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Dear Lila,

We’ll be going to Max’s bar mitzvoh in August. I bought a long dress for the occasion. I was thrilled with the dress in the store but it needs a girdle. My belly is something not to be seen. But now that I’ve been home with it for awhile, I can’t imagine why I thought it was so great in the store. I’m so dumpy and heavy around the middle. And when did I develop such big breasts? It seems they grow as you get older, just like the feet. I wear a size 10 shoe now and my bra is 40 C. I think working out with weights have developed my chest muscles pushing my breasts out. Too bad I didn’t know about that when I was a young thing and thought of myself as flat-chested. 

I called Terry a few days after she arrived in Switzerland. Would you believe I was worried about her dog? I wanted to know how she fared. She was given a tranquillizer but I was still concerned about her. Seems the flight took less time than we anticipated so she was ok and happy to see Terry at the end of the flights. There were two flights with a stopover in Frankfurt. But it still only took a total of six hours. Seems to me that’s very little, but anyway she was fine. Alice was scared about going on a plane but she seems to have managed ok too..

We’re having a taste of Florida weather these past few days. The TV talks about weather alerts, etc. No problem. I’m staying indoors until about 4:30 when we go swimming. 

I tackled the job of painting the outdoor furniture. After about 30 years I’ve decided to change the color. Instead of white I’m paining them green. And it’s remarkable how lovely they’ve become. Much better. Much less conspicuous. However, because of this heat, I’ve stopped. This heat wave can’t go on forever. Spring is such a lovely time. Wish it could stay spring all year round. Seems to me we should all move to where it’s spring all year. Isn’t there such a place? One of my spanish teachers said it was spring always in Colombia. Thanks a lot. But there isn’t anywhere outside of California where the weather is always so grand. And California is not my cup of tea. Too many problems, weather-wise and I’m not sure it’s going to be on the map forever. If it doesn’t wash out to the sea, it’ll disappear in an earthquake..

I’m up to 1966 now with my photos. Very nostalgic time. Sometimes I think I’m masochistic. Lots of pain looking back, but lots of pleasure also.

I’m still after you for sending some photos along.By the way did you know that I have pictures you sent of your two little friends sitting right here on my computer. When I look up at the screen, I see them. They’re waiting patiently at the open front door and I feel that they’re waiting for me to smile at them. So I oblige.

Love, Harriet

