Covid 19 Stories, collected in March 2020
Shannon’s Story
I used to fear being lost in space or at sea. Ridiculous fears, but there
was something about being a small speck in a great void, unable to
recognize anything familiar. I found the emptiness and stillness
terrifying.
I used to think of the future as a reel of possibilities slid into the
projector and illuminated onto the blank screen. Then, last year, my
husband was diagnosed with Stage IV colon cancer. In the hours
after his diagnosis, we were alone in a hospital in Florida, far from the
familiar, friends or family. Sitting in the chair next to his hospital bed I
stared out the window onto the parking lot while the reel of future
images unspooled and disappeared. All I could see of our future was
an empty screen.
Every step of our journey, nothing has felt familiar except the
kindness we have received from others, especially the doctors,
nurses and assistants who were there when life got real. Before an
emergency surgery, when he was in a great deal of pain, a pain I
could not alleviate, a retired nurse came to fill-in for an evening shift.
Over the course of that endless night, when it felt the sun would
never come up and the hospital room was too small or too big
depending on what was happening, she saw us through with a
soothing voice and a quiet and assured ballet of movements. In the
morning, as he was wheeled out of the room to surgery she smiled
and said she had “already sent one up” for him.
This last year, our life has slowed, we take things day-by- day careful
to absorb what we can, not trying to leap ahead or expect too much,
just to enjoy being. I fail at this, a lot. Now, in the week since the
quarantine and constant COVID-19 news, I feel the same heaviness,
the blankness, the fear of an uncertain journey. But now I understand

how to carry things, how to let things go. I have learned to trust that
nothing will look or feel familiar, but someone will be there to help.
I used to respect healthcare workers for doing what I could not. They
risk the most, rare people who have chosen a profession that is heart
and mind and strength combined in ways most of us are incapable.
Now, my love and respect is immense. Now I understand true
medicine is not science and labs, it is caring and it is love. Now, I am
“sending one up” to those working in hospitals, standing on the
frontline for all of us, staring into the void.

Beth’s Story
I have been preparing for COVID-19 my entire life, not much in
hoarding of supplies, but in the “what-ifs.” My father died in central
Maine in a February with five jars of untouched peanut butter on his
shelves. At least four of the jars should have gone to someone else,
that’s my theory. Pandemic training was lost in my early school
development in which we concentrated on air raids, fire drills and
later the great northeast blackout, ice storms and candles. In Virginia,
I learned to fill my bathtub with water before a hurricane and to crawl
into my windowless pantry before a tornado.
But this situation is diﬀerent. Water, candles, crawling isn’t needed.
Somewhat full services are out there, even during this blight in the
economy. No one should be starving; no one suﬀers from anxiety
about trees falling; not one person has lost electricity; gas is plentiful
and cheap. Out there— is a virus that is not defined, creeping along
at an unprecedented rate, waiting to leap into respiratory systems.
The prep becomes simply trying to “cope” with your own habitat and
a sheltered existence with no timeline. When I was in sixth grade we
built a cardboard bomb shelter in the corner of our classroom.
CORVID-19 lives for 24 hours on cardboard, and there are no bombs
presently, just day to day existence. And it’s tricky. Social media
could easily fill up a day. This morning on Facebook, I read that the

Virus attacks the soles of shoes. Enough. One hour of news a day is
ample now, but that’s my take.
Reading is a great way out. Disclaimer: I am a retired librarian, so
bear with me. You want a non-fiction hottie talking about rapidly
spreading disease, go back to The Hot Zone by Richard Preston.
Disease novels, if you’re beyond Camus, would include Station
Eleven by Emily St. John Mandel or The Stand by Stephen King.
People love to write about epidemics when there isn’t one.
But that’s not how I prepare to read. After taking my temperature for
the fifth time in a day, I settle down with the weirdo novels, the
strangest of current times—and the winner of this group is Mary Toft;
or, The Rabbit Queen by Dexter Palmer. A woman in 1726 England
gives birth to dismembered rabbit parts, like 18 diﬀerent times.
Somehow, even cinnamon buns, can’t take me away from this story,
and CORVID-19 is so minor if you’re rebirthing rabbits continually.
Mary…is a novel based on a true situation. Gulp. Another weirdo read
is Nothing to See Here by Kevin Wilson. Imagine taking a nanny
position and finding out your charges, ten year old twins, have anxiety
problems that allow them to set themselves on fire when frustrated.
You don’t want to share a shelter-in-place home with these two, but
they make your situation seem a little more real.
So, someone will wave a white flag at some point (probably on
Instagram), and we can all come out again to tulips, or magnolias, or
presidential elections. Since we are rewriting history, I hope it will be
that easy.

