B Cr J p }
Nz crn s, Upr—cra d g eroer

7
/L’ L P

W/ hotes

Y e 1 £ )
D Ll L) ik Srp.

/

M, Sl o

(Cawr on ks The White Story

Yreis Cfroreo -
e - S
et FROM
THE REVOLUTIONARY WAR
THROUGH
THE CHILDREN
OF

Jesse White

1804

B S DN
INTRODUCTION

An explanation is needed regarding the allusions to
“Ethel’s little book™. Ethel Dissmore has in her
possession a little notebook (4"'x5"—dark brown} in
which Uncle Jesse, Jr., the son of Jesse White, Sr.
born 1804 (a brother to Jeremiah, Alvin, etc.,) has written
a wealth of family births, deaths, items of interest and
a complete (as possible) list of all the descendants
of Jesse, Sr.'s.

Also from this book came the record from Jeremiah of
his grandfather, Isaac White, and of Isaac's‘brothers,
children, nieces and nephews. Many of our White records
have been checked against Uncle Jesse, Jr.'s “little
book" for authenticity and for additions. As in the
case of the children of Jeremiah and Harriet's first
two sons. This was the first inkling that we had of
these two, Alfred and George, complete with birth,

The item concerning John White and his descendants
were found in Uncle Jesse’s book. However, we cannot
accept his belief about our connection with John

White of England, as we have no connecting dates or

specified relations.

The pages from the old Bible were furnished by
Dr. Charles Kennedy, whose wife, Charlotte, was the
granddaughter of Wellington, son of Jesse 1804,

It is highly possible that you may disagree with some
parts here included, or some dates. We have tried to
keep this record entirely authentic, barring human
mistakes. We have carefully checked birth, death and
marriage records against the originals which you have
most faithfully sent to us, or supplied to some member
of your family. There have been some that we have
failed to locate, or to secure from them some information.
In these cases we have had to take the date sent to us
by relatives. One such case is Martha White Harding,
Melissa White Shadbolt and her family.

From this humble beginning you have an opportunity
to add to this work if you so wish, mementoes, old
pictures, pictures of the younger generations and any
other item which you may wish to preserve. This is your
starting point.
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Dedication

This book is dedicated to our children—
James and Marlene, Harlow and Clifford, Stanley and Eldon,
who have shown interest in this work
from its inception.

Our thanks to you who have given of time and effort, to you who have contributed stories and records, to you who
have loaned your prized photographs, to you who have shown interest, and to you who have spent hours in preparation
and layout.

Pictures by
Otis White and Clifford White
Layout and Typesetting by
« Marlene White Budlong
Picture Pages by
Interstate Press
Printing by
A-1 Printing and Addressing
. Portland, Oregon
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Otis had previously rented the Auditorium Garage on
Second Street in a rundown section of Portland even in those
early days. He felt the boys would be helpful and we could
make it if they helped. Stanley was the night man. He slept
there and if anyone wanted to park a car, he was the man in
charge. He was at home during the evening and from ten to
six a.m. he stayed at the garage, had his bed there and studied
there sometimes, also. He left there after six, home for
breakfast.

Eldon sometimes spent his evening there but came home for
sleeping. Now and then he took Stan’s place for overnight.
But it was Eldon’s usual job to have breakfast at home and
then go to the garage where he opened up and kept things
going until Otis was up, had his breakfast and went to the
garage and relieved Eldon. Both boys were attending Lincoln

STORAGE - GAS - OIL - TIRES - GREASING - WASHING
POLISHING - SUPPLIES

AUDITORIUM

GARAGE

1716 S. W. SEcoND AVE,
NEAR PuaLic AUDITORIUM

PHONE ATWATER 3472

OTIS WHITE, Pror. PORTLAND. ORE.

High School, Stanley was a sophomore and Eldon a senior,

Of course it was necessary to have a mechanic in the
garage and Otis secured the services of Jake King, who was
really a pretty good mechanic but he knew how to look for
extra things to repair. He was evidently the forerunner of
these present day service station operators who can find so
many repairs far your car that you leave wonderi ng how you
ever made it to the station in the first place.

The first spring that we were in Partiand Otis managed
enough time away from the garage to pick strawberries, When
rent time came it was nip and tuck, $50 right off the top
of the income for garage rent, plus $30 for the house. It
happened a number of times that Otis came home after figuring
all angles and armed with the movie camera, he'd go to the
pawn shop and borrow money for payment of these rentals. Those
were nat easy days and had it not been that the meat markets on
4th and 5th along Yambhill Street were selling hamburger at
the low, low price of 15 cents per pound (and we had almost
no other kind of meat) and some other foods in that price
range, we would have eaten beans and macaroni entirely. We
purchased two bushels of prunes, freshly picked for 25 cents
from a farmer. Times were definitely not prosperous and it
was now eight years after the great depression, said to be
Hoover’s depression. It is astounding that this man had such
world power that he could cause hardships over the entire
world. People can be stupid, they needed someone to crucify
and they did it.

