
The Stro bels

10878 Mill Creek Road

Aumsville OR 97325

December 10, 2000

Dear Fam ily and Friends,

It’s only the second Sunday of Advent, but with artistic a nticipation  I have lit

all the candle s for this festive photograph. The spirit of the season was further

kindled by an early mor ning call from Sister M ellita in Indiana. She is the

Benedictine nun w ho started m e on the vio lin. Although we have w ritten, I

had not heard her voice for over fifty years, now as spirited and congenial as

ever.

Further warmed were our spirits by George’s arrival and his fine fiddling

along with our choir this Sunday morning. He has a student job managing the

university  library computers. As I write I am entertained by his quiet

inventions on the guitar. We will have to wait until December 23 to see my

dearest daughter Marguerite, on a brief break from her graduate studies at

Yale. Henry Jr of course I appreciate every day as my indispensable and

cheerful workmate in the violin shop. And it is no secret that Susan and I are

still in love.

We are all looking  forward  to Christm as, yes, som e more th an others. But

Christmas should be everyday. An occasion for reunion and renewal and good

communal breakfasts, for sausage and song and fruitcake (in moderation), not

for the mere exchange of technical gadgetry and the glad rags and greetings of

commerce.  This Scro oge will b e sixty-five in Ja nuary a nd is not the retiring

kind, but every Christmas spent ought to be well spent, as I pray we may -

savoring indeed this season.

Last year I wrote us a book. Let this letter be for me a symbol of new work,

and let this Christma s bring you all blessings an d happiness.

Thinking of you all,  especially of our sister Dorothy and brother Dominic ^,

we are grateful and careful for you all and for a ll of God’s blessings,

everlasting.

Henry and Susan, Henry Jr, Marguerite, & George



The Strobels
10878 Mill Creek Road
Aumsville OR  97325
(503) 749-1742
www.HenryStrobel.com

Dear

Wet wind blowing, firewood stacking, tree
decorated, letter writing.   � It’s beginning
to look a lot like Christmas. 

The picture here is a little dated (as so are we), so just mentally add a couple
of maturing years, and it will do. Not having seen so many of each other for so
long, maybe many of our mutual mental images are dated like this. Never
mind, I think, the best part of holiday greetings being all the happy memories.

I’m not writing a “newsy” letter this sobering year, grateful simply for what
endures - love, health, work, and children still coming home and joining in the
Christmas choir.

We think of you, and appreciate you. Merry Christmas, God’s blessings.
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Sunday, December 11,2005

Dear Brother, Sister, Family, Friend,

4:00 AM - thinking it’s that time of the passing year, the state of the (domestic) union being strong, unlike the
international desperation, and of the annual Christmas letter, “so what.” you say, very true, and, lamenting the
passage of years, but so good to have had them, time spent (or wasted) tinkering with the computer, time spent (not
wasted) with the work in the violin shop, menial indeed but important to those we serve, that’s the story of most our
lives, lives otherwise spiced with eggs scrambled with cheddar and Tabasco and garlic, or biscuits and marmalade,
coffee or wine M per the time, logs onto the fire, that daily shared labor of love and necessity, or fruitcakes, cherished
or suffered (like Christmas letters ’ but I never met a fruitcake I didn’t like).

Thinking too of the obligatory information, what’s happening what happened, though few but the writer may share
his interest, and the Lord knows who would blame them, it’s from our natural instinct of self-preservation. But on
with the news - 0 a pleasure and duty to write 0 if not to read . . . OK, I’m awake now.

12:00 noon -0 Back home from church; Susan sang in the sanctuary with power and grace. We are all well and
mostly cheerful, for which we thank God. Henry Jr has taken over much of the shop business. George will marry
Amy on January 28. Rita has moved from New York to the Mayo Clinic in Rochester, Minnesota. Earlier this year I
had been appointed to the Archdiocesan Historical Commission (but I’m still only 69), and finally left the Salem
Youth Symphony board after fifteen sufficient years. We are all going to their Christmas Concert this afternoon, Amy
and George being alumni, too.

7:00 PM -H The concert was really good, finishing with Beethoven’s Fifth, and (I’m not making this up) I was invited
on stage to receive two dozen yellow roses and some nice words.

Now an item of interest to all true Strobels, Paul has over many years compiled a rather vast family tree, and has
suggested that I collaborate in getting it out on a CD to those interested. These things are really never finished, and
our ancestors were not in the habit of writing things down. We were not even sure who greatgrandfather Strobe1
was, or where in Germany he came from. Just recently it came to light that he was Alois (not Mathias),   and
emigration records from the state of BadenWuerttemberg show that the widow, Theresia Strobe1 (born Schiel) and
her five sons left her home town of Obertsroth (now part of neighboring Gemsbach) in 1846. The sons were Alois
20, Franz 13, Mathias 2 1, Nikolaus 10, and Thomas 17. If you have information about the early Strobels or Eberles,
or would like to add more recent information to the tree we would absolutely be happy to hear from you!

from

the Henry Strobels

10878 Mill Creek Road
Aumsville OR 97325

(503) 749- 1742

books(@henrystrobel.com

www.hent-ystrobel.com


