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Dear Florence,





I’ve been playing the piano again. I find I’m specializing in scales, arpeggios, Hanon exercises and a little bit of music. I get so involved with the exercises that I run out of time and or energy toplay the music. Just as well. It’s always so frustrating playing music. I can do a lot better with the exercises.





Emily and Steve are happy to be home. Emily is trying to create tile for her kitchen counter top. She designed a complicated ivy-like pattern. A friend of their’s has a kiln and knows all about making tile. Unfortunately the girl is a great talker but doesn’t seem to be able to get her act together to accomplish anything. Emily is all gung ho so we’ll see how that works out. Emily would love to be able to do that kind of work professionally. 





We had a great seder this year. Bob, Judy and Miranda were here with Judy’s father and step mother and a couple of Judy’s friends and their two girls. The children were wonderful. Judy created the Haggadah herself as a teaching experience and eliminated all reference to God because that’s how I like it. So we all had a great time. I marinated chicken and it was a success. My rice, though wasn’t. The recipe called for baking the rice - fine, but it didn’t specify “brown rice” which is the only kind I’ve been using these days. Anyway after an hour and a half and the rice wasn’t done yet, we gave up. We all ate too much anyway. I figured out later that the recipe meant Minute rice and I don’t use that kind any more. The book was published in 1968 and in those years, I think the world just discovered “minute-rice” and that’s what the folks contributing to that cookbook just assumed one used. 





I’ve been back in the garden. Every day for about an hour. Not more. Because then I hurt myself - got to  take care of the old back, you know. And besides that, the allergies just make me too sleepy when I stay too long out of doors. .I hope you didn’t hurt yourself that one big weekend when you decided to do it all at once. 





The cellar is so dry and clean now, I realize how bad it was for so long. My plants that winter in the cellar are much happier now, and so am I. 





I still haven’t found an Italian teacher. I’m continuing with the other three languages  but I’m afraid Italian is losing out. People give me suggestions on how to find one, but I hesitate to start up with someone I don’t know. I have trouble with the idea of someone coming to the house when I don’t know anything about the person.





We’ve just come back from Las Vegas. We go there every year for the National Association of Broadcasters’ convention. We’re still building related equipment so Bob, Harvey, Evelyn (our marketing person) and I go. Emily came this time to demonstrate, but poor thing had such a bad cold, she wasn’t much use to anyone. Big disappointment for her because she would have liked to be more helpful as well as meet all the old workers from Harvey’s old company. As it was she couldn’t even socialize. 





And then Harvey caught the same cold and he’s coughing still, which seems to happen to him everytime we go away. Just another excuse for him to stay home.  Ah well.

















