Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Florence Michel

975 Garcia Road

Santa Barbara, CA 93103

Monday, October 20, 1997
Dear Florence,

Once again our letters have crossed in the mail. I hadn’t heard about your knee surgery. Here I am complaining about a little pain in my toe, which by the way is under control if not all better.  

“some pain until the bone heals.” Harvey always says if it hurts don’t use it. I don’t think that’s the current thinking, but Florence, do be careful. Sometimes the old fashioned way isn’t all that wrong. 

Tell me more about this “wonderful fellow.”- his name for starters and where and how did you meet him? 

El nino here in the east is supposed to affect us too, but I don’t remember how. I think we’re supposed to have a warm winter. Maybe so. It’s certainly been a warm fall and we haven’t had rain for weeks so the water sprinkler has been in heavy use. I’ve planted and transplanted trees and bushes that need lots of water before the frost sets in. The dreaded frost hasn’t come yet and my garden is still in bloom. 

My brother and his wife were here from Maryland to spend a peaceful weekend. They live close by to their son and his wife and three grandchildren aged 11-15. Esther isn’t very capable and is in a constant state of nerves because the children show up at all hours to eat and hang out. And when the children aren’t with them they’re calling up on the telephone. I can’t understand the great love the children have for her. She’s such a whiner but who can tell. They’re very good to the children and can’t seem to say no. Funny, isn’t it? They surely weren’t that way raising their own children.

I’m gratified that Miranda, who lives nearby but not that close, has more respect for my feelings. She said once, that she can’t carry on with me the some children do, and the way she does sometimes with her own mother, because and I quote the seven year old, “you’re too high strung.” Thank God for little green apples.

Florence I read that you’re about to depart for Kentucky. I’m sorry I didn’t think of this before – but I’m extending an invitation. I’d love to chat with you for a long weekend if you ever have the yen to make such a trip. You must tell me what you and Sue do. I need to know how to entice you so far from home. I rarely travel now. I subscribe to traveling magazines and elder hostel catalogues, but don’t stray from the hearth. My sister-in-law, Jule is always cooking up a scheme to go to this or that historical spot in the country. It always sounds marvelous, but I never go.I’m just a stay-at-home who’s getting plumper and plumper by the year. Maybe one of these days.

Love, Harriet

