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Dear Florence,





My but you’ve had an exciting summer. And all people related. Not having a relationship surely hasn’t kept you away from people. Quite the reverse I think. 





I went over to Betsy Murphy (my neighbor next door whose husband died a year or so ago) yesterday and sat with her for a couple of hours. She's been inviting me for drinks, etc., and I haven’t responded so yesterday when I saw her in her back yard I popped over and kissed her and told her that I loved her but the time just seems to fly away. I described my summer so she understood that it isn’t that I’m unfriendly but that I’ve been occupied. We talked about being alone and how she was doing, etc. She says she discovered that she enjoys being alone. She’s alone for the first time in her life (actually she still has a son living with her and another comes to spend weekends) and she’s discovered that she likes it. I chime in saying, yeah you don’t have to do anything for anybody. So I feel good. I haven’t been nice at all to my newly widowed neighbor, but not for lack of caring. Florence, I just can’t seem to make the kind of effort you do.





Well Magda has come and gone and I’m still here. We had a fine time chatting (in Italian, of course), but she complained because she said I forgot too much. Actually I was quite pleased with myself because we were holding conversations in Italian. I needed some help explaining some stuff and sometimes I didn’t understand her, but we got along just fine. Only now I’m going to try to get myself out of the house a couple of nights in the week and get over to the high school for some italian classes. I hope I’ll do it. I make these resolutions but when 8:00 in the evening comes, I’d rather put my feet up and do my needlepoint.





I'm glad to hear Terry and Alice have arrived at Emily's safe and sound. They were driving around the country in an unairconditioned car with a dog and a cat. I'll bet they have adventures to relate. 





Healthy me has developed a neuroma in my foot. It seems that I have an inflamed nerve due to walking too much with squished toes. After a couple of months of not knowing what was wrong I finally went to a doctor. She diagnosed it very matter of factly and gave me a powerful anti-inflammatory pill. My foot is slowly on the mend as is my back that got out of whack as a result of favoring the foot. But when I try to garden, I'm afraid I feel it. It isn't that the pain is so great but it's there so I'm trying to take it easy until it all goes away. I don't want to do anything to make it worse. I'm trying to figure out which of my shoes are the most comfortable. I have a corn on one of my little toes but I don't know which shoe is the culprit. I guess I'm going to have to pay better attention to my comfort level. It's the vague feeling I've had of discomfort that has finally done me in. The podiatrist has added a u shaped padding to the orthotics so that I'm easing the pressure on the neuroma. She said that if that doesn't work she'll use cortisone. But it is frustrating. 





I wish Steve were here because I have a lot of landscaping that I want to do. i want to shift the trees that I had planted last year to better locations, get rid of one of them and replace it with another, etc. How I wish I could do it myself - I used to in years gone by - and Steve is like working with myself. He's such a pleasure to talk to and discuss things with. I also need to prune the trees and some of the tall yews so I'm going to call an arborist one of these days. I hate to deal with workers. 





I'm starting to think of the big area to the right of the driveway near the garage. I want to make a garden there with paths winding through the rhododendrons and azaleas . I'm going to plan it this time. I'll get a 3D landscape software that shows you how things are going to look in five years, etc. The plants actually grow before your eyes. Who knows if I can do it with a computer maybe I won’t even bother with the real thing. Well, really. I’ll get harvey to help me measure that area (I don’t like to work with numbers of any kind) and have some fun planning with the catalogs at hand. That’s a new doings for me. Usually I plant and then think. But I love doing things on the computer. Learning new applications is always a frustrating chore, but I guess I’m hooked. Because once I have a vague idea how to work one of them, I’m happy as can be. 





So now you’re up to date with the doings at Beverly Road. By the way, I had suggested to harvey that we go to Don’s birthday party, but he pooh poohed it out of hand. Ah well. I could have insisted. 





Love, Harriet


