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My Childhood Home
By Mary Rose Strobel Beavin
Indianapolis, Indiana

Two loving parents, five sisters, two brothers and one
maiden aunt who rode herd on us, made up my
childhood home. It was .a caring home with happy
people whose arms stretched out to all who entered.

The day I was married I left the same house in which I
had been born. The dining table where I ate as a child
was the dining table where I had my wedding breakfast.
This was a solid house and a steadfast home. The house
was well furnished with fine old woods and the children
were well nourished with old-fashioned, honest-to-
goodness meals, and, nurtured by two kind and sharing
parents.

To me a house is something you live in and a home is
something you make. And make it we did - through a
depression, droughts, illnesses, a couple of wars and
recessions. If we were ever poor, we never knew about it.
.Mother and Dad were frugal and could take a nickel,
turn it over, and find a quarter. "It's all in know-how,"
Mother would say. And she knew how. 

As for the house - it was, and still, is a fine old house. It
has been in existence now for well over one-hundred
years and no doubt is having some exciting times of its
own these days. My youngest sister, her husband, son,
and daughter"'live there and laughter of happy children
rings throughout once again. The Strobel house, as it is
called, is a large white frame house sitting proudly on the
corner of Eleventh and Reubens Streets in Tell City. The
front porch accommodates twin swings and the two front
doors accommodate a lot of brothers, sisters, cousins, and
friends from time to time. If the family wishes to look out
on a cold rainy day you can peer through the American
Gothic front door panes. Or. if you are truly energetic,
you can walk the narrow stairway to the second floor and
look out the double dormer windows at the back and see
much of the surrounding territory.

Looking out the double dormer windows was such fun
when I was a child. I would crawl up on Mother's cedar
chest; which I had been forbidden to do; and see so many
things. I could watch the men working in the field, see
the old cars on the roads blocks away, and perhaps once
in a while, see a horse-drawn wagon with produce
coming into town. Sometimes a hay wagon. I could
watch the milkman or the iceman make his rounds.

Sometimes while upstairs I could be the captain of a ship
or even a pirate looking out over the seas. Or
perhaps a Cape Cod wife waiting for her man to come
home with the catch. When I got tired of these games, I
could sit back down on the cedar chest and pretend to be
a mommie to my dollie, which I felt was really my baby.

About that time one of my sisters would call me and we
would be off to play hopscotch, jump rope, or play in the
sandpile with old cooking utensils. I guess my favorite
pastime was playing under the grape arbor (no longer in
existence) that stretched from the back door all the way
to the alley. I'd tell the bees, "If I don't come after you, don't
sting me." We got along quite well. It would be nice to
have an arbor like that to go back to, stay under during
a drizzly rain and just daydream until the rain came down
too hard and the thunder clapped and the
lightning flashed and I was forced back to reality.


