Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Muriel Orans

1810 Circle Place, NW

Corvallis, OR 97330-1992

Tuesday, October 07, 1997
Dear Muriel,

I'm so sorry to hear of your latest battle with ill health. And you're still working! You certainly are a trooper. I hope you're doing it because you like it. Seems to me you have to think of enjoying yourself as much as possible and to hell with responsibility. 

Robin asked me about a year ago for information about birthdays because she was interested in the genealogy of our family. I always meant to respond but forgot all about it, although her request is still sitting on my desk. Now I don't have her address. If it doesn't get into the computer, it gets lost. Can you send it to me or ask her to? I wouln't mind more information from her as to whose birthdays she interested in. Is she interested in me and harvey and our children? You're the only member of Harvey's family that we're in contact with, except for Neil. Neil and harvey are quite close - I write e-mail messages to Jule (that's his second wife of over 20 years) almost daily and Neil calls harvey maybe once or twice a week. 

They travel a lot and I'm jealous. Harvey is very but very content to remain at home in front of his computer and the TV. He's been writing paper after paper on his beloved prime numbers and is getting quite a name for himself worldwide. I'd love to travel and see more of the world but not without him. So we don't go. Maybe one of these days, if Neil and Jule go somewhere that entices him, we'll go too. But I'm not holding my breath. Every time someone travels and comes back with a cold or whatever, harvey says, "See?" And it's true - we always, one of the other of us, come down with something so I can't really argue with him. Your getting sick in Greece didn't help matters any around here. 

With you being so ill, I feel guilty about my chattering away with my little ailments. But nevertheless, I'm happy to report my foot is much better. I'm wearing shoes that are much bigger than ever before. Clodhoppers. It was so hard to find shoes that were comfortable and now I see why. I'm ashamed to think how dumb I was not to figure out that my shoes were too narrow. But now I have the problem of wobbling in too big shoes. One of these days I'll figure this thing out.

I was in a terrible hurry to get all the plants inside and down in the cellar under lights before the frost. Here it is October and it's almost 80 degrees. Oh no. I'm not complaining. It's lovely and the sun is shining.

Muriel, I hope by the time you get this message, you're feeling better. 

Love, Harriet