At the beginning of schaol in 1939 we moved to the house
on Hall Street just one half block off the Park Blocks near
Shattuck School. Eldon was then traveling with a photographic
group, selling pictures door to door, Stanley was a junior in
high school, Clifford—sixth grade, Harlow—2B, Marlene—first
grade and James in kindergarten. Lincoln high was four or five
blocks so we had a central location, besides being much closer

to the garage and less hiking for Otis.

Here in the Hall Street house we spent that Thanksgiving
with Ingvald and Agnes and Grandpa and Grandma White and other
relatives from Eugene, Here, because of our close circumstances,
the children, Harlow, Marlene and James, were invited to a
beautiful Christmas party at Campbell Court and each received
a toy and an article of wearing apparel.

Here it was as things became more and more tight, that
Opal went to work for Mrs. Cline at the Blackstone Apartment
House. A very nice apartment house on Park Avenue. Here for
three hours of housework for various customers she received
35 cents an hour. This work increased and with four or five
customers a week (while James was in kindergarten) we met such
little items as food and some clothing,

By early summer after one year at the garage, Otis felt
he was not cut out for this type of work. The children needed
better school. Eidon was ready for college and there was not
money to help him, little clothing and the grind was getting
too much. Stanley went to work at Sheridan for the Bill Brandt
family. Otis went also to do farm work for Andrew Haugen. The
family moved to a spot across the road from the Haugens and
spent a month or so camping while he worked.

Otis applied for and secured the Detroit Oregon
school, again as Principal and Superintendent. Here
again was home. All were home excepting Eldon now
through high school.

We took a trip to Detroit, with something of the old
thrill returning and secured the Shelby house, on the banks
of the Santiam River. |t was an old house, a duplex. The
Thompsons living in the back apartment and for our living
space it had a large living room, a kitchen and three bedrooms.
It had also a spacious (more than a city block) of yard space,
garden space, a few fruit trees, a wonderful hill for sliding
down, especially if there was snow. There were neighbors above
the hill with small children and loads and loads of rocks.
There was no lawn to mow for the children kept it pretty well
tramped down. There was also a garage, woodshed and fruit
cellar,

Detroit High School, built about 1938, Site inundated by
Detroit Dam, 1952, This high school had only two principals in
fourteen years:
Walter Shelby, two
years and Otis White,
twelve years,

Laft: Marlena,
Ciifford, Harlow

and James prepare
to move from Shelby
house to Stahiman
house in June, 1942,




In late August of 1940 we moved the family, that is,
Clifford, Harlow, Marlene and James (Eldon was not home and
Stanley at National Guard). The children loved this place.

It really seemed like home. They had brought a pup, Bobby,
which Gordon Haugen had given to Clifford. The next year
Harlow bought Rusty, the cat. The boys bought a small puppy
that was called Gyp. The activities at this house have been
recorded in the children's own stories.

Stanley had gone to enlist into the army in February with
the Farrow boys and Albert Hansen. Eldon was working in the
mill and at woods work and the four younger ones in grade
school. In June of 1942 the family moved to the Stahiman house
where we remained for almost two years,

- Marlene and James, Detroit, early
- 1941, with blackface, do the
“Darktown Strutters Ball”"

® with the assistance of

teacher, Mabel Beardon.

Here Otis found real contentment again in teaching,
aschool board that stood behind him, students who
were not always good students nor good kids, but the
family were together. Again there were 3 squares and
happiness, and contentement.

When the war broke out (World War 11) he had some
pertty tiresome teachers to put up with, There he had
summer work, the Forest Service always needed a good
man, there were schoal meetings, town meetings, trips
to the coast come school closing time. Everyone
loved this place and some of the happiest years of his
teaching career were spent here.

He really had some queer teachers to put up with,
the ‘bird woman’ who with her husband kept eagles
in her home and who was filthy about her person, and
who had to be discharged. A woman 75 who insisted on
keeping the windows tight shut and climbing on folding
chairs. Sometimes things were a riot.

Marlene, Harlow
and Jamies with
Skipper at
Stahiman house,
1943,

While here Otis and Mr. Graff had a wood contract one
summer, selling fire wood to most everyone, Stanley came home
on furlough here and it was while we were living here that
Eldon joined the merchant marine. It was that same spring
when we left here that Clifford went to work for the Forest

Service on the work crew. Anne, Eldon’s first wife, came often
and spent her holidays with us. We grew very fond of her,

In April of 1944, Mrs. Stahiman had passed away and her
heirs requested that we move as they wanted to dispose of the
house. So amid heavy snow and wind and cold we moved our
belongings to Fryer's cabins where we remained until the early
summer of that year. It was close quarters and we used three
cabins—one for living quarters, one for the boys’ bedroom and
one for Marlene and her parents. Each was piled full of stored
furniture, books, clothing and incidentals, but we had a
very close and happy life. We were situated just down the hill
from the acreage which we had purchased and on which we were
working every bit of spare time. We had purchased it as only
a frame building, the Newport house,

Those days were filled with hard work, especially for
Otis as he undertook finishing this house for our very first
home. We had purchased the Beard house previously but it
was far too small for our needs so we rented it out, It
had been the first property we had ever owned. Now our
first real home was taking shape. With both Eldon and
Stanley gone, Otis had to depend mostly on Clifford, He
was willing and quite strong although not big and husky
and they did lots of work together. We moved in when
school was over and seemed like we'd never get things
really finished off. Otis did finally get all things pretty
well down except the stairway. That seemed to be the one
place we could get along without finishing.

