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Preface 

 

A couple of years into the 21st century, a class on writing ones memories became 

available to me. My first reaction was “But I can’t write!” It was only through 

encouragement of Joyce Cowin and Betty Clark that I started writing a few 

stories of my childhood memories. 

By looking at old albums with pictures of my childhood and reading old letters I 

had written to my mother over the years was a great help. Soon I was writing 

more and more.  

My thanks to my daughter-in-law Sharon who typed up all my manuscripts 

(almost sixty chapters!) and oldest son Jerry who kept “needling” me to keep on 

writing of retirement and travels I have finally, hope, finished. Son Doug was 

very much excited about putting it on a website. Granddaughter Jennifer for 

putting it together with pictures for publishing and gave it one more proof-read.  

Thanks to everyone. 

 
 

 

 
 

To my sons  
Jerry, Stanley and Douglas 

 

and my 
 Grandchildren 

 

 

 
2009  

Visit Jewel’s website at www.link2site.net/jewel 
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Windows

Windows, we usually think of them as an opening in a wall of a building to let light and air in.
My dictionary also tells me it is an interval of time during which conditions are favorable or
an opportunity exists.  Now as I look back over my life there have been many windows,
which I have looked through, each giving me an opportunity to see life from a different
perspective.

Lying in bed at the age of fourteen, convalescing from a hospital stay, can be very frustrating
and life changing.  There in the wall was a very large picture window, which gave me a view
of a very small patch of grass, a sidewalk, and a slope down to the graveled street.  Across
the street stood a two-story house where an older couple, the Benches, lived and a smaller
house, where my friend Loudell, her sister Annette, and parents lived.  Very few cars drove
by, but many people walked by, going to and from the post office, grocery store, church, or
school.  Most everyone knew me, and they would all wave and shout an encouraging word,
especially two of my teachers who lived next door and went by every day going and coming
from school.  There were often times at night that I could look out and watch the Milky Way
and the Big Dipper putting out their little points of sparkling lights.  All this contributed to
lifting my spirit in knowing that I would soon be out and walking the street with them.

It was always a joy to take my children to visit my parents and look out the picture window
of the sunroom on to the patio.  There was the large lawn, bordered with shrubs and
flowers, which my mother had so lovingly tended.  There were Azaleas, Camellias,
Rhododendrons and a beautiful large Fuchsia that grew by the corner of the garage, which
was situated back of the house at the alley.  There was an apple tree on which mother had
grafted four different kinds of apples, as well as a cherry tree which she grafted three other
kinds of cherries.  It was here where the boys liked to climb the trees and help grandmother
make pancakes on the outdoor fireplace and grill.

In our small home on the Indian Reservation I could look out my kitchen window to the
sagebrush hills to the south, and from the bedroom’s small window the morning sun awakened
me as it tried to peek through the green leaves being tossed to and fro by the wind.

Our home on Occidental had large windows and sliding doors to the south that overlooked
a gurgling stream that sparkled in the sunlight.  Beyond was the pasture where cows, and a
few times, horses grazed.  In the spring it was a lovely green and in winter covered with
pristine white snow.  Large trees grew by the banks of the creek and were as tall as the cliff
and the house that sat on it.  One could see swallows darting in and out among the limbs,
noisy magpies chatting away and woodpeckers tapping out messages.  Sometimes the
meadowlark broke out into her melodious songs and the gold finch perched on the wild rose
bushes growing on the hillside.  Looking up and out one could see the Ahtanum Ridge and
the blue sky above where at times angry black clouds rose their heads over the ridge,
through most of the days white fluffy clouds went bouncing over it into our view.  Sometimes
the boys could pick out angels, rabbits, a basket and other images as the clouds took
different shapes.  Maybe an angel?
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There were the windows in foreign lands which looked out onto another view, another
world.  While in Madrid, Spain, Alfred and I looked out the window to the park nearby where
on this Sunday morning brown-eyed children in their very best were playing as their parents
talked.

