Harriet Dubner


449 Beverly Road


Ridgewood, NJ 07450





� BARCODE ENV_ZIPCODE6\b \u ��


Selma Reiter


500 Bayview Drive


North Miami, Florida 33160


�
Thursday, April 17, 1997





Dear Selma,





Well we’re back. Las Vegas is worse than ever. It’s always been obscene but now that middle America is there in force, you get the feeling of greed. People don’t look like they’re having fun, just gambling, trying to beat the house which you know, is impossible. The odds are in their favor as you can see when you see how many hotels and casinos they’re building everyday. I liked it better when I felt I was hobnobbing with the ultra rich.





Of course, for us it’s hard work. We’re standing on our feet from 8: 00 to 6:00 every day, with not even a break for lunch. Mostly we munch on bagels and coffee and orange juice. Then at night we went to a buffet in the Flamingo Hilton. I mostly ate salads, but not just the kind we make at home. All kinds of goodies, but at least it wasn’t heavy meat. 





Then when Bobby and our marketing person, Evelyn went to their rooms to sleep, Harvey and I went to the tables where we played black jack. Your niece came away a winner. That’s always fun. Of course that doesn’t always happen, but truth is I never lose much because when I lose a little, I stop. No gambler, I. But this time I won $200 and was very pleased with myself. Harvey won about $80.00 so Las Vegas didn’t make any money on us this time. And as usual, Harvey caught a cold. Fortunately he slept on the way home, so the plane ride didn’t bother him. But he’s still coughing and here it is a week later.





I’m going to have a seder, as usual, with bobby and Judy and miranda, and Judy’s father and step-mother, and some friends. I’m enclosing my recipe and game plan. Judy takes care of the ritual stuff, and Miranda will say the four questions in Yiddish. She goes to a Shula every Sunday where she learns all about being jewish. (You need to go to school for that, since we’re all so far from it.)





I have fond memories of our seders. Poppa and momma always had a seder on the first night, then I went to you on the second. Frances and Lenny were there as well. Whatever became of Frances? I wonder. I feel I haven’t acted well towards them. It’s just that our lives were so far apart. 





Oh, by the way I’m going to use matzoh meal instead of bread crumbs, but I will use the sour cream, but don’t tell anyone. It’s supper time now, and the thought of it makes my mouth water.





Selma, are you cooking for yourself? I hope you’re taking as good care of yourself as you did of Marty. I wonder if I were alone, what I would cook? In my case, maybe better than I do now. Do you like fish? It’s supposed to be really good for you.





Love, Harriet














Love harriet