There were two or three acres in this property, a chicken
house (which was converted into a dwelling for rental) and
the boys continued to keep chickens for a few years. There
was also a small barn for our pet Jersey cow, "“Baby," and
asmall white house on the back of the property for rental
to teachers mostly.

i

Newport house
on the hill, winter
of 1949-50 when
160" of snow

fell.

Right—Tip, son
Skipper, a
real personality

dog.

MEMORANDUM
From the desk of:
OTIS J. WHITE
Principal of the High School
Detroit, Oregon




James and Harlow,
Stahlman house,
1943,

Otis, with his
panzars down,
Eugene, 1945,

e

e e
nie Lien White, 1949-50, having
cracked her knee on an escalator
when she fell.

e

- James and Harlow,
' viewing Grand
. Canyon, while
mom and
" Marlene hold
' their feet down.
. 1950

Harlow, Marlene |
and James atop
a huge dinosaur
in Rapid City,
South Dakota,
1950.

These were busy days and when teacher shortages increased
and the young men teachers had gone into the service it now
and then became necessary for Opal to substitute as teacher
at school at the suggestion of the county school
superintendent. Sometimes these teaching jobs lasted for
four or five weeks.

Opal also taught piano lessons at Detroit for about
seven years, and had as high as 22 students at one time.

Also she was active in scouting beginning in 1943. She

was the leader of the Girl Scouts for six years, then a

short break and when no one else would take it, was leader
for two more years.

Otis was active in scouting also, serving on the Cascade
Council, also for a couple of summers was in charge of the
older scouts at their trail making camp in the Cascades. He
spent many summers at guard stations for the Forest
Service (Marion Forks, Breitenbush—when the family lived
with him) and was a checker during the war one summer near
Little Sweden which has since disappeared. As checker he
took the names of driver and license of car entering the
wooded areas of Detroit, |danha and Breitenbush.

superintendent of
Diekman Bean

Yard, 1950. Jean Bray and Cecil Willis.

Back row, I-r: Bud Delano, Miss Imp

1, Bobbie Blan, Dick Haseman, Sharon LeVasseur, Nancy

s bt Haseman, Roberta Manning, Hazel Blan, Marlene with Mary Gordon in front, David Bray with Dick
Otis u Thornton in front, Shirley Willis with Delphene Tucker, Ronald Morgan, Don Fryer and Betty
Ketchum, Frankie Payne, Bob Budlong, Harlow, Virginia O'Brien, Shirley Hammer, Miss Carlson and
Earl Lady. Seated: Peggy Goodeve, Ronald Glasgow, Harold Monasco, Duane Thomasson, Calvin
House, Max Delano, unidentified, Bobby Bowers, Kenneth Harris, John Davis, James, Otis, Nancy




Then there came the day when all the family were at
Detrait. Some of the happiest days of our lives but it
also had its difficult and disappointing times, too. The
bitter with the sweet. In the new town of Detroit there was
bickering and wrangling for position. So'after fourteen happy
years, Otis secured a position at Reedsport es head of the
math department, . "

He thoroughly enjoyed his math classes in this new
school, always the best students were assigned to his classes.
For eight years he taught here, and then one day was
struck by a car which hospitalized him for eight months
and rendered him incapable of any more teaching.

In March, before he was released completely from the
Veteran's Hospital in Portland, Otis and Opal made a trip
to Woodburn to purchase a homesite, They selected a house Otis at Woodburn,
plan also and made plans for retiring close to their children looks aver his
who were now quite well established in their various homes: T Y
Stan in Cottage Grove, Harlow in Salem, Marlene, James and
Clifford in Portland. Only Eldon was any distance away,
San Diego, California,

Ferdinand—a Golden Wedding
present to Opal and Otis

from Newton Rayburn,

with Opal in the process

of burying him.

Opal at Orn Pipe miorlnl Park,
Arizona, 1966, with Bill and Nell

| and Otis with travel tailor.
?3;4..“ = Brandt. Rear view of a rockhound.