In Beirut, Lebanon, looking out the window we saw the beautiful blue Mediterranean Sea as
well as refugee camps below.  In Egypt, through a window, we watched Faluka’s sailing on
the Nile at sunset that threw a reddish glow over ancient tombs in the Valley of the Kings.  In
Istanbul our view out the window was of mosques on the skyline and myriads of minarets
against the azure sky pointing the way to heaven.  Kuwait’s window looked out on sand and
more sand to the murky Persian Gulf where desalination plants were the source of our fresh
drinking water.

Closer to home we looked out from a hotel lobby window in Panama City while police
hunted suspects who had burned a car about two blocks away.  In Bogotá, Columbia we
were awakened one morning by a raucous noise and when looking out the window saw an
old man and a burrow under a large tree where he was “setting up” business for the day.

There were many large windows in our son Jerry and his wife Sharon’s home near Duanesburg,
New York.  Alfred and I, while visiting there, spent hours looking out the west windows to
rolling hills and farms and to the east where a large lawn ended at the woods beyond.  We
viewed the animal life that from time to time strolled across the lawn, the rabbits, the
squirrels, a wild turkey or two.  The final day of Alfred’s life, Sharon and I looked out and saw
a couple of deer cross the lawn.

Now I look out the large corner window of my bedroom and see a very large lawn sur-
rounded by Co-op’s where single older people live alone.  Here I can look out and see a large
Blue Spruce neatly trimmed with eight beautiful quail underneath having a nice lunch calling
to each other as their crests bob up and down.

In the spring, each morning, I look out at a beautiful pink dogwood tree.  From another
large corner window in the living room I can see a patch of the hills above Terrace Heights
that in the spring is a bright green and in summer they look golden in the sunshine.  At times,
in the winter, I watch the mists rising up from the Yakima River, blocking the view.  Many a
sunset adds soft pink colors to the clouds and lifts my spirit.

One morning this winter as I looked north to the line of stark bare trees along Lincoln
Avenue, which was suddenly bathed with the morning sun that turned them into a brilliant
blood red color, I thanked the creator God for the beauty I have seen through windows.

Then I think of the louvered windows on the west side of the Church Sanctuary as the sun
shines through the stained glass and I watch the sweeping masses of colors, red, blue,
yellow, green, and violet symbolizing spiritual truths that becomes praises flowing to God
for the creation of the world and all there in.  The color on the east windows form symbols
of the birth, life, death and resurrection of my Savior, Christ the Lord.  As I turn to look at
the colored glass candle holders on the communion table, a brilliant light shines through the
high narrow window striking the candle, making it seem to light up.  It reminds me of the
Light from God that shines through me and I pray I might reflect in someway His Light and
Love to others.
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My First Experience On Earth

It has been so many years since I became a resident of this planet.  Looking back to that
time is like viewing my life thru a kaleidoscope with such glorious colors and sounds.  Although
a few maybe dark and somber, most all the memories are brilliant and humbling.

I was born in Eugene, Oregon to a loving couple, Noah and Nellie Helterbrand, whose first
baby died four days after birth.  Now, ten years later on January 6, 1915 a little girl weighing
9lbs, with a tuft of golden blonde hair arrived to fill an empty void.  I was named after my
father’s sister, Jewel, and his mother, Anna, and being the first girl grandchild in the Helterbrand
family (dad had ten siblings) thus I was quite an attraction when we visited his family in

Cabool, Missouri.

It was the winter of my first birthday when we were there the first
time.  What a celebration!  Also, the story of my almost demise
which has been told so many times I think I remember it.

Especially, after about forty years later when I visited the
Helterbrand “Old Home” place and saw the very place “it” happened.
My aunts and uncles made sure of that.

Most of the houses in “those days” were built with bedrooms on
the second floor with a very steep, and narrow, flight of stairs.
There were doors at the top and bottom of the stairs.

