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Dear Eileen,





It seems so much has happened around here since I wrote last. Melanie left after two weeks but Terry and alice stayed for almost a month and boy, was I glad to see them go. I’m not up to all that activity. Harvey and I lead such peaceful lives. Terry is at Emily’s now in Colorado after having driven through the country with Alice seeing the sights.





I’ve had a problem with my foot, diagnosed as a neuroma. I think it’s from wearing too tight shoes for many years. I waited a couple of months before I finally went to a doctor. She gave me a strong anti-inflammatory pill and added some cushioning to my shoes. My foot is not better? (I'm really not sure.) Sandals are the only footware I can wear with no pain. I can't walk around in them much because my ankles need more support. I finally realized that almost all my shoes are too tight. Yesterday I bought two new pairs of sneakers size 10 D instead of 9 1/2 B. Can you imagine? I feel so stupid. My old shoes seem comfortable to me. It's just that after wearing them for several hours my toes feel like they're suffocating. In the larger size, I can wriggle my toes. I hope this is the solution. So although my foot isn't better yet, I'm hoping this and the anti-inflammatory pill I'm taking will do the trick. If not, the MD says the next step is a cortisone shot. Emily, Terry and Judy (Bob’s wife) all suggest a chiropractor. Maybe I’ll listen to them.





It really is hard not to be able to walk and even worse, garden. The weather lately has cooled off a bit and it would be great to be able to get in there. There isn't much to do right now, except weed, but I'd love to do it. I picked my first tomatoes yesterday. They're in between the flowers and Harvey says he didn't even know I had tomato plants. I'm especially proud of them because I planted them from seed. Truth is though they don't have much better taste than the kind you can buy. Next year I'll buy some seed from a seed grower who specializes in tomatoes. I found out from the Internet that there are amateur growers who compare the taste of the various varieties of tomato. One of these guys has rated the varieties and I'm going to plant the few he gives high marks. 





I’ve been writing to my Aunt Selma and asked her for someone else’s address. When we all lived on the lower east side, when I was a girl, my grandmother (your great grandmother Molly) had two sisters, Jennie and Reggie (Regina). Regina had two daughters, Florence and Bea. Florence was the elder. She married and moved to Scottsdale, Arizona. Beattie was the glamourous one of the family. I admired her when I was little because she was so gay and pretty. I believe she was older than my brother Sidney and younger than Selma. That makes her in her lower 80s now. She taught me to play the piano when I was in my teens. I stopped just about when I was getting married. I never had another teacher as good as she. I just wrote to her, making contact for the first time in maybe 50 years. She answered and it was a delight. 





By the way, your mother is going to have her 77th birthday soon. She writes that she’s let her hair grow in. It’s cut short and is completely white. She’s well but she says she’s as deaf as a bat is blind. Hearing aids aren’t much help to her. Other than that she’s fine.





Love, Harriet


