Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Florence Michel

975 Garcia Road

Santa Barbara, CA 93103

Tuesday, October 07, 1997
Dear Florence,

Yup! I'm taking the Italian course at the community school and loving it. Italian is such a wonderful sounding language. It's so satisfying, rolling all those "r"s and of course, thrashing your arms about. Lovely. 

The course is given by a little Italian gentleman about 70 years old. I'm not sure how well he speaks English although I believe he's been in this country for many years. It's odd being in class after all this time. And it is strange, sitting in a seat facing the teacher and not interacting with the other students. Most strange. But that's how it is. I would have thought we'd be sitting sort of in a circle, communicating with each other, but that's not how it's done. 

I went to the Metropolitan Museum with Judy and Miranda last week. Miranda loves all the Egyptian stuff and I love anything Italian. Judy says I must have been an Italian in a former life and I think Miranda was an Egyptian. She even loves clothes that remind me of Egypt. 

I was in a great hurry all the month of September trying to get my millions of jades and geraniums inside before the frost. Well, here it is October and it's almost 80 degrees. Oh no, I'm not complaining. It can stay this way forever as far as I'm concerned. But reality will set in soon, I'm sure. 

And I did have a couple of trees moved. I had them planted only about a year ago and discovered that the biggest of them was in the front of the others. So I moved them about. Nerve! That's what I have. Actually it's really because I don't care. If they don't do well, I'll just get rid of them and try again. Tomorrow a strong young man will come to do some heavy work around the garden and prune the great yews that have been there since before I moved in. I can no longer reach to prune them. And I do it from time to time so that they don't get like trees and then all I'd have are trunks while the green stuff is up reaching for the sky. I'll be out there with him; I hate the pruned look. When he's done I don't want to be able to tell that they were pruned. That's hard for these guys to understand. They try to give me something for my money and I have to watch them like a hawk to make sure they don't. 

I'm going to be the social butterfly on Monday. I've invited Norma and Abby to come for lunch. I made a needlepoint Queen Elizabeth for Norma's daughter. It's done now, all framed and ready to go. Abby helped me design the background. So we'll have a good time oohing and aahing over it.

Love, Harriet