One morning my mother dressed me and made me presentable
for my morning kisses from grandparents, aunts, and uncles.  She

started down the stairs, tripped, and shot down those stairs headfirst.  Mother managed to
get turned over just in time to hit the door at the bottom, which was normally latched, but
fortunately this time was not.  As it flew open I shot out of her arms and over her head, slid
across the room, under the table, and hit the wall.  It was considered a miracle that I was
alive!

My Aunt Jewel, who was twenty years younger than my Dad and about sixteen years older
than I, loved to feed me bananas and I enjoyed them immensely.  All the grown ups were
shocked and told my aunt I would surely get sick and die!  But, I didn’t!

My Uncle Jim, Dad’s youngest brother and a few years older than Aunt Jewel, came out to
Oregon to work and stayed with my parents about the time I was born.  Uncle Jim stayed
until we went back to Missouri that next winter.  It was when I began to crawl that I became
addicted to eating the tacks that came out of his resoled shoes.  That habit soon came to a
stop as soon as mother discovered the mystery!  I have always attributed my strong
constitution to these incidences.

At a very early age I must have had a great appreciation of music for I was told that upon

Jewel with Grandparents
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hearing any music I would stand up in my buggy and do a little dance and when older I
always danced on my tip toes.  I wonder why I never took ballet, but I did dance the
Charleston, and to this day I am unable to keep my feet still whenever I hear peppy music,
and that means in Church also!
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I Remember Mother

Mother loved the outdoors.  She was “raised” in the Cedar Flat area up the McKenzie River
from Eugene, Oregon.  She loved to tell of her childhood, living in a log cabin in the mountains,
and having the whole woods in which to play.  I think she could name all the flora and fauna
in the mountains.

Her greatest pleasure was going back to the old mountain home.  Nearly every spring she
would return to pick the fragrant Lady Slippers and show Pearl and me where to find the
delicate wildflowers; Lambs Tongue, Rooster Bill, Trillium, Cat Ears, Jack In The Pulpit, Johnny
Jump Ups, and Flags.

What fun it was to have her make a swing of Vine Maple.  Mother could name and imitate
practically every bird in the forest and play a tune on a blade of
grass held between her thumbs as well as making a willow whistle.
She knew where to find the first ripe strawberries and I can still
remember the delicious dessert she made with hot biscuits and
thick fresh cream.

Mother loved to sing!  She was always bursting out with a song.
We were the last in our neighborhood to buy a radio!  Mother
knew all the verses to most songs anyway!  She insisted that
Pearl and I have singing lessons and I will always cherish the
memory of singing with her and Pearl in the choir at the Springfield
Christian Church.  She had first begun her singing in the Walla
Walla Christian Church at seventeen.

Mother was always an early riser and when my sister and I slept
too long mother loved to get us out of bed by playing a record
on the phonograph.  I think the one she liked best was “Lazy
Mary will you get up, will you get up, will you get up,” after about
the third time she played it we got up, and soon we were singing

along with her.  Lots of the songs we sang were ballads from my grandmother’s music book
or Hymns until we were in our teens and started to buy popular sheet music, some of which
I still have.  Could she ever yodel!  She was at her best when we went hiking.  Dad wasn’t
too pleased when she yodeled around home, guess he was afraid of what the neighbors
would think.  In her early forties she had her tonsils removed and seemed to lose her ability
to yodel and she didn’t sing as often.

Mother’s greatest love was her garden, both vegetables and flowers.  Her vegetable and
berry garden yielded enough for our yearly supply as well as for neighbors and friends who
stopped by. She still had a small plot for fresh vegetables when at 85 the “home place” was
sold.  Mother’s flower garden for a number of years supplied flowers for funerals, weddings
and church services.  Many people sought her advice on how to grow unusual or rare
varieties of plants and she was always giving away “starters and bulbs.”  At one time she

Mother with Daughters
Jewel and Pearl
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had about thirty varieties of roses and folks would come by our place just to look, admire,
and smell.  She had a large lot where she grew huge yellow chrysanthemums.  Alumni of the
University of Oregon would come to buy her chrysanthemums for the University’s
homecoming each year.
In front of our house stood a sixty-foot redwood tree she had started from a small burl.
This was her pride and joy.  I think she inwardly cried every time we had to “top” it.  We had
two old fruit trees on which she grafted several varieties.  She also grafted English walnuts
onto the black walnut tree.  She was still gathering and drying them to give away the fall
before she moved, at 85, into the Camlu Retirement complex.  For several years, until a
hard frost killed it, she had a fig tree from which she enjoyed eating the fresh figs.

