Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Bea Robbins, Apt 16E

2935 West 5th Street

Brooklyn, NY 11224

Saturday, December 06, 1997

Dear Bea,

I have friends that are always going to the movies and the theatre in New York Sometimes I feel jealous because we so rarely go into the city. It only takes about ¾ of an hour but it is for me now like a big trip. Anyway, Joan my spanish teacher was complaining about not being able to see the play Chicago for some reason or another and I said, I’d go with her. She bought the tickets weeks in advance and I was all set for the adventure. We were going to go via the ferry from Hoboken and then take a bus. She knew the route. If I were going by myself, I’d have taken my car and parked it in one of the parking lots near the theatre, but this was going to be her safari and to tell the truth, I was looking forward to it. 

But in the meantime her 96 year old mother had a heart attack and Joan couldn’t go. So I went with Harvey instead and he drove- so it wasn’t an adventure at all, just another trek into the city. 

Bea, the theatre was packed. We had good seats but I still couldn’t see very well. (Although I’m taller than all the other ladies in the family, I’m short waisted, so when I sit down, I’m just a little peanut like the rest of you). People around me were coughing, and I couldn’t help wondering why everyone was there. The tickets were very expensive and the show? I do not understand why everyone thinks it is so great. Yes, there was a lot of energy being expended up on the stage, but so what. Maybe if Joan were there oohing and aahing, I would have like it better. At any rate we got home and a few days later I came down with a cold, the first one in years. I blame it on the theatre. Just like one of us always gets sick when we go on a trip somewhere. 

I didn’t even mind so much having that cold. I babied myself and watched the A&E version of Pride and Prejudice several times. I love that video and I watch it over and over.

I love staying home. It took me about three weeks to recuperate and now I’m vowing, nothing and no one is going to tempt me to leave. I didn’t use to love staying home, but i do now. I have so much to do. Now that I’m not working anymore, I’ve got myself involved in doing things with myself, reading, playing the piano, writing on the computer and studying languages. I have three ladies coming in. We talk in French, German and spanish (not at the same time) and study some grammar. I love that. I’m missing an italian lady. I’ve had several but they always go back to Italy and then I’m at a loss for a couple of years. That’s how it’s been with the piano. I’ve had many teachers through the years, but stopped for one reason or another. Then maybe a decade would go by with no teacher and many years no playing either. I’m in the playing mood right now and without a teacher so I’m playing music I haven’t touched in years. A lot of it is the music I played with you. Many years ago, one of my children found a copy of the music book you taught me from – mine was in tatters. It’s “Piano Pieces for Children,” Everybody’s Favorites I believe and gave it to me as a present. I’ve been playing that and Bach’s two part inventions and Clementi’s sonatinas. 

Enough chit chat, Love, Harriet

