Aug. 21, 1942:

Dear Coz:

For such we are although we may never see each other.  I was so glad to hear from some of you. Uncle Jay used to write me but after his passing on no one answered me.  Uncle Jay knew me when I was just a baby but I do not remember any of the boys. From the pictures I have of Uncle Norman, he looked as I remember my own father. He never changed his habits and at the time of his death was living with the Negros in Portsmouth Virginia. He said he had a cancer of the tongue and asked to come to me. I told him he had better stay there where he could be well cared for as they sent all cancer cases north did not treat them here. This was the truth. He told me that he had plenty and would be no burden so I did not worry over him so when Kieth was at Norfolk, in training, I asked him to go over to see him as I had not heard for some time.  He went and traced him out by address a squalid negro section. Yes, they said he had lived there, 'Capt' Miller, but had died some time before. We could not find out just when, or where he was buried. He had nothing they said. 

Well, I am glad he is out of his misery for I cannot mourn for him for I cannot remember him as a good father nor husband.

Do you know anything about Uncle Neal? Norman's folks did not.

I will try to write to Uncle Bert.  I write every Sunday to Virginia she lives in Hollywood Fla and to Kieth 'somewhere on the Pacific'. then here is Rita, Kieth's wife, John and Onnie my foster son and his wife, they live in Springfield, Ill, Earl's sisters, and two of my mother's sisters live in California and now I want to keep in touch with some of you wish I had a type writer than perhaps my pen could keep up with my mind.

How is Aunt Hattie's health? Oh! I see you say fair. Yes I know I am glad to be alone as we grow older - it is far more pleasant. Virginia was here with her four, for about five years and although I love my grandchildren it was good to be alone. Both Earl and I enjoy it although we do miss them and Bonnie Jean, John's little one, they were here about three months before she was a year old Earl just idolized her, she him.

I hope Beverly will finish high she will always regret it if she does not.  There are no advanced jobs now but what one must have at least a 'high' diploma.  It does make one feel important to have a 'job'. I will be 54 the fifteenth of October and as far as I knew I was the only October 'bird' of the family so greetings Ernest! My daughter-in-law is also one of 'us', Rita. I have never seen her but I 'like' her letters.

I have enclosed our record also snap of Earl and I. It is good of us although taken several years ago Earl is nine years older than I. We have had our ups and downs as most do. Lost quite a bit in the Florida 'boom' and have never been able to do more than keep straight with the work since but Thank God we are that. Earl is 63 he lost one eye several years ago so he is lucky to get work but I know God will care for us. You know that old saying 'Cast thy bread upon the waters' we have helped others now if need be God will see we are cared for.

Well I have 'run on' again. Please give the others my love. I would enjoy 'snaps' of all of you. Please write and tell the other to. God Bless You All. 

That Florida Coz, 

Mae

I do thank your postmaster.

Earl J. Kretser
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