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Dear Bea,





I know this letter won’t come as a complete shock because you’ve been in contact with Selma. So you know I’ve been writing to the family from time to time. It’s so easy with the computer, you know. And now that I’m no longer working, I have time and I find it fun to write to my loved ones, even the ones I haven’t seen in years. Although I’d love to hear from you, I want to say right away, don’t feel obligated to answer. I remember those years when writing letters was not something I did. I don’t want to make you feel guilty if you find writing a chore. I’ll write anyway from time to time. 





It all started with E-mail which of course is the easiest. I write to my daughter, Emily almost every day and she responds in kind. So even though she lives in Colorado (with her husband Steve), we’re in contact as if she were around the corner. Do you know about e-mail? You write a message on the computer, then when you send it via the computer, it hops onto a telephone line cost free and it gets delivered to another computer’s address - no matter where in the world. Absolutely fantastic. I really love to be able to communicate with her that way. The telephone annoys me. I hate to be interrupted when I’m doing something. And then there is less chance of an argument when you write instead of talk. 





I write to my other daughter, Terry who lives in Florida, but not as often because she doesn’t answer as religiously. We’re aren’t in such close contact. She’s here now with her two daughters visiting us for a couple of weeks to get away from the Florida heat. Yes, Bea, I’m a grandmother three times. Bob, my oldest lives near us in a neighboring town. His daughter is nine years old and we see each other often.





This morning I was describing our lives as I knew it when we all lived on the lower east side. That wasn’t such a bad thing, having so much of the family together. Come to think of it, I don’t remember where you lived. I remember the Steins lived somewhere around the corner. But where were you and Florence and Aunt Reggie? Couldn’t have been too far away. Who would have dreamed then that eventually we would be so far apart.





When I was a young married woman, my father would say that he would like for us all to live together in an enclave (something like the Kennedys in Cape Cod, I guess). At the time I remember thinking, no thanks. But now I see it wouldn’t have been so bad. I’m glad to live so close to Bob. He and his father are great friends and I’m lucky in having a great daughter-in-law. 





I’m really waxing nostalgic. Today is the anniversary of my parents’ marriage. I believe they were married in 1915. Wow! Momma was born in 1896 so she’d be 101 now. I still miss her terribly. And as I get older, I see her in me more and more. Even my likes and dislikes. Weird isn’t it?





Well, Bea, I want you to know that I’ve been playing the piano through the years. When Harvey sold his company some 13 years ago, the first thing I did, was go to Steinway and buy a Hamburg piano. It’s magnficent. Unfortunately I haven’t improved since you last saw me. I’ve had many teachers through the years, but none of them was as good as you. And I still suffer from terrible stage fright so much so that I couldn’t even play for the teacher. I guess it always meant too much to me and I never could relax. Right now, I’m not playing much at all. I’ve been playing scales out of the Cooke scale book and I’m playing a lot of Hanon. But I’m not playing music. It’s just so frustrating. I’ve resurrected the book we played out of and have been playing a lot of the pieces I played with you. Would you believe I’ve been playing the Turkish March and trying to master it for months? You skipped over that one, I guess because you knew it would be too hard. You know, I still have your assignment book. 





See, that’s what I mean. If you lived next to me all these years, I’d be an accomplished pianist by now. I remember your lessons with great fondness. And I can appreciate how good you were because I’ve had many teachers since. Some were way over my abilities, some were too childish - actually most were way over my head. And no one even attempted to teach music the way you did. 





I’m writing this in an air-conditioned room. I worked a bit out in the garden this morning. That’s the thing I do a lot of these days. And I must say I have a spectacular English type garden. Flowers all over the place. But it does require a lot of work. I have help but I still have lots to do. But it is hot and humid. I came in soaking wet. But here I am showered and powdered and comfortable writing to a beloved cousin. Can life be better?





And by the way, don’t be offended because I’m not writing by hand. No one, but no one can understand my writing. Not even me, sometimes.





Love, Harriet