Michael’s Story
This time brings a lot of stress as well as acknowledgment of personal
growth. I sit in my home feeling foggy and worried about income, cut oﬀ
for myself like many others. I feel hardship, but I also feel a clarity and a
resilience that I didn’t expect. I think about what it would be like to go
back to normal.

I spent years organizing fighting a fracked gas pipeline being built near
my community that stole a sense of peace and wellbeing. In that
struggle, there was an understanding that for the most part we only had
each other to rely on. Through the process laws had been changed and
manipulated to support the industry, public participation and people’s
ability to be involved was minimized into 3-minute time slots at board
meetings by stone-faced oﬃcials. We always knew they would allow the
pipeline to be built, and they did. And so people continued to fight it but
without legal protections using tactics of direct action, cutting out the
system that wasn’t working for them. This is what finally stalled
construction but still many families lost everything and retreated inward
holding grief and hardship. I retreated inward, and eventually, I left my
home behind.
Now we see this crisis unfolding and we see protections inadequate for
meeting the needs of so many people in our city. It is hard and we are
cut oﬀ from one another. However, we are also seeing, once again,
people stepping up and supporting people themselves when the system
in place is unable to. Mutual aid eﬀorts have sprung up collecting
supplies and donations, sanitizing them and then bringing them to those
in the city unable to aﬀord them or unable to leave their home. In one
week individuals with no monetary backing from government or
nonprofit came together to deliver thousands of dollars in supplies to
over 110 families and build out a support line so that they (while
maintaining precautions), could support one another in meeting their
needs for survival. Furthermore, as I sit here in my apartment I find
myself both sad, exhausted but also invigorated because this hardship
brings the slightest glimpse of what could be possible; a new world.
Before this crisis, many of us were struggling, and of course, this crisis
continued that. But also we are building something that supports one
another and we are doing it ourselves with an understanding that what
we have in place won't save us. We are making clear our needs and
addressing them together. What does it mean for the next crisis, be it
widespread or within our community? If we get this right, we never have
to go back to normal. We can build something new.

Theresa’s Story

Ang Walis

Yesterday I bought a walis from an Asian grocery and supply store.
Not an “authentic” one made in the motherland
But nonetheless a straw broom that I can sweep the floor with
Using one hand.
I had read somewhere that during this time of Covid-19
We are encouraged to go to the smaller ethnic grocery stores
Instead of the big box ones.
The secret is out (?)
It did cross my mind
That people would avoid Asian stores right now anyway
Because of their racism.
And that their racism would benefit those of us
Who are unafraid.
Maybe the only weird, warped, fucked up time
Where we Asian and BIPOC folks
Reap some benefits of this fucked up anti-Asian racism
That we would be left alone while we shopped.
When I swept the floor this morning with my new walis
A childhood memory popped in my head
Of dressing up as a witch for Halloween when I was in second grade
Black hat
Black cape
Black Izod shirt, black pants and shoes
Black lipstick
And a walis from home
The only kind of broom we had at home,
The only broom I was familiar with
And because white suburban kids in the 1980s
Were total assholes

They laughed at me and my walis and made fun of me
“What kind of broom is that?!”
I was ashamed
I was mad at my parents for sending me to school
With a Filipino broom
I just wanted to fit in.
I just wanted to be a normal witch.
I just wanted a normal broom.
When I thought about that Halloween memory
The phrase “they avoided me like the plague”
Also popped in my head.
The childhood reality
Of internalized Anti-Asianess.
But because writing is healing,
And just growing up
And learning to love myself
I re-framed.
Back in second grade,
I might not have had the language to articulate my feelings of shame
Or the power, or the agency, or the thick skin.
But I do now.
I am a powerful witch.
A bruha.
Aswang.
I have the power to transform.
Shapeshift
Fly
Are you afraid of me?
I am no longer afraid of you.

