
In Memory of Aunt Marynelle 

 

 

From Kathy: 

 

What I remember most about Aunt Mary is her sweet countenance.  She and her 

brother (my dad) were so cute when they got together, reminiscing about the days 

when they were growing up in rural Watauga, Tennessee with our beloved 

grandparents.  We loved to hear their stories.  

  

True country kids, they had a dog named Jip and they had a Belgian hare.  They 

tied June bugs to a string and "flew" them. They took the train into town with their 

parents and had a day of shopping and a movie, and the day happily ended with a 

trip to the drugstore for ice cream Sundays then back home on the train.  

Dad said his sister Mary was very sentimental and wept at every movie they went 

to at the Majestic Theater. She felt things very deeply. 

  

I also have a poignant memory of when Aunt Mary and my cousins and my Uncle 

Jim drove down to our house in Florida for Thanksgiving in the 1970s.  I 

remember my cousin Billy carrying Uncle Jim into our house; he was so very frail 

and ill.  He passed away a short time later that year and we were so glad we got to 

see him.  When my aunt walked into our house after the long drive, I remember her 

clearly saying, "Oh, I do believe I shall weep." She was so happy and relieved to 

have made it to our home for Thanksgiving. And that is the way she always spoke, 

in a very dignified and formal kind of way, a way that people in my generation no 

longer speak. 

  

I know that my Aunt Mary was a great mother to my cousins who loved her 

dearly.  She loved Uncle Jim so much and missed him so, that I am filled with joy 

when I think of the reunion that she and my uncle are having! 

  

 


