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Tuesday, August 05, 1997





Dear Esther,





Are you home yet? Was the trip as exciting as last time? Where were you when the bomb went off in Jerusalem? I’m sure you’re going to have many stories to tell. 





Tell Sid I finally bought Fidelity’s Electronics against harvey’s wishes.  I told him make believe I’m going on a cruise. He finally relented and I’m having fun watching it go up daily.





Terry stayed almost a month and by the time they left I was almost a nervous wreck. It’s very hard living with people whose values are so different. Terry is still a good girl, but her philosophy of life is so strange to me. It works for her. She called from Michigan the other day and she sounded very happy and excited. She bought a tent and she and Alice are sleeping in camp sites and during the day are seeing the country. She’s traveling with her dog and cat and doesn’t mind the strain at all. She expects to visit Emily in Colorado but first want to drive to yellowstone park and other places of interest out west. She has no set plan and just goes from place to place.





 Melanie is living with a friend in Florida. Terry doesn’t seem to be at all concerned about her. But there you are. I was always concerned about Terry and she chose a way of life completely different from mine, so who’s to judge?





Of course we’re all a little worried about you but I keep telling myself you’re ok. I’ll be glad to hear from you when you get back. I knew when you were leaving, but you never did tell me when you were coming back.





We spent our annual weekend at Point Pleasant on the N.J. shore. We’ve been going there with the same friends for over 20 years on the same weekend. I’ve finally made up my mind to break the news to them that I don’t want to go anymore. I’m afraid of the ocean - the surf is too rough, I don’t want to sit on the beach - the sun is too hot, I don’t like the meals - they all  eat too late. All in all there’s nothing about the weekend I like, but how do I say that to people who keep on saying how wonderful it is!  But I’m going to do it because I’ll be damned if I go again. Harvey is no help to me. He says if it were up to him, he’d continue going even though he agrees with me on every point. He makes me  mad because he doesn’t stick up for me. But once I get my way I won’t be mad anymore. I’d rather go anywhere else than there.





 Love, harriet














