
 

 
 

Koeninger Possum Tale 
By Donna Koeninger 
 

Wow! Where do I begin? We were blessed in 1973 to acquire the little 
red cabin my great Uncle Robert Mabry built in 1949 which happens 

to be the year I was born. I remember the day my Aunt Lucile called in April of 1973 
asking if we wanted to buy the cabin. My husband Frank was in another room but 
could hear me on the phone. I said “Aunt Lucile, we just bought this house in East 
Brainerd. I don’t see how we can afford to buy the lake cabin. How much do you 
want for it?” She said $6,000. I said rather loudly “$6,000 is a lot of money”! From 
the next room came this booming voice “we’ll take it”! I said “Aunt Lucile, looks like 
you just sold the cabin”! That is when the Koeninger Possum Tale began & what an amazing 46 years 
it has been!  

 
No one had set foot inside the cabin in over 9 years & it 
had become a catch all for anything they wanted out of 
their home but not get rid of. I remember stepping in the 
door of the kitchen. The door would not open all the way 
because there were stacks of dishes covering the entire 
floor. I was 26 years old with no clue what all this stuff 
was but with a baby on my hip I knew all that assorted 
glassware had to go. With no dishwasher, my first 
experience being on a well that sometimes worked & a 
one year old, it was definitely going to be paper plates for 
this family! So funny! My mother had this man living in 
their basement apartment who was an antique dealer & 

he “graciously” offered to take all that stuff off our hands. I had never heard of pink impression glass 
& thought those bright multi-colored 12 piece plate settings of Fiesta Ware were the ugliest dishes I 
had ever seen! I am sure Baxter laughed all the way to the bank with what he sold that stuff for. After 
hauling out several trailer loads of furniture & a few mounted dead fish we moved in for our first 
summer. We did not have a tub or shower so we would wait until it was almost dark, load Mark in the 
stroller & walk down to the lake. With a float loaded with towels, shampoo & soap we floated out to 
the swim dock along with baby Mark to clean up after a day working on the cabin. Don’t remember 
anyone commenting but sure there was talk of this new family bathing in the swim area. That was 
year one & the cabin started to take shape.  
 

In March of 1975 our second son Kevin was born. By now we were troopers at 
managing a baby at the lake moving in for the summer. We added a small shower & 
no longer had to bathe in the lake. It exhausts me to think about it now but we were 
young, full of energy & excitement loving every minute in this red cabin. Our boys 
grew up so fast & our summers were spent with their friends coming up & our time 
skiing was cut back considerably. We pulled those boys & their friends all over that 
lake from dawn to dusk. When it was too dark to ski, it was time to fish. The years 
passed by so quickly & our lives changed when we became empty nesters with both 
boys away at college but when summer rolled around they came home & it was Possum Creek time. 



 

Both our sons are now married with kids of their own. My oldest grandchildren, Mabry & Mag, live in 
Canton, GA & have grown up coming to the lake every summer. Now my 2 youngest granddaughters, 
Ansel & Laurel, are enjoying the same tradition after moving here from Colorado 3 years ago.  
 

 
 
The only low point in our story was August 24, 2010 when 
Frank passed away but his memory lives on. It was a little 
sad seeing our beloved cabin torn down in December to 
make way for the new house now under construction our 
family will enjoy for generations to come. I can’t wait to 
move in & be a year round CFBCC resident excited to get to 
know all my neighbors & fellow club members. 

 



 

 



 



 
 



 



 



 



 

 
 


