Harriet Dubner

449 Beverly Road

Ridgewood, NJ 07450

Patricia Weigel

423 Sherbury Court

Palm Coast, FL 32137

Monday, September 01, 1997
Dear Pat,

Funny just when I received your happy letter, Phyllis Crocco called. We hadn’t heard from her in over a year, although we live only blocks apart. We hired her to do some minor filing and she made herself so indispensable she’s still with the company although we’ve been long gone. Her mother and father have both died and she wanted harvey to look at a clock she inherited. 

I guess it wasn’t too long after you moved away that harvey started his own business. The company he was working for went bankrupt and he just continued working on his projects but this time for his own company. We sold the company in 1984, I think, but continued working for it for another seven years. Then harvey left, although I kept working. I left a few years later and Phyllis stayed on and is still there even though the company was sold again and again.

Pat, I love hearing from you. There must be some kind of connection because although I can barely think of all the “friends” I’ve had through the years, you stand out, as does Florence, and it has been a long time.

We used to travel a lot when Harvey had conventions or business meetings to attend. And I’d go along and then we’d take time out and sight see. But it was never as much fun as it was supposed to be. I’m not adventurous and harvey couldn’t care less. He’d spend more time in the room looking at maps than at the sights. We even hired a chauffeur and guide to take us around England, (we saw lots of beautiful gardens and churches) but I really didn’t enjoy it as much as I wanted to because of the lack of privacy. In essence we were travelling with a stranger and I wasn’t happy about that although she was completely amiable. 

I’ve been to France a few times and Italy. We would have enjoyed Florence, but I was horribly sick with the flu. A few years ago I travelled with Emily through Switzerland and was frightened to death because of the narrowness of the roads in high places. What a story. Sounds awful doesn’t it? I have a much better time at home. I’d still like to see the world, but truly it’s just too much work. So when I suggest a trip to Harvey he says, “good-bye; have fun.” Last year I visited Emily in Colorado, but Harvey wouldn’t’ come along. He’s had it and so I guess have I. I’m amazed that you organized tours. Wow!

Do you remember Dr. Roukema? He had three children and one of his sons died of leukemia in 1976. I remember because it was a year after my mother’s death. They were devastated. I lost all contact with them after that because Marge really didn’t want to keep up any social contacts. He asked me to befriend her but I tried a few times and then gave up. But a year or so later she was elected to the House of Representatives where she has been ever since. I think she’s been reelected 12 times. And she’s been doing a great job.

Life is something, isn’t it? You just never know what’s around the corner.

Love, Harriet

