Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Lila Weisz

359 Southeast Sixth Street

Dania, FL 33004

Thursday, June 18, 1998

Dear Lila,

I'm annoyed about a sore knee. I fell last February, landing on my knee on the tile in the bathroom. Didn't think much about it but lately probably aggravated by gardening, exercising and walking, it's been troublesome enough for me to stop doing all the things I love to do. Harvey keeps saying it'll get better if I rest it. Meanwhile I'm not in the best of spirits. My rather large garden is waiting for me - if only to take care of the weeding - never mind any new plans. 

I've discovered I can drive to the library instead of walking, like I used to, and I've been reading a book a day. It hasn't been fair or warm enough to use the pool. Maybe swimming will help. I've been trying icepacks these last few days.

Sidney and Esther were here in May for their biannual visit. Sidney looks better than ever, is in great spirits, and calls himself the "bionic man."  We have a fine time together. Although they are troubled because they can't reciprocate. They would like for us to visit them but we don't want to go. So they sent us a grill that removes all the fat - George Forman advertises it on TV. Sidney eats very well, no fat in his diet. Of course, that doesn't go over very well here because harvey wants the fat and has the belly to prove it. So now I have yet another appliance in the house that I don't know what to do with.

Miranda was here the other night. She asked for and got to see the video of the Marriage of Figaro. i don't own it, but we were able to get it at the library. I'm proud to be able to introduce her to opera. Her favorite right now is Rossini's La Cenerentola (cinderella). She wasn't so crazy about the Barber of Seville. Right now her interest is in the plot rather than the music. That limits my choices since the plots of most operas are so dismal. I can't have the heroine dying. Maybe I'll try Gilbert and Sullivan next. 

Today (it was Thursday, the 19) is the 35th anniversary of our arrival in this house. It was a day just like today – hot and sunny. (For a change; we’ve been having lots of rain.) This is also the date of your marriage to martin, isn’t it? I remember, marty wanted us to wait a week so that he could be present at our wedding, but I didn’t want to wait a week because that was also my in-laws anniversary and I didn’t want it to be the same. Oh, how silly we are when we’re young. Anyway I’ve been thinking that the house is pretty much the same but all our lives are so different. And the house will go on being the same long after we’re no longer in it. Well, enough for philosophy for one day.

Love, Harriet

