatoes and 
yams. Buy them now!  I’ve 
also finally gotten to a bit of 
indexing of the Reflector and 
recording the tours the club 
has taken over the years. 

With our inability to tour, it’s 
a good time to think about all 
the tours we’ve taken in the 
past. Some of us can remem-
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The Palomar Mountain 
Picnic Ground is named 
after Gustav Weber, a 
longtime rancher and 
ranger on the mountain. 

Indian Joe’s Brewery and the 
Reese Water Filtration Plant. 
Any excuse to drink. 

S p e c i a l  p o i n t s  
o f  i n t e r e s t :  

• Steve Currie’s 
Birthday Jan 3 

• Kathy Glendin-
ning’s B’day Jan 3  

• Anthony Lugo’s 
Birthday Jan 4 

• Nancy Peterson’s 
Birthday Jan 5 

• Judy Leitner’s 
Birthday Jan 7 

• Doug Armstrong’s 
Birthday Jan 7 

• Christine Bart-
man’s B’day Jan 8 



T h e  S t o r y  B e n e a t h  t h e  S t o r y :  H i c k  G e t s  A d v i c e  

Van Buren Street, the tram 
turned into the car barns. So 
did Holm. He did not stop, 
indeed, until his vehicle 
dropped into a seven foot 
pit. 

Extricating himself, he ex-
pressed the opinion the 
policeman must have been 
mistaken.” 

I looked at this as a car sto-
ry, so I wanted to see if it 
was a Model A that 
crashed, and so far, I have-
n’t answered that question. 

William Evert Holm was 
born July 2, 1892 in Elk 
Point, S.D. to Norwegians 

On December 31, 1929, the 
Associated Press sold a 
story to many newspapers 
that goes like this: 

“Dakotan in Big City Fol-
lows Policeman’s Advice 
Too Far  

Out of South Dakota came 
William Holm yesterday 
driving an automobile he 
knew not where. 

He asked a policeman. The 
officer said, “Follow that 
street car,” and pointed. 

Holm threw ‘er into high 
and started in pursuit of the 
street car. When the car 
turned, Holm turned. At 

D i s c o v e r i n g  W h o  S h e  R e a l l y  

Charles and Jorgena Holm. 
In 1916 he married Ella 
Vierhuf and his draft card 
of that year asks for an ex-
emption due to a physical 
disability. He is a tenant 
farmer in several states. 
The couple has one child, 
Evelyn Grace, who marries 
Harry Miller and the four 
moved to Walla Walla, 
Wash. Where William died 
of a heart attack Dec. 2, 
1947 at just 55 years old. 

There was a car barn for the 
CSL on Van Buren and 
Jefferson. It’s close to Hull 
House, home to Jane Ad-
dams, mentioned on 12-10-

narian, or tried to, but in-
stead claimed to be a veter-
an doctor. 

Thinking that she was   
going to be the driver, 
Wendy was surprised when 
Flemish refugee Pieter de 
Chrome sat behind the 
wheel. Pieter (pronounced 
‘pitter’), who spoke neither 
French, nor English, 
seemed to smile in any situ-
ation and take all setbacks 
in stride. 

When facing their first cas-
ualty, she used sign lan-
guage, to try to encourage 
Pieter to use his medical 
skills to stabilize the patient 
but it quickly became ap-
parent that Wendy had un-
knowingly signed up for 
her medical residency. 

Wendy and Pieter had 
many war adventures, each 
winning several medals, but  
much of the war the two 
spent sitting at a table in 
camp, sipping wine, play-
ing cards, and learning each 
other’s languages.  By the 
Battle of the Somme, they 
had shared each others se-
crets, held each other in the 

trenches, and promised 
each other to contact the 
other’s family if they 
should not outlive this 
night, that they ended up 
thinking of each other as 
family, and then as lovers. 

By the time the Americans 
entered the war, she was 
joyous to be Dr. Wiper-de 
Chrome.  

On Halloween, 1918, 
though, she had a terrible 
fright. One of the wounded 
men she treated was an 
American, from the 89th 
Infantry.  After she had 
applied a torniquet to his 
leg, saving his life, and was 
stitching together his anteri-
or tibial artery, trying to 
save his foot, he raised his 
head and through gritted 
teeth said, “I know you.” 

“I don’t believe you do.” 

“No. You’re wrong. Your 
husband, Bob, printed hun-
dreds of photos for us boys 
comin’ over. You’re Wen-
dy Blade.” 

 

By the time that Wendy had 
found her way into a small 
shop with an apartment 
above it on Rue de Mont-
morency in Paris, a narrow 
pedestrian street in Le Ma-
rais district, with no shots 
fired, there were headlines 
that said French soldiers 
would be surrounding Ber-
lin by Christmas. 

After a few nights listening 
to German Howitzer shells 
explode on this side of the 
Marne, it was clear that 
Wendy’s focus must leave 
fluffy little dogs.   

Skilled as a driver, she vol-
unteered to drive a make-
shift ambulance.  

Wendy’s Face ancestors 
had descended from the 
French emigrees, the family 
Boniface (not pretty face, 
but Bonum-good, and Fa-
tum-fate, as in “good luck 
family”) and regularly 
spoke a little French around 
the kitchen.  It was the ob-
vious language to use for 
her university requirements. 

When she was interviewed, 
she told the Captain that 
she was a practicing veteri-

“Your 

husband, Bob, 

printed 

hundreds of 

photos for us 

boys comin’ 

over. You’re 

Wendy Blade.” 
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Rue de Montmorency 
in Paris in Le Marais  

Chicago Surface 
Lines (CSL) streetcars 
outside Wrigley Field 
1935 

2020 on the Palomar A’s 
Facebook group page. You 
should join it. 


