Nov 16, 1994

Dear Old man and the B,

Well, you managed to survive your 90th - listen, I’ll fly in for your 100th. I felt very honored to have been asked to contribute. Specially since I hardly know you - it is entirely possible that we have only barely spent 90 days of your 90 years physically together. Do you know that each day that I do my 25 pushups and 50 sit ups I think of Bob Piper: he did them each day in Hawaii and I said if he can do it I can too. But I just can’t get myself onto a girl’s bike... maybe when I am older. Yes, I fully intend to ramble. I have to rush this out the door to make the “cheap” mail. I was going to send you a really bad taste birthday card (that I created) but shall save it for next year. While I enjoyed trying to put into words some memories of Frank, I was really torn between whether I should treat it like a Dean Martin Roast (remember that show from the 70’s/BO’s) or like an epitaph. I don’t know about the other entries in your book, but mine could easily be read as “I remember when Frank....” as if you had passed on. Strangely enough about a year ago a friend’s mother died and together with something that I read made me rush out and tell everyone that I loved them. It just seemed so sad that the poor women died and then everyone says how much they loved her. Of course, if you believe in the hereafter, she would know that automatically. I do (yes more rambling) know that these words at funerals are for comforting the ones left behind... I was going to tell everyone that when they die I shall remember them and MISS them. But Gail said that was too crass and wouldn’t let me. So, you shall just have to wonder because I can’t say that to you guys. But a big hint, I remember you and miss you now. And now we get really weird:

yesterday morning I am listening to the radio while shaving (non-perfumed lather, thank you very much) and the fruit and veggie man is promoting this week’s veggie, SPINACH. So later when I was driving into town I am thinking that it has been awhile since Gail made that dip in a loaf. Within hours the mail-lady (all women here - no mailmen - should they be called femail-lady, Frank???) had delivered your letter with a detailed description on the very thing.. .spooky. We’ve got a friend who really rambles (both verbally and in writing - only she never types and her handwriting is extremely poor - she can’t even decipher it) so I know what you are going through, but I am almost at the end now. Bear with me. Bare? Yes, mother-in-law still happily ever after-ing it in Prescott and we would sure like to join her there, but earliest we see as escaping hereabouts is 1997. I was going to send you a photo of me “smiling”.., but couldn’t find one. I shall have to get one taken of me by the mailbox - just for you. Just got my Friends-of-Fiji newsletter 9 and find out that a get-together is planned for Mpls-St Paul over Christmas, and here I sit. Wrong place, wrong time.

