Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Bea Robbins, Apt 16E

2935 West 5th Street

Brooklyn, NY 11224

Sunday, September 07, 1997

Dear Bea,

Now don’t feel guilty because you haven’t answered my last letter. I’m in the writing mood and I can’t help myself. Besides I may even cheat and send you the same letter I wrote to Emily (my daughter who lives in Colorado). I write to her practically every day. It’s so easy with E-mail. We have a great relationship, which unfortunately I can’t say for my other daughter or my young son. 

And of course, even “snail mail” is easy with the computer. I’m not a good typist. I type a few characters and then I correct them. With the computer you just do a backspace, it erases the error and you can retype. I backspace so often it’s part of the pattern of typing.. Sometimes if a word is mispelled the computer corrects it automatically. 

I just updated my computer and in the conversion, lots of my work got messed up, so I was up last night from about 3:30 to 6:00 AM messing with it until I got it right. Fortunately I was able to sleep to 9:30 so it really didn't matter. I do lots of mathematical writing for Harvey that requires using tables and equations. It's great fun, always challenging and it's the kind of detail work I like to do. But it can be frustrating when the program doesn't do what i expect.

Yes, I bought the video of The Barber of Seville and Miranda just loved it. I was a little surprised because the Metropolitan Opera is really stingy with the subtitles. They do it reluctantly so I was afraid the little one wouldn’t be interested. But Bob (my son) tells me that she’s listening to it over and over again, singing along. Isn’t that marvelous? The next one will be “The Marriage of Figaro.” And he says it makes him happy to hear her because it reminds him of his childhood. I used to play operas in the kitchen while I was cooking, ironing, etc., also singing along on the top of my voice. One time, just before we moved to this house, some neighbor called and told me to shut up. Oh my. was I embarrassed – angry too. How about that? That’s something to remember after 34 years.

Friends of ours, Anthony and Cookie are coming over today to come swimming in our pool. This couple always come over at the beginning and at the end of the season to swim when no one else wants to. They don't mind cold water or even cool weather. And when they come, we go in too, and you know they're right. We always say it's delicious although we wouldn't go in on our own. It’ll probably be the last time we can this summer. We’ll be closing the pool any day now. If they don't come, we'll stay inside, watching the football games, the tennis matches and of course, playing the piano from time to time. 

Love, Harriet

