Letter written to Bonnie from her grandmother Margaret
(Maggie) Corell Graham. Maggie was 71 yrs old and would
pass away one year later. Bonnie was 17 and finishing up her
freshman year at Madison College. Grandmother (Page 1) is
Mary Rutledge Thompson Corell, who died May 17, 1942
(age 89). Maggie was probably in Tazewell for several
months taking care of her mother.
Tazewell VA
March 5, 1942

Dear Bonnie,
I will write this but do not know when it will get mailed
as the snow drifts in the roads out here are from 10-15 ft
deep. I have never seen such as a storm as we had
Monday night and Tuesday night and part of the day
Wednesday. And it looks like it might begin any time to
snow or rain Thursday. A snow drift here at the kitchen
window that is half way over the window, “believe it or
not”. Well I believe I heard of a little girl names Bonnie
that was going to get a spanking. Aunt Margaret said
you were home and gone and she did not know it. Well
have you hear the news? Uncle Wade and Aunt Bobbie
have a son. He was born Feb. 28. I believe that is Gail’s
birthday. It seems like a long time since I had a letter
from Loudoun but it has been 3 days since we had any
mail. I am real anxious to know if they had a storm out
there like we had. Will tell you what Aunt Margaret said
David pulled oﬀ. Said she was reading my letter and
after she had finished he said “Mammy read it again and
count how many times she said Bill and David, see
which one she said the most times”. I did not know I
was being watched so close. Will have to watch myself,
won’t I? Lottie said the Monroes were all working in the
new drug store.

I hear Mr Thompson has asked Mrs. Miller for
the drug store in Purcellville. Said he wanted to
make a bigger variety store. I feel sorry for Mrs
Miller. Do not know what she will do. Mary
Nancy likes teaching just fine. She said to tell
you you did not (know) what fun it was. Did
Charles Mac get over the flu all right? I haven’t
heard a word from them. I do not know when I
am going to get home. The only diﬀerence I
see in Grandmother is gradually growing
weaker. I wish this terrible war would stop.
Don’t you? I reckon tomorrow is Stella
Norman’s wedding day. If they are snowed
under like we are they will be in a bad (?). I
know I will not get this mailed today. Maybe I’ll
ave something more to say.
Saturday am
We did not have any mail until yesterday and
now the road is not opened any farther than
cousin Charles Buchanan’s. Uncle Reese and 5
men worked all day yesterday opening the
road from the house to the mailbox. Some
storm I will say.
Bonnie I enjoy your letter a lot. You write when
you have time.
Lots and lots of love, Mammy

