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Sunday, August 03, 1997





Dear Selma,





The days flow one into another. I really can’t tell the difference from one to another. I wouldn’t even know the difference if I didn’t write my daily messages to Emily and Jule (harvey’s brother’s wife).





Terry  called yesterday from a laundromat in the very northern tip of Michigan. She’s having a wonderful time. She and her dog and her cat and Alice in her unairconditioned car. She’s been moseying along a little slower than anticipated and wants me to tell Emily that she’s going to arrive in Colorado a little later than planned.  She’s talking about visiting Yellowstone Park to see the geysers. Sounds like a fabulous adventure. Only problem is that she’s been stopping at camping grounds and sleeping in her tent, but since she likes to drive in the evenings, not in the heat of the day, she can’t drive too long in any one day because she can’t get to the camping grounds too late. It seems that the cat goes off to sleep somewhere in the afternoon and they can’t leave until he shows up. I never mentioned driveing at 4:00 in the morning because 1) I didn’t think of it and 2) it’s not for me to say even if I did think of ti. She’s managing her life and having a great time. She was really happy and excited when she called.





It’s been very hot. Too hot to do anything but read and loll about. I’m still needlepointing the queen in the evenings, but I can finally see the end in sight. There are changes I’d like to make, but Harvey says forget about it and move on. I guess he’s right. This has been taking way too long. After that I’ll knit a red sweater for Miranda per her request. I’d like to knit a fisherman’s sweater, full of cable stitches and patterns. Usually that’s done in ecru but I guess that isn’t written in stone.





Judy (Bob’s wife) just called. They’re coming over this afternoon for swimming and dining a la bob’s chicken barbeque. They’re even bringing over their own food. Judy’s mother who lives in Florida is with them. Judy’s addict brother, a very bad seed, is in jail again, this time for two years. The mother who doesn’t know anything about tough love has come up for a couple of weeks of rejuvenating. 





Miranda is all excited because she bought some bottles yesterday at an antique show. And I have some to show her. In the days when I wore cologne daily before I realized it was giving me headaches, Revlon Intimate came in beautiful bottles. I saved several and now I know why. When she comes today, I can show them to her, but I’ll only give her one. 





I finally wrote to Bea and she answered my letter. I really enjoyed that contact. She reminded me it was over half a century ago that we played the piano together.





Love, Harriet


