Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Lila Weiss

359 SE 6th Street

Dania, Florida 33004

Tuesday, September 22, 1998

Dear Lila,

I just finished reading for the umpteenth time one of Jane Austen’s novels, “Northanger Abbey.” It’s the only one that hasn’t been made, to my knowledge, into a movie or video. I can understand why. The plot is probably the weakest of the six. However, such insight into human nature. I just love these books. I’m still reading the Modern Library book you gave me in September 1942. The pages are pretty yellow and the binding is tearing. It says from my loving sister, lila. I wasn’t 14 yet. I’ve been enjoying it ever since. 

That’s a little younger than Melanie is right now. I couldn’t in a million years, think of giving her such a book. The girl is sweet enough, but completely unread and unwilling to read. Her life consists of “hanging out” with friends. I ask her what she does when she ‘hangs out,’ but she can’t answer. She asks me instead what do I talk about with my friends. Funny, isn’t it? I always wanted friends and never had any, really. In the end I see what I’ve had has been so much more rewarding.

Whenever I’m feeling at a loss for something to do in the evening, I go upstairs and put on one of the videos i have of Pride and Prejudice, or Sense and sensibility, Persuasion, Emma or Mansfield Park. Such a pleasure. And of course I reread the books, just to find out what’s missing. For example, in Sense and Sensibility, Emma Thompson left out a wonderful dinner scene. I can’t for the life of me figure out why she left that one out. It was hilarious. 

Judy called yesterday to wish me a happy new year. (bobby’s judy) She said that although she isn't going to fuss over Rosh Hashonah - she's very busy at Miranda's shula   - she would like to have a dinner for Yom Kippur. Then she asked me what I was going to make. I laughed and agreed. I'll make a roast beef and potatoes and they'll come here. 

Nothing unusual. Maybe I'll invite her father and Marleen while I'm at it. That's sounds like a good idea. Harvey was happy at that arrangement. He said he's not happy about their cooking and that he likes mine much better. We are such stay at homes, I can't believe it's really us.

Harvey has jury duty this morning. He took a book along with him. Nothing like sitting around all day, waiting.

It finally is raining although I had the sprinkler on this morning. It's a fine rain and unless it keeps it up all day it won't amount to much. 

I've been looking at the wallpaper all over the the house. Except for the kitchen and the powder room the latest was put up in 1987. I put up Terry's wallpaper sometime in the late 60s. That's going to be my next project, i think. Change this wall paper. I'll get something that’s bright and cheerful just like this one, just something that's more appropriate to this edwardian house. Maybe instead of moping around the house, like i've been doing these past few days, i should have been looking at wallpaper books. It's been hot and muggy and I found myself not wanting to do anything. I didn't even step out of doors once in the past two days. Terry says that moods should start picking up since it's now a new moon. I'm beginning to sound like I believe her. Hmmm.

I’m also in a slight tizzy because I have nothing right now to needlepoint. I’m knitting a sweater for emily that is giving me nothing but grief. Naturally I had to pick a very complicated one and it ain’t easy. Besides which it’s one that uses many colors so there’s lot sof yarn hanging inside. I don’t know how that’s going to work out when it’s finished. But I won’t know until it’s finished. I’m almost ready to scrap the whole thing. But not quite. I always finish what I start. It’s a compulsion, I guess.

I created a needlepoint cover for the piano bench. Fine. It’s beautiful. Now i’m at a standstill with that because I need to have someone upholster it and attach it to the piano bench. Evelyn has something like that, but it means I have to walk over to her house (two doors down the street), check her’s out and call her upholsterer. So much to do, it boggles the mind. I’ll think about it tomorrow.

Love, Harriet