Kayla’s Story
In the course of a month, my life has fallen into a routine I never
asked for. I know that sounds selfish, because no one asked for any
of this.
I’m on track to graduate in May. Our commencement ceremony has
been moved to the fall, and we’ll share it with the number of other
graduates who’ll have secured their degrees by then. I was booted
out of my residence hall and right back into my parents house. I’m
fortunate to have half-reliable wi-fi and I am never denied a home
cooked meal, but I haven’t missed the drawn out divorce proceedings
that dominate the living room nightly.
My mother consumes the news with an intensity that suggests she’s
working toward a doctorate in COVID-19. It’s a great incentive to stay
in my room for hours at a time. When I surface, she’s waiting to tell
me all the things I had happily avoided in my self-isolation. My father
is far too calm. He says we’ll ride this thing out like we’re in the eye of
a hurricane rather than a global pandemic, and I can’t help but laugh
every time he says it.
I hate braving my local grocery store, and the way most shelves have
been thoroughly gutted; I hate how many videos have surfaced of
goods being stolen out of the carts of elderly persons who don’t have
the strength to fight for a pack of toilet paper. That’s one reason I've
been taking groceries to my grandmother, passing them oﬀ through
the screen door around the back of her house.
My hands have started to go dry and cracked across the palms from
my excessive use of Purell. I’ve got an ever-growing repertoire of
songs to sing during my twenty seconds of hand washing— ask me
about my rendition of "Landslide", sometime. It’s getting better by the
day.
I’m lucky. So far. I still have my job, but as I work with a family literacy
non-profit that relies on schools purchasing our program, there’s no
telling how this may play out. I’ve got a supervisor who would fight for

me to maintain my position, and a team I can rely on. That goes a
long way, but only so far. Half the time my coworkers and I arranged
are in our oﬃce space like those doomed musicians on the deck of
the Titanic, keeping the air filled with music to drown out all the
dread.
As much as I yearn for normalcy, I don’t think we can ever go back.
This experience has only begun to shed light on a number of issues
that have plagued our country for years; the need for Medicare for All,
a call for livable wages for every worker keeping us afloat. I’m so
anxious about the coronavirus, I don't have the energy to be pantsshitting-scared for the upcoming election cycle, and that, alone,
ought to be enough to put things in perspective.

Trinity Episcopal High School Stories
On March 26, the RSH conducted a virtual storytelling class with a
class at Trinity Episcopal high school. One of their warm-up
exercises was to write and submit their feelings and thoughts around
COVID-19 and how it has changed their lives so far. Students had 10
minutes to write and submit. Here is what they wrote!

Nolan’s response
I used to not want to leave my room or my desk chair I play xbox in.
Now all I want to do is hangout with my friends which I think I
suddenly have the urge to do because we are advised not to. It's
something about wanting to be diﬀerent to "go against the grain". I
used to be able to go to school and enjoy seeing my friends I had
something to do everyday I had structure. Now I have a loose
schedule optional online meetings which is strange for me and kind of
ironic because I want to "go against the grain" so bad. I used to care
what I looked like. Now I put on the same hoodie and shorts and turn
on my webcam. Generations have their event something that pushes
them all in a direction people keep saying COVID-19 is ours I don't
feel like I'm going anywhere. The only thing I see changing are the
faces on my computer screen.
Cabell’s response
During spring break was when things started to close down, as
the week progressed, more and more stores and events and such
started to be closed or canceled. My birthday was Friday the 13th of
that week, as the day was ending I was supposed to be going on a
date, the date was cut short to only 30 minutes because the person
had to go home since the worry of the corona virus, as we drove
home, i got the call that my internship that I had been planning since
September was oﬃcially canceled, I was supposed to go to a music
studio that just opened this year, I was so excited for this opportunity
but now I cant even get a response from my host employers.
Since October, i Had started working at track like 3 months
early, I had planned on competing at the top of the high school
division in Virginia for track to hopefully receive oﬀers from colleges, I
was injured almost the entire indoor (winter) season but still
competed at a few meets, but I had been working 24/7 to recover
fully for the outdoor season, track was and still is my plan on how I

