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Friends Come in All Shapes and Sizes
According to my friend’s husband’s description, when his wife was young, the first thing people noticed about her was the size of her boobs. By the time I met Vera, her huge breasts had already undergone a reduction, and the first thing that caught my attention when we were introduced was her smile. Vera had the most brilliant smile, which could’ve illuminated a dark room on any given day. We became instant friends. 
	My dear friend Vera is the shortest of all the friends I have. But what she lacks in size, she compensates with the strength of her character. She is one of the strongest women I know. She persevered, leaving Macedonia, the country of her birth, coming to America, learning a new language, and fulfilling an American dream. 
	My friend is petite. She might be less than five feet tall because I tower over her at five feet seven inches. 
Vera has a large head in comparison to her body. Her face with puffed-out round cheeks looks almost meaty. Vera‘s sturdy nose is wide at the nostrils. Her full lips are beautifully defined. Perfectly shaped thick brows outline my friend’s deep brown eyes. Above her mouth, Vera had a noticeable birthmark in the left corner of it. 
	In the early eighties, Vera’s figure is slim. The top of her body is broader than her bottom, making her hips look small. Her legs and arms are toned, and her hard-working, rough hands have short fingers with nails polished in red. When I met her, my friend told me that she fanatically exercised to a Jane Fonda’s fitness video every morning.   
	I had never seen my friend relax throughout our friendship whenever I visited her. She was always on the go, serving her guests or cleaning up after them. Her stamina amazed me because Vera already owned two homes when we met. One was in Staten Island and the other one in Penn Estate, Pennsylvania. 
During the summer, they went to Pennsylvania to entertain their friends there on the weekends. I do not know how this little woman could keep both of her homes in perfect condition. Vera was a pillar of strength. I saw her in action when my husband and I visited them at their vacation home in Pennsylvania.
We drove for two and a half hours and arrived there Friday evening to spend the weekend with them. My husband and I brought Porterhouse steaks to their place as a form of appreciation. 
When our hostess saw them, she went into an uproar. 
	“Why are you bringing steaks to my house? Are you trying to insult me? Are you 			saying I do not have food in my place?” Vera said.
Her booming voice filled the air. 
My husband and I looked confused because where we came from, the tradition required not to go to a person’s home without a gift, especially on a first visit. 
“What are you talking about, Vera? My husband said. We know you have more than enough food to feed an army.”
“We just wanted to thank you for your hospitality, my friend. Plus, we know how much you enjoy my husband’s steaks,” I said. 
Hearing my explanation calmed her down. She laughed and said, “I forgive you because of that.”
	Vera had a contagious laugh, which, combined with her heavy Macedonian accent, made everyone in the room giggle. 
	After dinner, sitting on the porch, we enjoyed the fresh evening air and the scenery in front of her house, which sat on a couple of acres of land surrounded by forest. 
	In the morning, my husband began to prepare the steaks for dinner. 
Vera looked at them and gasped, “Are you going to serve each steak to one person? They are humongous. No one will be able to finish it.”
The steaks were huge because my husband had specially ordered them from his favorite butcher. Each steak was over an inch thick. We brought enough to feed four adults and four children. At that time, I only had a daughter, and Vera had three girls.  
	My husband grilled and presented each adult with a steak at dinner time. The girls got their portions of the steak as well. We all happily sunk our teeth into the delicious meal that, in addition to the steak, consisted of a baked potato and a wonderful salad prepared by Vera. We ate to our hearts’ content. 
	Throughout the meal, Vera complained that she would never finish her food. But somehow, she had managed to do it. That night, she ate herself into oblivion because after she finished her dinner, Vera went over to her children’s plates, gathered whatever they left on their plates, and ate these pieces. 
	She then sat at the table and complained about how much her stomach hurt. We could not stop laughing. We kept teasing her about what she had said before. 
	In retrospect, our friendship survived, and forty years later, after that memorable long weekend, my shortest friend Vera never complains about the food we bring any time we get together. 