Mother’s love of nature also urged her on to “land’s end,” the coast.  She loved to go to the
ocean every chance she could get and would spend many an hour walking along the beach
listening to the pounding surf and the screaming sea gulls as well as picking up rare shells
and beautiful agate stones.

Wife, mother, grandmother, great grandmother knew God was everywhere!  And that he
has made all things bright and beautiful, all things great and small.”
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My Father

Early memories of my father are that of a tall handsome man, who carried me on his
shoulder while walking down the aisle of a train car.  I can still feel the swaying of the train
from side to side, hear the piercing whistle, and see the bright shiny lights that were so close
overhead I could almost touch them.  This, I expect, was because my father followed the
work in harvests and the oil fields, and travel was usually by train in those early days of my
life.

His work in the wheat harvest took him from
Connell and Walla Walla, Washington to the
Midwest through Nebraska and Kansas, and to
the oil well fields in Oklahoma.  Mother loved to
travel with my father and stay with friends and
relatives.

Then came the time my sister was about to
arrive on the scene and my parents bought a
home in Springfield, Oregon where I spent the
next twenty years.

My father, from then on, worked for Booth-
Kelly Lumber Company where he was the only
person that ran what was called the “Bull” planer
until his retirement.  This machine “planed”
timbers up to 8" by 12" by 40' long, which
were used for bridge timbers, railroad boxcar
sill, and ties, as well as girders for tall buildings.
At the age of seventy-two he was called back
to run the planer during World War II.  The person
running the planer had enlisted in the army and
no one else in town knew how to run it.

I have a memory of my father carrying me up
a long stair to a house with a porch along the
front of it and when he held me up I could look

out across a beautiful sparkly expanse of water.  Years later I was talking to my mother
about a dream I had, but I wasn’t sure it was a dream or whether it was real.  She looked at
me rather oddly then said with amazement in her voice, “Jewel, you have just described the
place we lived in Tacoma, Washington when you were two years old.” Since then I have
seen those houses built on the cliffs, over looking Puget Sound, with wooden stairs going
down to the street below.

It seems my Daddy was always there when I needed him most.  He bound up my cuts and
bruises.  I was always cutting myself with a knife, falling on the wooden sidewalk, running a

Father with Daughters Jewel and Pearl
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rusty nail in my knee, or stepping on a bumblebee.  When I was ill he would sit in the rocking
chair holding me and telling his favorite stories or singing.  His Missouri dialect made his
stories especially interesting.  He loved to tell stories about his hound dog that treed a
“Baar” or “Coon” while squirrel hunting.  One of his favorite songs was the “Whistler and His
Dog.”  But, the best one he sang was...

“A preacher went a hunting
twas on a Sunday morn.
It was against his religion
But he took his gun along.

He shot some very fine quail
And one little measly hare.

And on his way returning home
He met a great big Grizzly Bear.”

Oh the bear sat down in the middle of the road
And the Preacher climbed out on a limb.
He cast his eyes to the Lord and Skies

And these are the words he said to him.

Oh Lordy you delivered Jonah
From the belly of the whale

And the Hebrew children from the fiery furnace
The good book do declare.

But, Oh Lordy if you can’t help me -
For goodness sake don’t help that bear!