am going to get to college, this corona virus wont stop me from
pursuing that, it might just slow me down and make me work even
harder
Finn’s response
When the virus first started to get bad in Virginia, I was on spring
break in Turks and Caicos. On the way there, walking through the
airports was a nightmare because of the crowds and the virus on the
back of our minds. We kept hearing news about what was happening
in my home while we were gone, but the reality didn't hit until we got
to the Atlanta customs and immigrations line. If anyone has ever been
there, it is always EXTREMELY busy. Usually, you would have to wait
for two, maybe three hours before you get through this line. Now,
however, there was absolutely no one there but the people on our
flight. It was nice having the short lines, but such a change in my
perception of normal really allowed the gravity of this situation to set
in.
Now, I am at home with online school. I still go kayaking every
day, but my mom keeps getting more upset at us because she
doesn't get any alone time. Let's see how this goes.
Kaleigh’s response
This is my last year at Trinity, I never thought I would miss
school and to be completely honest.. I don't. On the other hand, I
miss my friends. I miss the memories we made together. All my
friends are seniors and I am not going back to Trinity. This means
Match 6th was practically our prom, graduation, and final goodbye
and we were oblivious.
This virus wasn't real to us until it killed our "normal" and
brought fear and sadness. To sum this up COVID-19 changed our
lives and we still do not know how to handle it.
Anna’s response
I used to go out with my friends every weekend, visit my favorite
teacher's classroom, run track after school with my friends. Now I

group Facetime all my friends and play imessage games, I see my
favorite teacher on zoom (but he always has us muted) and I take lots
of naps. I have been going through a really rough time in my life and
being away from all my friends and not having the distractions I
usually have is very hard.
MacKensie’s response
During this hard time, everyone has had to change their life in
some way or another. I went from going out to eat and going out with
my friends, to having to stay home. I used to go to the gym everyday
to get out of the house, but now I work out in the garage of my
house. I used to play softball everyday, and get to see all my
wonderful teammates and coaches, now I don't get to play very
much except for hitting and throwing in my yard.
I realize how much of an inconvenience this is for many people,
but it really is just to keep more people from catching the virus. I don't
care about missing my entire softball season, if it means that people
stay inside and are safe. If staying inside means that a grandparent
gets to live 10+ years with their grandchild then I will stay inside. If a
newborn gets to live a long life, then I think more people should care
more about staying inside and away from things that could infect
them.
Changing your everyday life so you don't get sick, is well worth
it. Your everyday life will go back to normal eventually, but to keep
people and others safe, you should stay inside and wash your hands.
Emma’s response
In early March 2020 I remember making jokes about this virus
with my friends. We were all excited for an extra break. Little did I
know, this was not something to look forward to.
My life is full of routine. Every morning I wake up, eat breakfast,
see my family, then go to school. After school I lift or play tennis, then
I go to swim practice. I had no idea how big this virus was until it hit
home. I’d hear stories about communities in China and Italy, but I
didn’t understand how serious it was or how much it would change
my life until it hit the US. I’ve spent 8 years training every day (most of

the time two times a day) at swim practice just to see it be
postponed. My friends were going to swim at the Olympic Trials this
summer. Jobs, education, sports, medicine. Everything is aﬀected by
this crazy virus.
Out of all of the trouble it has brought though, it makes me
realize how grateful I am to have the routine that I do. School isn’t
always the thing I am looking forward to when I get up in the morning,
but it is what keeps me educated and social. I miss my friends and
my teachers and being able to smile in the hallways. I miss the sound
of lockers opening and closing. I miss the sound of the bell. And
though we are still learning online, it is not the same. The things that
make me who I am are hard to find at this time. I am still a student, a
teammate, an athlete, a daughter, and a friend, but I have to go about
these things diﬀerently now. People who I am used to seeing
everyday now seem unknown to me because of our lack of
communication. The world of technology is constantly advancing, but
I am a person who likes to be outside and live in the moment.
Technology contradicts this way of living because it is so focused on
what is next instead of what is right in front of you.
I am still very grateful for the opportunity to use ring central and
zoom to see my peers and teachers everyday now. It just takes time
to get used to change. I think that this will help shape people into
more flexible, more sensitive people. What we say to each other
during this time can be more sensitive because we can’t always say it
to their face, or they may be dealing with something that is unknown
to us. That is how it is everyday, but with so many people going
through things unimaginable at this moment, it is more prevalent.
As hard as this virus is especially with the losses we are faced
with, I think that it will make our community grateful for what we have
and will bring more awareness to what is going on around us in the
future. This is a worldwide problem, not just a US problem. We have
to take care of each other, even if some of us are thousands and
thousands of miles away.

