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Dear Pat,





Where to begin? Where did we leave off? I’m still here on Beverly Road and really I do think of you often. I’ve heard about you from time to time from Florence. We’ve been writing to each other regularly for the past year or so. I remember when she moved from new Jersey, she bequeathed you to me and I guess, me to you. Times are very different today. I’m sure your attitudes towards life, as well as mine, have changed radically. I see no one we used to know. Absolutely no one. For that matter, I see almost no one socially. Harvey and I are very content together. It seems I really don’t need anyone else. The children are all scattered except Bobby who lives in Westwood with his wife, Judy and their daughter Miranda. We see them often. Miranada is nine years old and loves her Grandmother a lot, although I’m sure I don’t know why. Grandmothers can be so important, don’t you think? 





When did you move away from Beverly Road? I went to work as a speech therapist in 1965. I did that for 17 years. How important that made me feel! Then I went to work for harvey’s company, writing manuals (would you believe?) You once said that I don’t do anything purely for fun. You were right. I still have the most fun when I’m accomplishing something. I watch people play computer games and truly, I can’t understand how they do it. I have to have a purpose.Anyway, after ten years I retired and now I play in the garden, do needlepoint, paint rooms, etc.





Emily lives in Colorado with her husband Steve, Terry is divorced and lives in Florida on the west coast with her two girls, aged almost 13 and 10; Doug lives in New York with his wife, Elaine. Would you believe, we rarely see him. He’s mad at us for some reason or another. If I had time to think about it, it would break my heart.





And there you are. Family is accounted for. Your house is still there. I think it’s been sold only twice since you left. I know the people who live there only to say hello to in the street. And to be annoyed because they let their dog leave his droppings in my garden. Aha! Now that’s a subject I can really get into. I have a beautiful garden all over the property. Lots of flowers and such. The swimming pool is surrounded all summer with flowers that never stop blooming. When one stops the others take over. You wouldn’t recognize the place. How I would love to show it off to you. Do you ever come to New Jersey? Florence tells me one of your children live in this state. Well, if you do, Pat, I’d love to see you. 





I wonder if you are a letter writer. If not, don’t feel bad. I’ll write to you anyway from time to time, just to tell you what I’m up to.





Fondly, Harriet