When his three grandsons came to visit him he regaled in telling them stories of Paul Bunyan
and his Blue Ox.  These were stories of the adventures and feats of a giant lumberjack and
his Giant Blue Ox.  He was a great hero to all who worked in the early lumber business.  One
of his best stories was of a Swede named Finn who lived up the McKenzie River.  The story
goes...  One day Finn went up the river from Thurston to deliver some supplies.  He stopped
at a store, tied his horses and wagon to an enormous rock and went inside.  It started to
rain, and it rained and poured for about a couple of days.  Old Finn stayed in the store until it
stopped, and he decided he better go home.  When he got outside his horses and wagon
were gone.  There was nothing he could do so he started to walk down the road to home.
After a few miles he saw his horse and wagon being drawn back to the big rock where the
horses’ reins were still tied.  The sun had come out, dried out the reins, shrinking them.  He
had to run back to the rock to catch up with his horses’, and that rock has been called Finn
Rock ever since.

My father occasionally played a game of pinochle down at the pool hall where winnings were
paid with “hickies”.  These could be traded for merchandise.  He used to treat my mother
and sister and me to the most delicious Green River floats with those “hickies.”  Mother had
cured him of gambling a few years earlier when winnings were paid in cash.  He always
carried a lot of his winnings in his wallet and one time after a big winning, mother “lifted” it
from his wallet.  Thinking he had lost it he retraced his steps to the pool hall.  In the
meantime mother took my baby sister and me and hid under the bed.  When he returned
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home he thought his wife and children were also gone.  I’m not sure what happened after
Mother crawled out from under the bed, but Dad never played for money after that!

Dad loved circuses and I remember him taking my sister and I to many a circus parade,
which usually went from one side of the town from the train depot to the other side of town
to an open field.  It was fascinating to watch the elephants, tigers, and lions, but best of all,
to ride on the merry-go-round and eat cotton candy.

When we went to picnics or camping trips with friends, Noah was designated to make the
coffee.  Everyone said only Noah could make good coffee.  It was always made in a large
blue granite coffee pot that he set over an open fire and when ready he crushed a couple of
eggshells and put in the pot.  This was to clear the cloudy coffee.

My father was a Spanish American War Veteran and I can see him to this day marching in
Parades proudly carrying the American flag.  In his retirement years he served as commander
of the General Lawton Post in Eugene, Oregon, this gave him much joy.
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Memories of My Sister Pearl

I was almost three and a half years old when my Daddy, and his brother my Uncle Ed, went
on a hike and took me along.  It was a beautiful sunny day in June and the hike took us to
the top of a butte, at the edge of the small town of Springfield, Oregon.

Along on the hike was Uncle Ed’s dog that kept running around trees and shrubs, barking at
every rustle in the grass, and digging holes.
Uncle Ed would get very excited (I expect for
my benefit) and would keep saying the dog had
a bear treed or was digging after a rattler.

After munching on sandwiches, which appeared
mysteriously, most likely, from Daddy’s pocket.
We started back for home and by the time we
arrived I was very tired and Daddy was carrying
me.  As we entered the front room, what a
surprise, there in my favorite rocking chair was
a tiny baby wrapped in soft blankets, laying on
a big soft pillow.  My sister, June Pearl!

Another little baby was born that day about a
mile away to mother’s sister Jessie.  A boy
named Howard Nesbitt.  Pearl and Howard were
always referred to as the twin cousins.

I’m not sure you could say I was very protective
of her, but one day when she was about a year
old, mother went outside to hang the wash
and told me to watch her and not let her cry.
When mother came back in I had done a great
job.  Pearl was gasping for breath, I had stuffed
dry beans in her mouth to keep her quiet.

About the same time mother had made a
beautiful lacy dress for her, put her in my doll
carriage, and surrounded her with rose blossom
and petals.  I pushed my baby sister down the

street of the city’s annual Rose Parade.  When Pearl was about seven or eight she was
chosen Junior Rose Queen and was crowned with a wreath of Roses.

When I started to school she was left alone to play and talk to her dolls.  One-day mother
heard her talking and called out the window asking with whom she was talking.  Her answer;
“me talkie to me!”  Another prize remark was made when she was sent to the butcher
shop to buy some meat.  Pearl emphatically told the butcher, “mother wants some round

Baby Sister Pearl


