Letter to Vincent during virus crisis #8
So here it is I successfully was able to waste time from 8am until 12 today.  In the pre virus days, I would rate that action as negative, but in the days of enforced leisure stuck alone at home to avoid getting Corona, I have to rate that as wonderfully done.  So I ate lunch and then as Morrow had shown me and  wrote down what to do, I took my laptop into the Tv room, followed instructions and opened jazzercise online.  I got it to show large enough to follow on the TV and did try 20 minutes worth in my nightgown, robe and slippers.
I think another time I might try more athletic clothing.  the negative is that the TV room has carpet, but if I try this where there is hard flooring, I can't see the small figures.  A good part of their program is that the music is more muted than in our studio and I can really hear the instructor.
Someday I should bring the laptop & see if I can project pictures of our past trips on your big screen for both of us to enjoy together, reliving the experiences that I treasure.
I am hoping that west river gives you these letters one at a time so you get to read and reread them for as much time as I would visit you there.  For by the time I write them and deliver them, it takes me about an hour and a half just as my visits turn out to be.
It was snowing a few minutes ago and is supposed to rain heavily for a day or so.  That is why I did not walk today but did try the Jazzercise routine.  I also have tried making up new recipes with food that is in the house and should be used up.  Today it was a mix of frozen raspberries and cottage cheese mixed in the food processer.  Not too bad, kind of a pudding.
I am reading a biography written by the daughter of George Wallace.  I remember him from when I lived in the South and how awful he was racially.  His daughter did not agree with his thoughts and has campaigned for “rights for all”.  The biography is her way of sorting out what happened in her life between her and her father.
I spend a lot more time at Brewster Rd than in the past on my laptop now that the study is empty without you working on something there.  Today I must have spent an hour cleaning out the drawer with all the pencils in it.  I tested every pen for if it worked or not, to keep or not.  Still ended up with a lot of pencils and pens that worked.
Last night on Netflix I watched 4 sessions of a video called  SELF MADE.  It was  about Madame CJ WAlker, the first black woman millionaire in the earlier 1900’s. Beautiful sets and quite a story.  In spite of everything against her and a difficult life and husbands, she triumphed in a time when it was extremely hard to be accepted.  She did it by making some kind of cosmetic that one spread on negro hair that made it manageable.
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