Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Lila Weisz

359 Southeast Sixth Street

Dania, FL 33004

Thursday, February 05, 1998

Dear Lila:

I hope the storm hasn’t been too hard on you. We’re having a little wind and rain at the moment, but I don’t think it will be very serious.

Esther and Sidney went to California Monday. I hope they don’t get into trouble because of the terrible storms California is having right now. I wonder what their flight was like.

Emily and Steve are both in bed right now sick with the flu. Harvey and I so far, are ok. I’m hoping we stay that way, but you never know.

As always, I was thinking of letting my hair grow. But now that it reaches that certain length, I’m going to cut it off again. It’s just too messy looking and I don’t know how to manage it. So off I go to the beauty parlor to have it cut. Is your hair still white? I can’t believe how much whiter my hair has become these past few years. There’s still a lot of dark, especially in the back, but it’s getting to the point where I’m more white than dark. I don’t even think one would call me gray anymore. I’m going to a new hairdresser next week. That’s unusual for me. I stay with the same person for years. This time, Hiro left me. He’s been in Japan for months and now that he’s back, they tell me he’s on vacation in London. So, I’m going to someone else after maybe, 10 years. 

Right now I’m reading Agatha Christie in Italian. Very enjoyable. I’ve probably read this story in some other language because it’s very familiar to me. It’s one of her Miss Marple stories. I just love them although I’ve never read them in English. I never did read Agatha Christie in English. I think Harvey sneered at her so I was turned off. But they’re marvelous reading in the foreign languages because they are really very simple reading. 

Mme De Paul is always telling me to read material written in their original tongue, not translations. The problem with reading Italian writers is that I don’t know who they are and sometimes the foreign writers can be very depressing. That’s especially true for the Spanish authors. And the German writers, at least the one I’ve read, “Konsalik” is his name is very busy aggrandizing Germany. Who needs that? Thank Goodness for George Simenon. His French mysteries are very readable and he wrote scads of them. 

Tomorrow I’m going to the Y to see about exercise classes. I’ve put it down on my calendar so maybe I’ll really go. Your sister is getting to be quite lazy. If it’s not something that can be done in the house, I’m not interested.

Love, Harriet
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