/J .
/Z « VL Sathee aant the S, Bk
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White family tree—Lower left limb: Kathleen, David, Rose Marie and Stanley.
Sulond Hmlr: Clifford and Virginia; James; Bob and Marlene: Harlow. Lower

limb right: Eldon, June, Jeri, Lynn and Curtis. Trunk: Otis and Opal. :‘tg g::d;;:rt. Oregon
December 1954




was occupied by wealthy retired folk who did their good
deed by inviting children from needy families, and they
received all sorts of goodies plus wearable gifts. We
didn’t feel we were in the needy class, had never been
before, but clothing and food were hard to come by after
the garage and house rent were paid. We were most
thankful. Mrs. Akin also engineered a large box of
canned goods to be delivered to our Hall Street address.
She did not wish to embarrass us by reporting us to
welfare, but took it upon herself to carefully sort out
the special things and had the box delivered by a

janitor,

James, Harlow and Marlene, 1936

The summer of 1940 Otis sold the garage and the
family went to Sheridan where he worked for Andrew Haugen
in haying and other farm work for the summer. Stan was
already working for room and board on Bill Brandt's
farm. Across the road from the Haugen's was some vacant
land, flat and clear, near a small creek. We had a makeshift
kitchen and a tent for sleeping, the weather was warm
and dry. Clifford and Gordon Haugen worked along with the
men but the smaller children entertained themselves
investigating marine life along the creek or playing
with Viona and Annetta Haugen.

Harlow was delighted when he and James came in
one day with a large salamander, 14 or so inches long.

It was so long, in fact, that he lay in a curve in the

big aluminum kettle. This was an unusual salamander for
he had external gills. Harlow released it the next day

as there was no place to keep it.

With the Haugen girls, the three young children
put on all sorts of improvised skits for the delight of
their mothers, or just meandered around the large farm
yard. As they strolled, Harlow and Viona went mostly
hand in hand, they were going to get married, they had
a real “case.” She, like Harlow, was subdued and

Hadow whids

quiet, so they liked the same things. This infatuation
continued for a few years.

The next move to ‘Detroit, Oregon wes a different
experience for the children in some ways. The surroundings
were beautiful and they were happy here. Lots of wide open
spaces, for running and climbing trees.

The Shelby house had two bedrooms upstairs where
the boys slept and a living-dining combination down, with
kitchen, bath and one bedroom. The Shelby house was really
a duplex with a three room rental in the rear where the
Thompsons lived, Bud, Margaret and two children, Margie
and Bobby. Margie was Clif's age and Bobby, four. They
were renting there when we came, the children got along
well, Bud and Margaret were friendly and agreeable,
there were no problems, which were just as well, as we
had to share the bathroom!

Harlow loved to play with the dog, Bobby. They
romped by the hour and chased each other over the big
yard,

Harlow's teacher that fall was Miss Smith, who didn‘t
really like teaching, but he made his grade anyway.

On the back of the property was quite a hill where
the children had lots of fun. At the top of the hill
lived the Nielsen family with four children to match
our four younger, Don-Clif, Tommy-Harlow, Mary Lou-
Marlene, Edwin-James. There were also two younger
children not in school. These six younger ones had
wonderful times together.

Left to right: Marlan, Tommy Nielsen, James, Harlow, and
Roger Nielsen. Front: Nancy Nielsen.

That first winter in the Shelby house Harlow
seemed to flourish. He did a number of unusual things
but will relate only a few:

Harlow had never seen so many caterpillars, the
woolly orange and black variety. He secured a small
wooden cheese box, lined it with maple leaves and
proceeded to catch dozens of them. He brought them to
show and then returned to his project. Dinner time came,
his parents had forgotten the caterpillars and he had
put them away for the night. The next morning the box
was discovered in the dining room window, empty! The
caterpillars were found clinging to the curtains, etc.

This was the year that James was on crutches and
he watched Harlow from the dining room window, playing
with Bobby or whatever (1941),

In August the family returned to Diekman's bean
yard near Stayton. Otis, Opal and Stan picked beans and
Clif entertained the younger children. He did a good job,
but one day returning from the bean yard we could hear
Harlow crying, “My toe hurts, Clifford dropped a rock




on it and it hurts!" Removing his shoe we found a
swollen toe which Clif had bandaged and the shoe was
pretty tight over it all. Clifford had been clowning

for their entertainment and dropped a very large rock
on Harlow'e toe.

There was a family with four or five boys named
VanCleave who lived a short distance up the road and
across the river from the Diekmans. Often the boys went
there to play and swim in the river. Mrs. VanCleave
had a large black Persian cat, Rusty, that Harlow fell
in love with. Mrs. VanCleave said he could have Rusty for
fifty cents. He was nine that summer and did not work very
much but when he received his money the first thing he
did was to pay for Rusty.

Harlow enjoying
Rusty, cat he
bought with

his “’bean"’
money.