Carter’s response
Being a senior at trinity, I was really looking forward to graduation,
senior chapel and prom. I was going to take my girlfriend that means
the world to me to prom and I wanted to make so many more
memories with my friends. This virus took that all away from me and
all seniors everywhere. My mindset throughout this has been to get a
positive out of all of the negative. My sister is home from college
which is always great and since my mom is a teacher and her school
got cancelled she is home as well, which is really nice. My dad is a
police oﬃcer, so he is not home during the day but when he gets
home, we are all together, which doesn't happen often with our preCOVID19 busy schedules. Although it's sad, it could always be
worse. I've just been trying to make it through all of the darkness to
see the light. I still have my beautiful girlfriend, I still have my best
friends and talk to them everyday, and I still have my family safe and
healthy, what else do I need?! Oh...... that's right.... TOLIET PAPER.
Emma’s response
Dear Fellow Humans,
During this time of fear, it can feel like are no answers. It can feel
like there will not be an end to the madness because we don't know
when it will end. Looking forward can feel just as worrisome because
it is filled with more uncertainty. Trust me I feel that too. It can feel like
you are trapped living on a broken record. Each day feels the same
on repeat; wake up, exist, fall asleep again.
Trust me I feel that too. That's the beauty that exists in this
sadness and grief. That's the beauty in this mess we are living in. I
know that it is hard to see the positives in this broken world but we
must. We must wake up and strive to make each day count. Get
outside and nurture your spirit. Let the sunshine through the deepest
cracks and crevices in your body. Let the sun heal you from this
brokenness that is our reality. These next few months are nothing like
you and I expected. But when does life go the way we expect it to.
We must go on. We must continue to look for beauty in our everyday

lives. It can feel like small things are small but they make the biggest
diﬀerences.
Trust me, I feel that too. We all do.
Eloise’s response
This virus has definitely impacted my life in so many ways. It has
caused me a lot of stress and anxiety as well as lonesomeness. I
don't like to complain about what I don't have or what I do have but
don't like, but I feel so bored and lonely because 1, I am an only child,
and 2, I have a very very small house. I am very grateful for having
loving, funny, great parents, but boy am I sick of them!
I used to see my two best friends Madeline and Charlie like
almost every single day and now I can't see them at all due to "social
distancing". I have tried to stay positive and remember that our only
defense/vaccine against this virus right now is to stay home and
socially distance ourselves, but I don't think I can do it much longer.
Experiencing something so crazy and wide spread like this has also
really opened up my eyes to seeing the big impacts of such small
things.
A huge impact it has had on me is my schooling experience. I.
hate online school. Sure I like being able to be home all day comfy in
my Pj's but I hate not being able to see my friends and teachers in
person. It has been so hard and quite an adjustment. As much as I
hate online school and being away from my favorite people, I know
that expierancing situations like this will only make me stronger and
give me more skills and experience I can use for the rest of my life.
Kizmet’s response
I used to wake up every morning at 6:30 and have to drive to
school, now I get up at 8:45 and click a button to join a class. I used
to hug my friends when I saw them, now I can't get any closer than
six feet to them.
On the weekends I used to go to parties and now I can't be with
more than 10 people in a room. COVID -19 has put a pause on so
many of my favorite things, even a few milestones like my first prom

