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Dear Marty & Irene,





I’m going to go to the airport in a few hours to pick up Melanie, Terry’s oldest girl. She’s all of 13 years old. Amazing. Terry will be arriving in a few days. She’s driving up with alice so I expect her about Thursday. I’m glad of this chance to know Melanie without her mother. I haven’t seen her for two years and so she is an unknown to me. Terry says she’s not at all like Terry so I’m curious to see what heredity and environment have wrought- and not the best of environments, let me tell you.





Sid and Esther were here a while ago. As usual we had a lovely visit. They come for a long weekend and we go to Woodbury Common where I buy lots of stuff, although they’re the ones who want to go. I’m proud to say that Esther wrote to tell me how beautiful my garden is. She says she never saw anything like it all the way home. She said she paid attention to peoples’ gardens and that was her response. I really do it for myself, but it’s nice to get a compliment like that. 





I told you I called Sidney to celebrate his birthday. He can’t deal with any kind of fuss. He wanted to know why I was calling. Told me not to call him next year. I said I’d call again when he’ll be 90. They’ll be going to Israel this summer for Mikey’s Bar Mitzvah. 





Thursday was the 34th anniversary of our arrival here in Ridgewood. We remember it was a Thursday because that turned out to be graduation day at the high school that’s across the street. After a day of unpacking, etc., we noticed lots of cars parking along the front of the house. My first thought was that they were coming to us - welcoming us, maybe? Then we realized that the girls were all wearing long white dresses, carrying bouquets of roses and that the boys were all wearing white jackets and dark pants. It took us a while to realize what was happening.





That’s a long time to live in one place, don’t you think? It’s been a good spot on this earth. When I swim in the pool with Miranda, I think who would have dreamed of being able to do that when we first installed the pool. Douglas was only five at the time. 





I hope you’re both well and the summer’s heat isn’t too much for you. I try to do as little as possible in this heat. I walk in the mornings, each day a little earlier than the day before. Even so I come home soaking wet. I’m afraid the garden is suffering a little because I won’t go out, except to go to the pool, when it’s so hot. And today looks like another doozy. Melanie should feel right at home, although I was thinking of going with her into the city. But not if it’s hot like this.





Love, Harriet

