H ek gw b ke

Rusty was a character, he could walk on his hind
legs, he could eat more than a good-sized dog. After
arriving at Detroit, Rusty was determined to sleep
upstairs on the boys’ bed. He had his own route, to the
attic, then to the bedroom. Tossed out at the backdoor,
he'd tear around the corner of the house and we'd lose
sight of him. The next thing we knew, he was back on the
bed. Harlow thought the world of Rusty, so wouldn't
complain. After Harlow and James bought Tip, Rusty had
other things to worry about, sometimes the bed was his
only salvation. Had he been able to talk, Rusty would
probably have said, “that darn pup." When Rusty took
a moment for a siesta or sat down for a comfortable
mealt—there was Tip, chewing his ears.

It was while he lived here that it was discovered
that Harlow had some trouble, with murmur of the heart,
and was therefore limited in his activities, Doctor’s
orders. No wood carrying, no long hikes, no rough play.

Harlow was inclined to worry, he worried about

Stan overseas, about Eldon, if they'd ever get home.
As he grew older he worried about his ability to take
part in sports, about securing a job. Most of all he

seemed to miss Stan.

It was Harlow's nature to be honest, he would not
lie about anything, even if it meant incriminating himself.
His brother Clif said of him, “Hal has a tremendous
conscience.”

The second winter we lived at the Shelby house
we had cold weather and 18-20 inches of snow. One cold
morning Harlow descended the curtained stairway and stood
beside the very hot cook stove, He could not resist reaching
to the top of the warming oven and getting the can of
black pepper, he sprinkled the top of the hot stove. Try it
sometime—that took some airing out and cooling off!

During this cold weather the second winter we
had an attic prowler. We thought again that it may be
a pack rat, Otis determined to find the marauder so he
and Opal took the bed at the head of the stairs to learn
the habits of whatever was thumping around in the attic.
Otis, hearing a noise in the side attic, picked up
Rusty sitting nearby and tossed him into the attic and
“phew''—that was no packrat.

All those sleeping upstairs took up their beds and
went down into the back section of the duplex. The air
was almost blue and stifling. Otis first opened the door
for Rusty and he walked out, tail in air, unscathed and
unscented. He seemed to say, “Aha, you thought | couldn‘t
take care of myself.”

That day being snowy and cold, when breakfast was
over and the children and Otis gone to school, Opal
opened the windows and doors wide and went to the store
for a few hours before returning home. As she entered
Newport's store, Roy asked, “How do you like this snow?"”
Opal replied, “Just fine.” Roy said, “You must be
crazy."”

Otis persevered and in a few days he had the
skunk carefully secured in a figure-four trap he and
Clif had built. Otis gingerly carried the trap down
stairs and to the woodshed, being careful not to aggrevate
the skunk. When it was carefully deposited, Harlow took
a hand. He moved so quietly that no one noticed he was
gone. The family were preoccupied dressing, preparing




for breakfast and school. He was the first one dressed,

he couldn’t resist that box in the woodshed. He got a
long stick and proceeded to poke the skunk. When he
returned he had to have clean clothes issued outside,
before breakfast. When Otis and Clifford made ready to
kill the skunk, Harlow was not included in the plans.
The container was carried to the back yard, Clif carefully
lifted the trap door and ran, as the skunk emerged, Otis
shot it.

One of those cold snowly mornings Harlow came in
requesting bread for the birds, soon he was back, “What
did you do with the other slice?" “Oh, | gave it to
the birds but I'm going to give this one to the ants.

If they come out to eat the bread the birds can eat the
ants,"

He was always busy, if he was not doing saomething
constructive he could be seen walking across the yard
with a large bottle, drinking water.

We left the Shelby house and moved into the heart
of Detroit. That is, across the street from the post
office, and in the same block, due west of Newport's
store and Edna Mattoon’s tavern, which was one block
from the high school to the south.

This Stahlman house was across the tracks from the
railroad station housing which was mostly Mexicans. The
Calderones lived there, and had two or three children
in school. They also had a trained parrot which called
“Harlow, Harlow" sounding mostly like Opal. Racing
home he would say, “Did you call me?"” “No, it must
have been the parrot.”

Harlow, Marlene and James spent hours on the Santiam
River—quite shallow in summer, jumping from one large
rock to another and investigating marine life.

In the woods beyond the river Harlow and James
went on numerous excursions where they caught the two
trout (see James' story) and the beautiful flying
squirrel, for which they built a large cage, but it
refused to eat and finally one morning he was gone,
had escaped.

Here at the Stahlman house Harlow kept a dozen or
so red Hampshire hens and also a cocky little bantam
rooster than loved to attack anyone from the rear if
he was fortunate enough to get out of the pen, sparring
the calves of one’s legs. Harlow was fond of his hens
and for decoration he tied some red ribbon to their
wings. Our nosey neighbor, Mrs. Mattoon, reported around
town that he was so mean to his chickens that they had
blood on their wings.

While we lived at the Shelby house we acquired two
or three different dogs, Tip having died of some
intestinal difficulty, We were also given a dog by the
Calderone children. He was afraid of the dark and was
so lazy that he didn’t want to move out of his tracks.
Eldon and Stan went hunting and took this dog, Rex,
along. They became so thoroughly disgusted with him
that they ended up by shooting the dog, much to Harlow,
Marlene and James' outrage.