and seeing my senior friends graduate, but I don't want this story to
be about the things that I don't have , but rather the things that I do
have. I’m grateful that my parents still have a job and are able to put
food on the table. I'm grateful that not only me , but my parents ,
family and friends are all healthy enough to get through this.
Instead of dwelling in this hard time, think about what you do
have versus what you don’t.
Mo’s response
During the Covid-19 pandemic, my life has changed a lot. For
one, I don't get to leave my house anymore at all. Usually everyday,
school or not, I'm hanging out with friends until around 10:00 pm, and
now since everything is closed and there is a highly infectious virus
causing danger, I don't go anywhere or see anything. The virus has
changed social interactions from in real life to have most of them
being in group chats, texts, Facetime or while playing video games. It
has been a pretty hard switch to flip for me because I'm so used to
seeing my friends. Beyond the social eﬀects it has had on me, it has
had an eﬀect on my sleep schedule, as when I don't do anything all
day, the best way to pass the time is by napping in the afternoons.
This has caused me to stop sleeping at night and get basically all of
my rest in the afternoon.
Not everything is bad, however, as the virus has brought me and
my family closer together, as my brother is home from college and we
interact and watch movies more often than ever now. The virus may
have a lot of issues but has also had some silver linings. Currently,
the situation is fine, but I can't imagine what it is going to be like if
we're in quarantine for as long as people are saying we will be. I'm
having a hard time not going outside and it's only been 2 weeks.
The virus' downsides are also biggest for older people, which
scares me for my grandparents. My grandparents are the type of
people that go to church every day and interact a lot, so this virus is
so infectious that it scares me for their health. We have been telling
them to stay inside, for the time being, but we have no idea how
we're going to keep safe. I'm worried sad sometimes, and
claustrophobic in my home. I'm just hoping this all blows over
eventually.

Erlinda’s Story
I was scared bcoz I am a senior citizen. They say old people are
prone to the virus. I quit my job. Money is useless. The most
important is I want to live for my family. I live with my daughter. I
become paranoid bcoz I have sore throat giving me anxiety. Panic
nervous. I drank herbal like garlic juice. Red onion juice. Green tea.
Turmeric. Apple cider vinegar. It helps. I have to think positive. I
became much more very religious. Praying Holy Rosary always.
Praying asking GOD FOR MERCY to end this virus. I HOPE this is
going to end. I don’t wanna die here. Far from my family in the
Philippines

Plum’s Story
For the past several years I have been trying really hard to find my
community. I felt like I was quietly drowning in loneliness - it was
hard to reach out and perhaps the hardest part was feeling like I
couldn’t tell anyone that I was lonely, as if my discomfort would be
transmittable though conversation. As if admitting to it would define
my personality, would make me less desirable to others. But my
therapist has always encouraged me to talk to others and to be
straightforward, and she at one point encouraged me to tell people I
was looking for a community when I was first meeting them. I did
that at least once that I remember, and it led to me volunteering in
one of the most lovely art studios I have ever seen, and to making a
sweet friend. I volunteered there until I couldn’t anymore, until I finally
decided to roll the dice with another spinal surgery that I hoped would
leave me in less pain.
It’s been half a year since then, and I do actually have less pain, but
my mobility is greatly reduced. I’ve been working hard at physical

therapy, but the community I had always found diﬃcult to access
now had even higher barriers. I couldn’t go to stores or anyplace
without chairs because I couldn’t stand for long enough to be there. I
couldn’t walk more than a block, couldn’t get my own groceries or
carry anything up the 20 steps that led to my house. But every day I
worked hard, quietly, on my own exercises… physically, mentally,
creatively. I worked hard at exploring, strengthening, and creating. I
was more alone than ever, and possibly because of that I felt a
stronger need than ever to write stories down. I just have a lot of
things saved up to say.
When closures due to COVID-19 began spreading, I felt it’s eﬀects
even though as far as any outside observer could tell my life hadn’t
changed at all. But I was in the point of my recovery where I had
begun to make small excursions occasionally, and they were precious
to me. In fact, the last thing I did in the community was to go to a
Richmond Story House writing workshop. I can’t make it to them
very often because they are only once a month and it’s only all too
often that I have a doctor’s appointment or I just don’t feel up to it. I
can only do one big thing per day, so I have to space everything out.
But I made it this time, with a close friend, and it was really nice.
Now with everything closing, I saw the few things I had like that already very precarious - fall to the ground, and nothing was left. I
knew I wasn’t the only one suﬀering from loneliness, but somehow
that didn’t make me feel less lonely. It was a desperate feeling, and
eventually I decided to try to message as many people as I could. By
the end of the day I had ended up having conversations with about
15 people. I think part of what had been haunting me was the return
of the feeling that I couldn’t tell anyone how I felt, and part of what
compelled me to tell as many people as possible was the latent
knowledge that that was false and that I had the power to shatter that
illusion for myself. I do think the sheer volume of confessions I made
that day contributed greatly to freeing me. I also found that my
friends reminded me of the stars in the sky - not that there were so
many of them, but that they were out there and visible, far away but
reachable because of technology, and each one had their own stories
and warmth and memories reawakening within me once I reached out

