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Last year’s letter ended with the promise that we would tell you about the big European trip that Frankie had planned this year to celebrate Beethoven’s birthday. But you must know how that played out…the same way David’s planned trip to Guanajuato played out. And probably about the same way the big party celebrating our 50th wedding anniversary at the end of December will play out. There is no denying that we are consistent. The fact is that we, too, are pretty well played out. (Frankie laughs out loud, “Speak for yourself, old man!” she cries…and then she reads what I have just written over my shoulder and says, “I didn’t say ‘old man.’ You are still a young buck!” That is certainly not true, but it is kind of her to pretend that it is. An infrequently mentioned perk of being in love with a mature woman is that they tend to have realistic expectations.)

Frankie continues active in her sundry clubs, classes and service organizations, though now all by Zoom. She is even attending the Albuquerque Philharmonic concerts virtually. She has much increased the amount of time she spends working on genealogy, even to the extent of beginning to go through the mountain of boxes of records in our basement and reading old letters. She spends a good ten hours a day in her home office, surfacing only to ask David to deal with technical issues with her computer. She is very strict about sheltering in place…except when she needs to get her toenails painted, which is apparently an “essential service.” David thinks he could pretty nearly match the color she has chosen for her toenails more economically by using a hammer, but she has declined his offer to help.

David continues seeing a few patients virtually, but though he is doing only perhaps half of what little he was doing before the pandemic, he has gradually been (as we say in the trade) decathecting from his practice for several years, and this hasn’t bothered him much. It does bother him that with the recent surge in Covid cases the swimming pools have been closed. For years his daily swim has been a touchstone for him. He continues studying Spanish like mad, Skyping with teachers in Mexico for four hours a week and watching endless telenovelas in Spanish on Netflix.  And he cooks for at least a couple of hours every day. Lately, he has been into sourdough bread and lactofermentation. Jars of pickles and sauerkraut and hot sauce, cranberries fermented in honey and tepache de piña are gradually beginning to cover every horizontal surface in the house. 

We have also been exploring hiking trails in the area every Saturday and have discovered some new exquisitely beautiful places. (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t8kkJg3WVgs) We had continued having our daughters and grandchildren over for dinner in person on Sundays, staying outdoors and eating on the patio, but now the weather has turned, there has been a horrific explosion of contagion in New Mexico, and our daughters won’t hear of it. Heather works as a midwife in the hospital, and though she is as careful as possible, she has a lot more exposure than the rest of us and dreads the thought of bringing it to us. Seeing them less is the only consequence of the pandemic that has been especially painful for us. Tomorrow is Thanksgiving Day and they will not be coming for dinner. For the first time ever.


David will deliver homemade Thanksgiving takeout dinner to their porches with a complex sauce of love, joy tinged with sadness, longing and regret, hope, compassion and boundless gratitude. This emotional brew has bubbled to the surface under the constraints of Covid this year, but it has been developing and deepening within us as we age, fermenting deliciously, like kimchi.
Peace and Love,