The next dog was a small female part Dalmatian,
smart as could be and a perfect delight at the many
cute things she would do. They called her Skipper. She
livened things up at our house for quite a few years,
adding puppies occasionally and was a constant companion

to the children.

It was Otis’ custom to take the boys fishing. He
began this in Grand Ronde when he used to come home
from school and take Eldon down on Rock Creek. There had
been places where this was not passible, but here at
Detroit he quite often took the boys fishing, usually
two at a time. He decided to take James and Harlow at
the opening of the season, 1943 or 44, to Pamelia Lake,
quite a hike in but the fish were numerous. They
arrived at the lake, hiking in after school and were
in the process of setting up camp he could hear the boys
laughing and chatting. He wanted things in readiness for
the next morning when fishing season opened. However,
he discovered that they had already opened the season
and already had quite a few fish! Horrors! and he was
often employed by the U. S. Forest Service.

Harlow and James occupied the east room upstairs
in the Stahiman house. Harlow seemed restless and nervous
these days and it became our custom to leave his light
on until he fell asleep evenings. He and James did lots
of reading and when bedmaking time came each morning, his
mother would find the reading materials under their
pillows, consisting of Wild Animals and Their Habits,
General Science for high school freshmen and works on
sea life and such. He was an avid reader, now in the
sixth and seventh grades, but most of his reading
consisted of books for high school freshmen.

He had a variety of teachers in the years at
Detroit. Waldemar Krause was one of those, a patient
and understanding man, who was cut out to teach. He
reported that Harlow was so engrossed in his studies
that he often continued working after that class was
officially ended. Krause drew no attention to this. He
simply walked to Harlow’s side, reached in his desk for
the next lesson book, opened it, exchanged it for the
one that he had on his desk. Krause laughingly told
Harlow’s parents, “He’d take that book and start in,
with no break, as if he didn’t know it was changed."”

This sort of a gentle mannered, quiet and patient
man was a wonderful tonic for Harlow's nerves those
days. The same could not be said of the teacher who
took Krause's place when he enlisted for overseas duty.
Mrs. LeRoy Graf was one that was so sure of her own
perfectness and ability, so lacking in sympathy and
understanding for her students, that she sometimes held
them up to ridicule in front of the rest of the class.
Harlow was not one to escape her sharp tongue, He took
it for two years, and sometimes at night in his bedroom
would walk the floor and cry at the cruel thing she had
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said to him.

Harlow entered Detroit High School the year after
Clifford graduated. This made him the oldest one at
home now that Clif was in the U. of 0.

His eighth grade teacher had been Mrs, Minturn
and she was a good teacher. Harlow did well in high
school and grew to enjoy it a great deal, for one
reason: he was very much liked by his classmates and
all the student body.

w . -—

For the first year or two he was not able to
enter competitive sports much but by his junior year he
began to play basketball and made the first string
team. During his high school years he was student body
president one year, editor of the school paper one year
and held other minor positions such as class president,
treasurer’s office. He also earned a four-year letter.

He graduated with his class in 1950, the boys in
his class, Bob Donnelly, Glenn Denton and Robert Budlong
(who became his brother-in-law in 1953) were all good
friends. In fact, Harlow had many good, loyal friends.

That year when the fire broke out on the Santiam
Gorge and traveled south and east and west, burning out
the timber in the area of the new dam and covering
thousands of acres, Harlow hired out to the Forest
Service as cook's helpsr to Mrs. Mason (a longtime
friend of the family). He worked at Mongold in the large
dining area set up for that purpose. This of course was
a temporary job. When the family was ready in early
June to take a 10,000 mile trip through California,
Arizona, N. Mexico, east to Louisiana and north to
Wisconsin and Morth Dakota, west to Washington and
home again, he was anxious to stay home and work that
summer, but we were delighted when he decided to go
along. ‘

That fall, the school was short of a bus driver, and he
was selected to drive. It was in March of that year that Otis
saw a notice in The Oregonian where Waestern Electric was
asking for young men to train. He decided at once to apply
for a job with them. He was hired and being young and
unmarried, he was shipped from one city to another:
Portland, Chico, Sacramento, etc., and finally to Eureka,
Calif. which he did not like.

Harlow, Beloxi, Miss.

Hario, high school gradua June, 1950.

He started to work in the spring of 1951. He had
some rough times, as his pay was really inadequate.

Moving from place to place, paying board or room and eating
out, no matter how he did it, the money would hardly
reach.

So it was when his number came up for draft that he
enlisted in the U. S. Air Force and passed. He went inta
military CIA work, and for the next four years spent time
in Beloxi, Mississippi for training, and after a 30 day
furlough he was sent to Japan where he spent most of his
military sarvice years. He gained weight, looked good, his
pay increased at regular intervals, so that when he came
out of the service his income was sufficient to support
him in a much more substantial way.