to them. I wondered if stars have always had stories connected to
them since the beginning of time because of loneliness.
Even after tackling my own emotional problems, some other basic
problems still existed for me after people began panic buying in light
of COVID-19. Getting groceries was already a tenuous task for me,
and now I was completely pushed aside. I didn’t try to get groceries
when it all started, and it took two weeks before it finally became
necessary. I tried to order groceries online, but was told there were
no delivery windows for the next two days and to try again later. As I
read that, things I had put in my cart were disappearing as people
continued to panic buy. I felt like in a digital stampede, I had been
pushed under. “Only the strong get to eat, I suppose…” I said to a
friend in a dark humor. I ended up being really lucky, because of all
the people I had just recently spoken to, three of them had asked me
about groceries. So I reported to them that I was unable to get any,
and one said right away that she would be very happy to be able to
do that for me. Even just thinking of her kindness right now makes
my eyes fill with tears. It seems like a small thing, to get groceries for
someone. But really… is it? It’s not small. Things like this are some
of the most important things to me. To feel like I’m not getting left
behind, or abandoned, or provided for when I can’t provide for
myself… To feel security like that is integral to my health on all sorts
of levels. This is one of the biggest things to me.
I think people are saying now that one important lesson we could all
learn from this is that the world will always suﬀer until we take care of
each other so that no one is left behind. I feel like that would be so
nice, if we could do that for each other. I want to keep working hard
to become stronger so I can rejoin the community. The community
that was always elusive before, the community that recently was shut
down. I miss seeing others live freely, although I always felt a little
bitterness in seeing that before, the predominant feeling I got was
always love. I love to see people free and happy and doing what they
want to do, I want more of that, and I want to see it again. I want to
know that that is there waiting for me when I catch up to it. I’ll always
keep working to catch up, even if I pass milestones with no ceremony
because there is no where for me to go to share my

accomplishment. I can walk to one of the restaurants that was in the
outer limits of my range, now. But I can’t go inside there. Still, I know
that when it opens again, I can go in. I keep waiting for the
community like that. When it opens again…. I hope we can find
things together. Things that I thought I would have to find alone.

Alex’s Story (Trigger/content warning: domestic abuse)
There’s a lot to be said about creativity and artistic expression during
a quarantine.
In an ideal world, I would be reaching into untapped potential and
creating a masterpiece.
I could come out of this heralded as some sort of artistic genius,
providing relief and playing an active role in the birth of a movement,
potentially named the Coronaissance (and if it isn’t, then wow, what a
missed opportunity).
It has been a week since I have been laid oﬀ from my job. My days
have been spent in my queen-size bed, hunched over my laptop,
surrounded by empty Gatorade bottles and dirty plates that I keep
forgetting to take downstairs.
There should’ve been comfort and familiarity in this. This is how I
spend most of my days oﬀ. But I have never felt more unnerved, so
wrecked with anxiety. I feel thankful for food delivery couriers and the
tiny sliver of human interaction I get from having my food handed to
me. I didn’t realize just how important it was to have structure in my
life and how much my mental health depended on it.
Day one and two, I was excited about the opportunity to write without
distractions, optimistic even. I thought of it almost as a writing retreat.

Just me, some food, no obligations, my laptop…
And my abuser.
I’m glad to say that I’m more fortunate than many people in my
situation, as I do not live with him and am no longer in contact. But
that doesn’t stop him from being ever so present.
He's there when I breathe. Inhaling my exhale. I try to release, but
then he sends it right back.
He was away for a bit, but it was temporary.
We're living together again, and it's just as disharmonious as before,
except now he never leaves.
He doesn't go to work or to happy hour or to go hang out with his
friends.
There's no relief. He sleeps in my bed and joins me in the shower and
gives commentary on every single thing I do.
Like on how I haven’t been keeping up with my exercise routine. Or
wondering how the hell my room has gotten to be so chaotic and
disheveled, considering I do nothing but stay in bed. Or how it’s not
unusual that my social life has been completely decimated, because I
didn’t deserve to have one in the first place.
One or two days is diﬃcult enough. It has now been a week and I am
tired. So emotionally exhausted that the tears turn into laughter, for
sanity’s sake.
The trauma is real. Abhorrently real. It’s so real it's… honestly,
ridiculous, if you choose to see it that way. And for my sake, I must
make the attempt, at least, to see it that way.
It is truly fucking absurd. So unreal, I wouldn't believe the ghoulish
things he’s said or done to me if it didn't literally happen to me.

