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Dear Muriel,





I told you about the needlepoint queen I’m trying to make for a friend’s daughter. She’s about to get her doctorate in Elizabethan literature. (Poor thing- no job in sight. After all that work, but english university teacher’s seem to be a drug on the market.) It’s another queen Elizabeth, but Norma gave me to understand that Corey is very conservative and that she wouldn’t like the queen to be as wild (and therefore beautiful) as the one I made for grandchild, Miranda. So I’ve really been having a terrible time with it. I can only make it wild. I’ve been working on it for months and not enjoying myself at all. Sewing and ripping, etc. A few days ago my garden guru, Ellen, came over and asked about the other queen. I had been making it last fall and she saw it. Aha! So I showed her them both and told her my troubles. She said it can’t be too wild. Elizabeth was quite a dresser. She wore lots of gold and ornaments, impressing the world with her richness and power. She did a good job of it too. Her coronation dress was so heavy she had to be carried. She couldn’t stand up in it, so they built a special stand for her underneath the dress. Would you believe? Anyway, that was just the support I needed. I’m going out today to buy some more yarn, ((t seems I’m always buying more yarn - the yarn I have (pounds of it) just never seem to be the right color)) and I’m going to finish this lady once and for all. 





And of course it’s spring time so I’m busy in the garden. Thank God for Ellen. I can do pruning and weeding but she keeps it being beautiful. She’s the landscaper and always comes along with new flowering plants. If it were up to me, it would all be evergreens, but she makes it spectacular with color. And she comes with a helper who does a lot of weeding. For all I do in the garden, it wouldn’t be as lovely as it is without help. It’s because i’m so greedy. I always want more flowers and plants. I keep making more beds. If I had my way, I’d have no lawn at all. But as it is, I can barely keep up with things. I joined the Rhododendron Society and the one meeting I attended was devoted to photography. Way over my head. I have an instamatic camera that’s supposed to be fool proof, and I can’t even succeed with that. I thought it was supposed to focus automatically but it doesn’t and I don’t even know why. 





Hope you’re feeling ok. My brother, Sid, just turned 80. I called to wish him a happy birthday. He wanted to know why I was callling. He said he was trying to keep it a secret and that I shouldn’t call him next year. I said I’d call again when he is 90. He said, hmmm. For all that we have a good relationship. He’ll be driving up here from Maryland in a couple of weeks. He and his wife, Esther, come from time to time to spend a weekend with us. They want us to reciprocate, but Harvey and I just don’t do much travelling. Too much to do around here. 





Be well, Love, Harriet








Love, Harriet


