8-26-2002

Dear Mickie and all,


We received your wonderful letter with plans for your Dad’s 90th birthday.  Bob is the oldest of our generation of cousins; then my Sister, Mary, at 85 then I at 83.  We are great survivors.  There are seven first cousins in the Los Angeles area—all younger and we don’t keep in close touch.


Both Mary and I are in reasonably good health except arthritis has grounded Mary.  Neither of us is out playing tennis.  Mary has used a wheel chair for the last several years.  She has the energy and ideas to continue teaching three classes one day a week.  I’m busy as an art museum docent, serve on two boards and take care of daily chores.  “Old Age Is Not For Sissies”.


Thank you for your thoughtful and generous invitation to join your family celebration.  We want to come so badly but talked it over and feel it is too much right now.  Mary is receiving the city’s Humanitarian Award on October 17 and that will demand a lot of starch and stamina from her.  A big banquet is involved and she knows everyone—many of them span three generations.


Your dad is so proud of all of you and we think you are a handsome and well-educated family.  You have all connected well in your careers and that spells success.  Yes, we would love to meet all of you.  Stop for a visit if you are near.


Mary and I wrote a Flannigan Family Saga in 1983.  You are welcome to keep the copy we are sending you.  It covers the first two generations of Flannigans in America.  Trying to chronicle an Irish Family is somewhat of a mystery.  Stories that are told and retold become greatly embellished.  Our Flannigan Folk have always known how to tell a good story.  We tried.  We have more bits and pieces to add.  We started out with gusto and enthusiasm then along the way got burned out.  We are both computer illiterates so don’t get to use the resources.  If you have any genealogists we’d be glad to share what data we have and update marriages and births.


The stories we remember of your family are the early years.  Of course we always knew we had three handsome cousins in California.  Florence, Edmund, Lois No. 1 and Pat visited us in the late 20’s.  I remember that we all waited in line to hold the little one.  I visited with Florence when I was at the University of Nebraska.  She was petite and very pretty.  Gib stopped in Stuart for a visit about 1934.  He shared some new card games with us.  We enjoyed nice visits with Bob and Valerie and exchanged current family life.


My Mother (John’s wife Ethel) always told the story about her first family dinner party after she was married.  Gib and Florence arrived with two tired and hungry little boys.  Her dinner was so exactly planned and counted that she couldn’t give them a bite to eat.  She soon learned that little boys need snacks.


I love it when your Dad says that my penmanship is just like his Mothers.  Bravo for Palmer Method.


Mary (my Sister) was born February 26, 1917.  Nana (your great grandmother) was in Omaha for the event.  Word was received that Edmund had come down with polio.  She had to catch the afternoon train to Stuart.  She bundled up Baby Mary and not known to anyone rushed her to St. Peters Church to be baptized.  She didn’t take any chances; she wanted her own name perpetuated.


Your Dad’s birthday was October 19; our Brother, Mike, was born January 20, 1913.  They were close in age and we have a picture of the toddlers.  Please note the well-dressed children of the day.


The family picture of Pa and Nana in “the book” with their children is a winner.  It was taken in 1917 just shortly before his death in Minneapolis.  The one you can’t figure out No. 2 in the back row is Pa’s brother James.  He was a lawyer, never married and very much a part of the family.


We have sent our quilt blocks to Bobbie.  They are not spectacular but made with love and remembrance.  I had better end this missile or you will think I’m the whole first act.


Mary and I are sorry we cannot be with you but we solute “The Dean” on his 90th birthday—four score and ten.  We hope good health follows him for many years.

Our love to all of you,

Mary and Ethel Flannigan

