Chapter 4: From Mountain State to Motor City

By the late 1940s, many coal mines in Wheeling closed due to dangerous conditions,
labor disputes, automation, and the emergence of new energy sources. Dad, who started work in
the mines at fourteen, recognized that life underground was no longer physically or financially
sustainable. Hoping for a better path, he and Mom opened G.I. Joe, a local bar catering to recent
immigrants from the old country. One of my favorite memories is watching Dad play his
harmonica with lively tunes, making everyone smile and tap their feet. Patrons shared stories
from back home, laughing and finding comfort in each other's company. After a short time,
however, the struggling postwar economy cut that venture short as well, forcing my parents to
rethink our future.

With jobs growing scarce in West Virginia, my parents, like many Appalachian families,
made a difficult decision to seek opportunities elsewhere. Leaving the place where they were
born and spent their childhood and young adult lives was not easy. It was a journey filled with
mixed emotions. I’m sure they felt a deep sense of loss at parting from their familiar
surroundings and the close-knit community they had always known. Dad relocated first, seeking
both work and a place for our family to live. He stayed with his sister, Aunt Ida, and her husband,
Uncle Bill Trybuski, who had previously settled in Detroit. Dad lived with them for many
months at 4896 Lovett Street as he made preparations for us to join him.

Meanwhile, as our move approached, Mom and I sometimes took the train from
Wheeling to Detroit to visit Dad. As the youngest, I loved the special alone time with Mom,
sharing our prepared sandwiches while listening to the clatter of the train wheels on the tracks. I

remember the soft hum of conversations around us, with the occasional shout of the conductor.
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Watching the changing scenery from the window, farms and towns passing by, sparked my
imagination for our new life together. Those train rides meant smiles, daydreams, and closeness
with my Mom. How nice it was to have her all to myself.

Finally, in 1948 or 1949, our parents sold our Wheeling house, and Mom and four kids
joined Dad in Detroit. We set up our household in a flat above Aunt Ida and Uncle Bill's grocery
store on 18th Street near Buchanan. I remember arriving in Detroit and feeling overwhelmed by
the bustling city, filled with tall buildings and the constant hum of cars. Dad found work at the
Dodge Main Factory in Hamtramck, where men with little schooling earned good wages on the
assembly line. My three older siblings attended St. Leo's Catholic School. Faith and family gave

us a strong foundation.

ST. LEO’S CHURCH AND RECTORY ON GRAND RIVER AVENUE
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Detroit was very different from Wheeling. It buzzed with opportunity and diversity. Our
neighborhood had many large families from various backgrounds. Two of my friends, Dewey
and Frances, were African American siblings who introduced us to their food and traditions. I
recall the wild turkey their father hunted and the special dishes their mother made. Living among

many cultures made my world bigger and more exciting.

Ted sometimes let me ride his four-wheel cycle.
This is the back of our home on 18th Street.

ROSE ON TED’S CYCLE

Each day brought something new. A big old tree stood in front of our home, dropping
green pods like cigars we tried to ‘smoke’ ... it always made us laugh. When not inventing
games, we played tag, hide-and-seek, kick the can, or set up a sidewalk lemonade stand for a few
nickels from passersby.

One summer at our lemonade stand, my sister Mary Jane showed her fierce loyalty. When
her friend Sandra got bossy with me, Mary Jane stepped in—hands on her hips, chin raised—
saying, “Let her be, Sandra, if you know what’s good for you. She’s just a kid—and my little

sister.” That was Mary Jane: fair, fearless, and protective. I always admired her.
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Mary Jane and I loved Shirley Temple, a talented child star with a bright smile and loads
of curls. To give us a Shirley moment, Mom gave us Tonette permanents—wrapping our straight
hair around hard pink rollers. The ammonia formula stung as we covered our eyes with damp
washcloths. When the rollers came out, curls stuck out everywhere. Our brothers, Tom and Ted,
teased us until Dad said, “You look beautiful.” That was all I needed; Dad’s approval made
everything feel right.

In 1949, Dad proudly bought a shiny, wooden piece of furniture—it combined an

Admiral TV, a record player, and a radio. A huge piece, but real luxury in our modest home.

TED & ROSE’S
FAVORITE TV SHOW

My brother, Ted, entered the “Howdy Doody Look-
Alike Contest,” with lipstick freckles and his hands
held up like a puppet. He didn’t win the competition,
but he should have.

20 ORIGINAL EPISODES

BUFFALO BOB &
HOWDY

Many evenings were filled with laughter watching shows like Sid Caesar and Milton
Berle on our fancy television. We’d gather as a family, sharing stories and smiles. Sometimes

Dad watched wrestling, but I’d try to coax him to let me watch my shows.

986 Words Page 4 of 5



During our early Detroit years, one thing never changed: we stayed close as a family. The
Starosciak kids always looked out for each other, and our home was full of laughter and love,
however simple. Even now, that closeness endures. The bond we built through change and
challenge carried us from coal dust of Wheeling to the streets of Detroit.

Now in my retirement years, [ miss my family members who have passed away, but I
don’t like to dwell on the past. Instead, I try to cherish the sweet memories we shared. I hope the
current generation maintains bonds that tie family members together and prepare them for life's

unpredictable paths, of which I’ve had many.
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