
"Dear Lianelle

We have a long weekend coming up soon and your father told me to write you and tell 
you to come visit...

"...I received a phone call from Aunt Betty.  You know how very elegant and stylish she 
is, never cooking without her string of pearls? But then, let's not forget the wonderful and 
elegant meals she broils up with those pearls!  She told me about her humiliating 
experience the other day and I just had to share this part with you...

       

" 'Her granddaughter of five was visiting for the weekend, a real cutie she is, and asked 
Grandma for a boiled egg for lunch. While waiting for the water to come to boil, Aunt 
Betty put the egg, taken from the fridge door, into the pocket of her skirt, to get the edge 
off the cold egg. Then the telephone rang and now you also know that Aunt Betty does 
enjoy a telephone! After a final third goodbye to her good friend, sorting out their dates 
for their antique shopping and luncheon afterwards, she needed to drop in at the 
bathroom.....all those many cups of Earl grey she believes in drinking every day.....and 
right there is where disaster struck your elegant aunt and her precious raw egg, hidden 
and forgotten in her pocket!'

Now I'll leave the rest up to your imagination! Suffice to say, elegant or not, when it 
comes to a raw egg in the pocket and a toilet seat, we're all pretty much in the same kind 
of scramble!....

Love Mom"

PS: I'm sending you this omelet recipe your father and I had for dinner last night and just 
to be a little naughty I sent it to Aunt Betty too!

This post is dedicated to my dear friend Colette, who was 
the inspiration for this "story and recipe". She was taken 
to hospital into intensive care today...Colette, get well 
soon, we have so many laughs (like this story) awaiting 
us all the tomorrows ahead..
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