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Dear Lila,





I’ve been enjoying your letters but haven’t been able to write much because I’m never alone. Just a note to let you know I’m thinking of you and when I get a chance I’ll write more. These folks as wonderful as they are, don’t appreciate the need to be quiet when one is reading or writing. I’m having company in my room right now, so I’m a little hindered.


Love,





Harriet





Just as i was printing this message, they left. I was nervous because I didn’t want them to see what I was writing. I love them dearly, but talk, talk, talk. I’m used to being alone and Harvey and I truly respect each other’s privacy. I didn’t realize how much, until there are other folk in the house. 





Did I tell you that I got a call from Esther a few weeks ago. She’s suffering badly from shingles. That is a left over virus from chicken pox that stress brings on. Poor thing lives with stress because I believe she can’t handle the onslaught of her grandchildren almost on a daily basis. And I can understand why that creates stress, although one can’t appreciate that until one lives with it. Shingles is something that has to run its course - can take weeks or even years. Nothing helps it, but pain-killers. It can be averted right at the onset, but one has to recognize the symptoms to be able to do that. Esther had an itchy rash, but waited weeks before she went to a doctor. By that time it was too late. So you see, everyone has his story.





As to your comments re: man’s inhumanity to man. Yes, sister dear. That’s an old story. We jews thought we had a monopoly on persecution but now i realize it’s just another saga in a long history of such goings on. The original Star Trek series had a story about two men who hated each other and ended up by chasing each other through the universe eternally. Why? They both had a white and black face. One side was completely white and the other completely black. We couldn’t understand the grave difference that was so evident to them. Turns out the black and white was reversed - black on the right side, while the other was black on the left and the white, of course was interchanged on the other side. That story clicked in my mind. The mindless horror of it all. Think of Rwanda. It’s unfathomable to us but there it is. 





One goes through so many phases in life. Denial of such goings on, idealism - trying to change things. Then at this stage, I find I’m removed from it. I’m trying to pay attention to my own interests - hoping that none of this will ever touch me or mine. Frankly, I just like to stay home. I don’t even want to go out on the roads where I see vicious behaviour every day. Our upbringing or our genes or whatever didn’t prepare us for this life. We were taught to be “feine Menschen” and that just isn’t the way the world goes around.





So enjoy your books and don’t give your canadian friends too much credence.





Love, Harriet








