Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Lila Weisz

359 Southeast 6th Street

Dania FL 33004

Wednesday, October 29, 1997

Dear Lila:

Just got your letter. I thought something was bothering you. You stop writing when you have a problem. Really, Lila, you should write when you have a problem. Talk about it. It would help dissipate it. Selma, surely shouldn’t make you feel bad after all these years. You know who she is and she can’t help herself. But of course, I’m not suggesting you expose yourself to her malice.

But what could marty have written you that upset you so? Shouldn’t he get credit for trying to be friendly? Like Elizabeth in Pride and Prejudice says, “a good memory is not good to have in matters of love.” 

I don’t think I mentioned in my last letter about a woman that was with us at the magic convention: a real “carousel rider.” I never saw anything quite like it. She’s a widow of I don’t know how many years and is the long-time friend of Daphne. Daphne and Tom come with us to the magic convention from time to time. They brought Daphne’s long time friend and her companion. Well, this woman was a carousel rider like I never saw before. The fellow was obviously very taken with her – and she lorded it over him. She was dressed to the nines always – with lots of jewelry, etc. The rest of us are very, but very casual. And he couldn’t do enough for her. The rest of us were concerned about our luggage, etc. she just sat and gave directions. At one time she told him, “you talk too loud.” And he took it and apologized. She gave the impression of being helpless and innocent. What a display. And yet I liked her. She had much more on the ball than he. But I find that frequently. Women are so much smarter than men, I find. In social situations, that is. Men know how to make a living, they know their hobbies, etc., but it’s the women who know how to get along, being so much more observant.

As for your little babies. Lila, I’m sure you’ve spoiled them. I believe you need professional help. They should not be messing up your beautiful home. That’s intolerable. Take them to someone who specializes in these things. I’m sure it’s not too late. Or get a professional to come to you. Your house must smell and you don’t even notice it because you’re used to it. What you describe is not acceptable behaviour. You can love your babies but they have to live with humans and they must learn how. Tough love is called for here.

I’ve been taking you to task, my sensitive soul. But i think you need a kick in the ass. 

Erica Jong wrote “Serenissima, a novel of Venice?” that sounds like a departure of her usual fare. I’ll look for it in the library.

Love, Harriet

