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This column celebrates our neighbors and their personal stories of living here or growing up in
Montecito, To be featured, please email your story and photos to meganwaldrep@icloud.com.

What is Your Fondest Memory of Living Here?

I'normally interview each person for this column, but this letter was so good we had
to print as is! :

Hi M,

I've been loving your articles on favorite
memories, and wanted to share a few of my
own. I'was raised here and have great memo-
ries of Montecito going back to the ‘60s. One
1s of my mom letting me catch a ride to school
on the back of her horse. She’d be going on
her morning rides up San Ysidro Road and
into the mountains, and when we reached
MUS, I'd just slide off the back, holding my
sack lunch, and run into kindergarten.

There was a whole culture here back in the
‘60s and “70s of kids with horses in their back- L Sl T
yards. We used to love to get out of MUS, run TS "8 il Bl
home, jump on our horses and meet at what is now the Bonnie Lane neighbor-
hood. Before there were houses, it was a magic wild playground of little hills
and creeks. We would set up jumps and have contests with our horses, then
we'd ride up to Pierre Lafond (when it was just a liquor store), tie our horses at
the stone trough — which is still there at the San Ysidro entrance — get licorice
and Cokes, and head back to our playground for hours of fun.

Another memory is talking my friends into jumping off the Biltmore Pier at
10 at night after seeing Jaws at the Granada “or we'll never swim in the ocean
again.” Why they listened to me;, I'll never know. It was the scariest thing we
ever did. And another time, in the early ‘70s, I again talked them into dressing
up as elderly people. We snuck into the dining hall at Casa Dorinda to see if

SER S

CONSTRU

CTION INGH

il [

we could get a free lunch. Of course, we shuffled in modeling ourselves after
Ruth Buzzi (from Laugh-In) in saggy nylons, droopy dresses, hair nets. When
the elegant residents gracefully walked in for lunch, we looked like clowns and
bolted out mortified.

It was magic then, and is magic today.

I was married at All Saints in 1983, moved to Italy for years while my hus-
band played pro volleyball there, and we fought our way back to Montecito to
start our family. There isn’t a day that goes by I don't feel incredibly lucky to be
here. We still look at each other and just laugh saying, “what a life!!”

I've never written to anyone about my memories and experiences growing
up here. Keep it up! It's so refreshing to read all the great memories everyone’s
sharing of the special moments they remember. :

— Sally (Southard) Hanseth : (7




