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Dear Esther,





Just a word to let you know the latest. I told you didn't I that I went for physical therapy for a few sessions. I fell a few weeks ago and I was concerned that even though I'm using orthotics, my ankles need some strengthening. My ankles continue to be the same, although I'm exercising them now using an elastic ribbon for resistance. I won't know if they're getting stronger. I only know they're weak because I fall. And I bought new sneakers that give me a better sense of stability than the running sneakers I've been wearing. I thought they were the best but it turns out that they are too cushiony and so aren't really good for me, who need something that produces more sure-footedness.





Emily and Steve plan to leave March 8. I told you didn't I about the water that's been appearing in the cellar? Well, I finally called a waterproofer and he said, wow, this is the US Dubner. It seems the house is sitting on a lake and lots of drastic steps need to be taken. Norma named it as French drains that have to be installed all around the perimeter. So Steve is going to remove the sinks and toilet because the watherproofers need an area four feet wide in which to work. The work will be done on the 5th and 6th. After that Steve will replace the stuff in the cellar and then they'll leave.





We've been all well. The weather has been glorious here too. The ducks arrived and were seen swimming in the pool. The pool has a cover for the winter and is probably full of all kinds of goodies for the ducks to eat. I've been walking two, three miles practically every day.





I've been reading about the Bronte sisters' lives. I can tell you the 19th century was a terrible time to live in. Especially in those middle class families concerned with religion. Ugh. The poor had it even worse. Patrick Bronte was a loving father, but the times were sad ones indeed, especially for females. They had a pretty good education and a fun fantasy life - reminds me of Miranda- always creating their own worlds based on what they read. The boy, of course, had a better education, being instructed by his father in the classics and mathematics. When his wife died the girls were sent to school, accurately described by Charlotte in Jane Eyre. Her elder two sisters, aged 10 and 11 died as a result of the poor conditions in the school. Belatedly, the father took Charlotte and her two younger sisters home and continued their education himself. Sad tale, just like their novels. 





I read them as a girl. I wonder if I'll have the stomach to reread them now. Jane Austen, on the other hand, continues to be a pleasure on the order of Anthony Trollope. I never did like Charles Dickens - too sad. George Eliot was more a mixture of romance and ugliness. But all those writers had such a wonderful gift of the language. I guess I'll get around to reading them again. I find there isn't enough time in the day to do the things I want. 





I hope your shingles are no longer with you. Well enough chit chat for now.





Love, Harriet





