Letter #34 to Vincent during Covid 19 virus					4/26/20
Dearest Vincent
I am thinking about you and hoping the fever is bearable.  When we can’t talk, and I will receive no updates until your test for the virus  is known, it feels like we are so apart.  I did notify friends and Lynn.  Everyone wants an update and wants you to know they care and other than this one way letter to you, I have no idea how you are doing, what you are thinking and how your are feeling about it all.  I am so sorry!
This is a rainy day.  I decided to clean out the utility room for something to do.  There were layers of ½ to 1 inches of dust on everything in the whole utility room,  so it was quite a task.  As soon as I finish writing this letter, I will get a very needed bath and put the clothes I have worn into the washing machine.
Lisa had me get on Facebook with her, Daniel, and her current Japanese language teacher for a live production of the Japanese Tea Ceremony.   It was performed silently so I had no idea of what was going on.  The best part of watching was when the woman’s dog had been dressed in Japanese clothing and kept running under the table where she did the ceremony.  There were 33 people watching at the same time- this is the miracle of technology during this period of the virus when no one can meet in groups.
Lisa is supposed to go to Japan with Daniel in the first two weeks of September 202 but do not know if they will get to go.  In fact, almost no one knows if their summer trips will be permitted or if they will loose money on them for travel insurance never covered an epidemic before, there was no need, so there is no coverage. 
Tonight on TV I am going to watch a documentary on CPTV about Birds in east Africa which will tell about their living habits.  I don’t think it is one that you and I saw although we did watch some bird ones now and then.  I remember the one where the bird builds a nest on the ground and adds decoration like blue pieces of glass or other materials that may glitter and then does a dance spreading his feathers out and going back & forth.
Well, time to sign off.  Wish we were in communication.   Love you!
Beth

