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[TRANSLATION (LJK)] 

5208 Glenwood Road 
Bethesda, Maryland 

October 18, 1948 

Dear Paya, 

 Here we are at last in a house that is really ours, quite comfortable, about the same 
distance from Washington as we were from Caracas in Campo Alegre. Since it is still very hard to 
find a house to rent, we had to buy this to live in it, so we hope the prices of houses won’t go 
down much in the future! – because we may have to sell it when the State Department sends us 
overseas again. If that happens, perhaps we will rent it to other people when we go, within three 
or four years. But since we like this little house so much, we don’t like to think about leaving. 
(This machine doesn’t have Spanish accent marks, so you will have to imagine them!) 

 We were very happy to learn that you had gotten married at last, and that all is well with 
the new Dassori family. You know you have all our votes for a long, happy married life. We’re 
sure, too, that a family like yours, well ordered and hard-working, will always be a prosperous 
family in Venezuela. But I hope the two of you won’t try to do everything at once, but little by 
little. In English we say, “Rome wasn’t built in a day” – and I’m sure you say the same in Italian! 

 Poor Laurence suffered a lot at sea, vomiting every day, while we felt very well. He didn’t 
enjoy the trip at all, on land or at sea, and when we finally arrived at my mother’s little farm, the 
poor boy had lost a lot of weight, and didn’t have a single rose on his cheeks. But after a week in 
the fresh country air, with the dogs, the geese, and the chickens, he was completely recovered and 
had his normal appetite. Still, from time to time, he says, “Mamma, do you remember PAYA?” He 
is talking like a grown man now, and every day he says something wise and a bit strange. For 
example, the other day I found him doing something a little naughty, and after I had scolded him 
a little, I heard him say, “Oh, Laurence, how could you have done such a thing? I’m disappointed! 
I’m so disappointed with you, Laurence!” But now he doesn’t say a thing in Spanish or Italian – 
just English. He remembers Stevie, and the buses in Altamira, but he lives in the present, and he 
enjoys playing in his garden, with his sand and little cars. He doesn’t like thinking much about 
the past, perhaps because it’s sad to think about everything he left behind in Venezuela. It was a 
tragedy for him, leaving the only house he had ever known. 

 Imagine, now I’m the Rita and the Paya of the house, doing everything myself. The prices 
aren’t so high here, but we don’t earn as much, either. There’s practically no such thing as 
household help, and I consider myself fortunate to have a woman who comes in once a week to 
clean and iron. When we want to go out at night, we call a young lady from the neighborhood to 
stay at home with the boy. At first it was hard, but now I’m enjoying it all. Oops! Out of paper! 

Best wishes for everything! 

LPK Philinda KRIEG 


