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Dear Bea,





Oh, Bea. It was so wonderful hearing from you. People are always talking about how important family is, but I’m afraid I’ve come to appreciate that only late in life. I remember how annoyed I used to be when Momma invited Lila to her house when she knew I was coming with my family. You’re right when you say ‘a young lady.’ I was quite the lady as a younger person. My kids called me “Miss pitty-poo.” Someday I’ll tell you what they named each other and Harvey. They must have been sitting around one day, thinking of us all, and you know, they were right in each case. Not flattering to be sure. I was amazed at my name but I knew it had to be right because all the other names fit perfectly- and to this day. I know you didn’t mean it in that sense, but your mentioning that brought Miss Pitty Poo to mind. 





Ever since momma died, which will be 22 years next week, I’ve taken up needlepoint. When she did it I never even gave her the satisfaction of oohing and aahing over her work. To tell the truth I thought it was a terribly boring thing to do. But I started immediately after her death and haven’t stopped since. I love to do medieval tapestries. Some of them are quite big - it’s gotten so I don’t have any more wall space for them. Last year I made a Queen Elizabeth with lots of gold thread and jewels and gave it to my granddaughter, Miranda, who keeps it where she can see it when she wakes up in the morning. She calls her “liz.” That one was based on a printed canvas. I was so impressed with it that I decided to design my own. Big Mistake. I can design colors easily but designing a drawing that’s something else again. Anyway I did and I finally was able to finish it. It took more than a half of a year to do. That is about the longest time ever. I’m making it as a surprise for a friend’s daughter who is about to get her Phd in Elizabethan literature. She’s supposed to like simple things. Sorry about that. This is not simple. I just can’t make things without gaudying it up. Especially needlepoint. I say what’s the sense? I’m not interested in good taste. When I needlepoint, I’m interested in flamboyance. Ah well. If she doesn’t like it, I’m sure I’ll never know.





Last night Miranda, came over while bob and judy went out to dinner and a movie. We listened to La Cenerentola. We watched it one day on TV before she knew it was an opera, and she loved it so I bought the video of it for her. She’s been watching it ever since. She knows what’s happening more than I. So last night during dinner we listened to the opera ( I have it on CD) and she told me what was happening scene by scene. I was very proud. I’m going to buy the video of The Barber of Seville so we can watch it together. 





Too bad you’re not teaching anymore. How come? I’m taking your advice and put Hanon’s away and am “playing pretty.” I try to play a little every day, if only so that the piano tuner doesn’t complain that no one is playing the piano. 





Love, Harriet