In the late 50°s he left Western Electric for a job
as layout man for The Oregon Journal, a daily, which was
having strike problems. He was with them for nearly two
years, he hated it, he had bad feet and standing all day
was more than he could take.

Meeting his former Western Electric boss on the street,
he was happy to hear him say, “Why don’t you come back to
Western Electric?” He did. They gave him the same pay
which he had received when he left and in five years had
his seniority restored. He is happy in his work. From
Western Electric, he has received schooling in Denver,
Portland and in the Bay Area in California a couple of
times. He is now one of the two men in Oregon who is able
to install computerized telephone equipment.

He was married on October seventh, 1961 to Joanne
Pettys Schroeder, and has two children, Charles by a former
marriage of Joanne's and Allison a little daughter. Harlow
and Joanne own their own four bedroom home in Salem. Both
are working, both have good incomes. Children both in school.

James and Harlow in new Detroit, 1952. (James U. of O.

student, Harlow home on furlough)




Leaving Colton after two years the family moved to
Portland in 1939. Marlene was six that summer we moved to
1612 Clay Street, with no play space to speak of excepting
a full-sized dry basement and the sidewalk. A backyard the
size of a small living room. She and the boys soon became
acquainted with their next door neighbors, Lloyd and Tiny
{Gyneth) Hemer. They spent hours together.

That fall Marlene started to school but Shattuck was
down on 8th and Hall streets was a full mile which was quite
a distance for one so young even if she had Harlow and
Clifford to walk with. That fall we moved to 9th and Hall,
just near the Park Blocks where the children spent hours.

She did well in her school work, she had such a pleasant
teacher, she did especially well in reading and writing.

The last of summer 1940 the family spent three or four
weeks near Sheridan at the Haugen farm. Marlene enjoyed
herself that summer. Both Haugen girls were having music
lessons and it sometimes irritated Marlene that they had
to stay so long at the piano. She herself would like to
play too. Marlene also had a few music lessons from
Gertrude Crisp, long time friend and music teacher, before
leaving Sheridan that summer of 1940. So her mother carried
on with her lessons for five or so years and she became
quite good,

Marlene with Tip, Shelby house, 1942,
In late August of 1940 the family settled at Detroit

on or near the banks of the Santiam River. The narrow county

road ran directly in front of the house and beyond that the

railroad tracks and beyond the tracks was the river. Having

played with boys all of her life she was quite a good

acrobat, climbing, running, throwing ball, jumping, sledding,

on stilts she was very athletically inclined. Her own

brothers naturally expected this performance of her for

they had competed with her for years, but the boys her

age and slightly older at school did not especially appreciate

her clever ability to outdo them at competitive boy

sports. On more than one occasion the boys chased her home

from school with rocks because she had outdone them.

Stanley enlisted in the army in February of 1942 and
how the family missed him. With both older brothers gone
it was pretty lonely for the younger children at times.
Marlene's second grade teacher was Mrs. Bearden who

did not especially like children and for some trivial

misdemeanor she would make a child stand in the corner for

long periods of time. One day Marlene had to stand facing

the corner for returning a boy's eraser that she had

borrowed.
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Marlene, displaying Stan’s service James waits while Mr.
flag, 1942. Wiidanen baptizes Mariene,
Her third and fourth grade teacher was Mrs. Graf who had
a particularly sharp tongue. In more than one case she
either planned or tried to pin something on Marlene. Accusing
her of things of which Marlene knew nothing. One day she
“accused Marlene and another girl, Dorothy Bergeson, of
writing obscene notes. Keeping the girls after school and
trying to force them to admit it when Dorothy’s mother
walked in and slapped her face, breaking her glasses. We
were secretly smug about the whole outcome. However, she
had the gall after that to ask Marlene to go to court and
testify in her behalf.

Marlene was guite young when she decided she wanted to
be a Christian. |t was during the time that Eldon Wiidanen
and his wife, Opal, were the ministers at Detroit. In 1944
or 1945 she and James were both baptized at the pool in
Breitenbush.

She was also in Waldemar Krause's room and enjoyed
him very much as a teacher.

While the family was living in the Stahlman
house Marlene was severely scalded. [t happened ona
Saturday morning, Otis was in the bathroom shaving and
Opal and Marlene were in the kitchen doing dishes. We
were heating water on the kitchen range in a large
kettle and Marlene was standing near the bathroom door
talking to her father. She wheeled suddenly to return to
her dish wiping in time to collide with a kettle of
boiling water which Opal was bringing from the stove to
scald the dishes. What a horrible moment. Her left arm
and the left side of her face were burned badly, We put
cold wet towels on her arm and hurriedly left for Mill
City to Dr. Read—over the narrow Santiam road, mostly one
way traffice. There were very few turnouts on the road and
the truck which took the right-away ahead of us would
not turn off and let us pass. We went for miles, with
Marlene screaming and crying from the burns. Opal kept
the towels cold by pressing them against the cold windshield
of the car (it was raining). Marlene was healthy and the
burns healed well but left “calloids” (large unsightly
bumps) on her upper left arm, Marlene was naturally shy and
the unsightly scars made her self-conscious and she would
not wear sleeveless blouses for many years.

