Harriet Dubner


449 Beverly Road


Ridgewood, NJ 07450





Lila Weisz


359 South East 6th Street


Dania, Florida 33004


�
Thursday, July 10, 1997





Dear Lila:





You know, my going to NY was quite an accomplishment. I haven’t done that trip by myself in years and I was a little nervous about the whole things. I’m so happy it turned out as well as it did. 





Because of what Terry had told me I was a little nervous about how I’d get along with Melanie. Turns out she’s a great kid. But a lot different from her mother, who is concerned with things like astrology - big time - and nature, etc. She’s living back in the 60s. She hasn’t outgrown that stuff. She was too young at the time, but now that’s she’s 41 she’s into it big time. Arrested development, if you ask me.





Anyway Melanie is a here and now person. She exaggerates the difference between her and her mother. She’s a live to shop girl with no money and no thought about how to earn it. As smart as she is, she’s doing poorly in school and her friends, who are much older than she, are no help.





Anyway she left on schedule and Terry is still here. Alice is staying at judy’s. I don’t know when they’ll be leaving. Maybe after this weekend. Terry’s been helping me, doing heavy stuff, I can’t and harvey won’t. She by the way, weighs 115 pounds and is all muscle and bone. But the years aren’t kind. She looks her age. 41 on the 18th.





I wrote to Bea. I got her address from Selma. I’ve always thought so well of her because of the piano lessons she gave me. No one in all these years was a better teacher. I wonder what happened with the rest of the family? Do you know anything about the Steins? Did they come to Momma’s funeral? Yesterday was their wedding anniversary? Funny how I remember that date. 





We had a marvelous thunderstorm yesterday that lasted a long time with lots of rain. Last year this time the grass was still green. This year it’s all parched. So we really needed the rain. Today is cool and pleasant and dry. A rare summer day. I’ll work in the garden to take advantage of the weather. I’ve been doing lots more maintaining that in previous years. I’ve stopped planting. I have so many flower beds that it takes me almost all summer to make the rounds. Now I’m trying to plant along the outside of the property. ‘I WANT TO BE ALONE!’ But that doesn’t seem to be possible. I wish I really knew where my property ends and theirs’ begins. We can’t find the paper that tells that. 





By the way, have you ever found books by Mary Wesley? She’s a writer who lives in Cornwall who started writing at the age of 72. I think she’s written about eight books. Each one is a gem. I have them all, or at least, I’ve read them all. There’s a woman I’d like to have a cup of tea with.





Tomorrow, Joan, my spanish teacher is coming for tea with her 96 year old mother. Joan is 70, an only child. Her mother lives in South Hampton and Joan travels back and forth caring for her. Marion, her mother, is a feisty old thing, small, mean and rich. Joan says she’s too mean to die.





Joan is the one who at the age of 18 entered a convent and was a nun for 20 some odd years. She wears a T-shirt sometimes that says, “I was a mother superior” and means it. Anyway she left and then married a man who was a Mexican ambassador to Italy and Cuba. So she certainly had an interesting life. She says Fidel Castro is a charming man. She divorced him (too many other women in his life) and came to live in Ridgewood, far enough from her mother but close enough to be in driving range. 





By the way she met her ex-husband at her daughter’s graduation a few weeks ago. She came home dancing for joy. He’s practically an invalid and his 6th wife is for all intents and purposes his nurse. She says, ‘better her than me.’ And his wife has to work because , joan says, he was probably the only honest man in the Mexican government and he has little or no money now.





So I’m going to serve tea and cookies tomorrow in my beautiful living room. And you are right. I’ve stopped thinking about moving. I’m so happy here with everything just the way I want it. And the garden is reallly something to write home about. I’m about to have breakfast and then I’ll work a bit in the garden before the day gets out of my control. 





Love, Harriet