Mrs. Grivas was her 7th grade teacher and Inez Runner
her eighth. Inez was public spirited and wished to do
something extracurricular and so she organized a girl
scout troop. Marlene joined, as did the other girls in
her grade. When Inez did not sign her contract to return
the girls were left without a leader. There was so little
for girls that age to do so Opal agreed to become scout
leader. 1t was such a thrill to help the girls progress
and most of them seemed to love it. Marlene simply ate
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it up. In those days one had to really accomplish something
to obtain a badge and she earned two first class badges

for a total 20 badges. She went in for all varieties.

The troop were granted permission to use the old guard
station at Breitenbush where they spent two different
ten-day camp outs. The second one was when Marlene was a
first class scout and one of the leaders. She was always
eager and willing to do her part. She continued with her
scouting until her junior year in high school when she

had to drop out because of age limitations; however, she
helped out as assistant for one mare year.

During those years in scouting she also took an active
part in glee club, continued her music lessons on piano and
earned a music badge. In high school she held several offices,
also a cheerleader for two years. Upon graduation she was the
valedictorian.

Marlene also took piano lessons while in college at
Northwest Christian in Eugene. She had a natural bent
for piano and played some by ear, being very conscious of
discords or mistakes.

She was active in the young people’s work at the church
and after she entered college she made almost weekly trips
to Detroit, sometimes with a companion over the weekend,
to help out in the church work there, singing, playing
the piano or teaching. It was like a weekly shot in the
arm to this small church.

Having finished high school in 1951, she wanted to try
her wings and she and Virginia 0'Brien White went into
Portland to get a job. They did and also secured an
apartment. They split up and Marlene was taken in by 2
friendly elderly couple who worried about her and looked
after her, Came Christmas time she decided to enter
college. The next summer Montgomery Ward (where she had
worked the previous summer) called her back to train the
new operator in the teletype department. (There was a
telegram awaiting us one day on our return home, from
Wards.) She worked two months at Wards, and then again
entered school, working full-time at the Mandarin, a cafe
near the campus. She was run down from hard work, a heavy
school load when she came home for Christmas vacation, but
in the two weeks with rest and good food she was able to
return to college. However, it wasn't long before the
work was too much for her and she came down with an 1
assortment of ailments: heart murmur, bursitis, thyroid
problems, blinding headaches. Working eight hours a day
while carrying a full load of college subjects was just
too much.

That following summer she signed up to do migrant
missionary work in Central California, Firebaugh-Mendota
area and enjoyed it immensely.

Here it is in her own words:

Dear Mom, Daddy and Grandma:

Well, I'm going to be in the hottest part of California.
Marie and | were assigned to Mendota, after much string
pulling. 1t's 34 miles straight west of Fresno. Everyone
here was hoping they wouldn’t be assigned there because
there aren’t any shade trees. Marie and | put in a word
for it, anything to get a tan.

My telephone number is 4611, aithough | don’t know what
good that will do you. I'll be in Mendota until Aug. 18.

Tonight from 7-9 we had recreation—learning and playing
games to teach the children. One that we played was called

Marlene at Firebaugh, Calif. 1952.

A mobile unit for use in visit
ing West Side Larm Tabor camps
will be dedicated al o inecling
of the Fresno Avrea Micrand
Ainistry at & PM Tuesday in the
RBelmont Avenue Christian
Chureli,

The unit, christeoaed the T
vester, s equipped with motion
pictine and recveationgl Frtip
ment, a reeord plaver, a ey
and portable tahles and heneies

1w il be o ersed i the Yoo
aned Firehauch aveas by Opal
Beymer, a staff membn ol the
ministrs, Al we sedunteet
field worker s, Maviene AW ate of
Petroit, Ope., and Yo [hsel
ol Stay Lo, Chre,

Pinata. We were blindfolded, one at a time and hit at a
brightly colored clay vessel to try to break it. It was
held out of our reach on a rope and they'd keep pulling it
all over so it wouldn’t break. Finally a lucky hit broke
it into a thousand pieces and candy, gum and toys went in
every direction. One of the Spanish men on the staff taught
it to us and said that Spanish children always play it.

I've been assigned the primary, instead of juniors, and
1’'m now over the first disappointment.

Another letter:

They keep us so busy here we barely have time to draw
a free breath. One nice thing is that it's so hot they give
us half an hour before supper every dey to go swimming.
There's a real nice pool in the basement of the Presbyterian
church, but the water is like ice.

1t's so much fun here with the kids from different
denominations. There are six of us Disciples, five Methodists,
4-5 Mennonites and the rest are Presbyterians. There are
28 student volunteers which is more than twice as many as