But it’s not ridiculous as in outlandish or implausible. What’s
ridiculous about it is the volume of it.
There was enough of it to spread out across multiple lifetimes and it
all ended up in this current one, implying that there is a lifetime in
which none of this would have ever happened to me.
Lucky girl. I hope she knows how just lucky she is.
But I hope that if she isn’t so lucky, that she’s able to get out of it.
I hope she writes the best damn poem, or novel, or play, assuming
she is also a writer. I hope she isn’t spending her days locking herself
in her room, neglecting the basic needs she feels she doesn’t
deserve, mourning a person that she never was and probably never
will be.
An artist without baggage. A person who can create things of
substance that have nothing to do with trauma, or abuse, or hinting at
a budding alcohol problem. A person who wouldn’t have to worry
about developing a budding alcohol problem.
I thought that I was getting past it. I thought that I was healing. All it
took was a few days in solitude to reveal that I was lying to myself.
I did not come out stronger or wiser or empowered. I am still the
same scared woman, desperate to convince myself and the people
around me that everything’s peachy. No matter how many works of
mine are published, no matter how many accolades I receive, I worry
that he’ll always be there, tapping me on the shoulder, reminding me
that it’s all for nothing.
I would like to say my life has changed these past few days. At first I
thought so, but then I realized that it hasn’t. It’s just that the veil has
finally been lifted. No distractions, nowhere to run. Just me. My
thoughts. My laptop. Some food. And my abuser.

Danielle’s Story
(Trigger/content warning: reference to child abuse)
I thought I knew how to overcome struggle. I am a survivor. I survived
being abused as a child, a teenager and as an adult.
I joined the military and survived that, too.
I survived being left alone at 20 with a baby on the way because he
couldn’t be bothered with the responsibility. I survived an emergency
c-section and a premature baby in ICU, not sure if she would live.
I lost my Uncle that same week and I had to tell my Mom her only
brother had passed; we buried him the day my daughter was
released from the hospital but I survived that too.
I met the man I thought was the man I would spend my life with and
married him after 5 years. He had an aﬀair with our babysitter and got
her pregnant. I survived that, too.
I finished college and started my own business, I worked long hours
to make it a success and now I struggle to keep the doors open.
I watch my adult daughter worry about being furloughed from her job.
I see my teenager struggle with her new school life online, missing
her friends, teachers and important milestones for a High School
Junior. I miss the days when I could for fix things for them with a kiss
and a band-aid.
I’m a survivor and I’ve always had a plan on how I would overcome
any situation and come out on top but I’m not sure how I’m going to
survive this unknown, but I will. We will.

Anna’s Story
Stories have always intrigued me. A good storyteller who can hold your
attention can bring renewed understanding on any topic or new
material. We remember the content because we were emotionally
connected to the story.
I read a blog that highlighted Chick-fil-A's new employee training. Part
of your training consists of a short video reminding them it's not just a
customer you are helping, but a human being with a story. (https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=2v0RhvZ3lvY)
During this time of quarantine and uncertainty, stories are changing
drastically. I know mine has. As my family is faced with financial
uncertainty, a new baby being born Monday, isolation, and routines to
keep everyone safe, I'm daily wrestling with my faith and trust. My Bible
study this morning asked these questions:
"Do you believe God is everything He says He is? Do you trust Him?
If so, how are you living your life to tell His story?"
Now more than ever, we need empathy and grace. Emotions are high as
we face our fears. We need self-compassion (which is so hard), and we
need to open our hearts and minds to the why behind the behavior, not
the behavior itself. Instead of justifying our actions, we need to
understand them. Be curious. Instead of judgment, we need to walk
with the person through their discovery if they open the door to
conversations. Be curious about the part we play in the dialogue and
the actions. This time of uncertainty can be a time of healing.
So many of you have shared your story with me, and our family is
praying for you. It's a strange place to be--managing your own loss and
grief, while also listening to others. Empathy is not fixing, but listening
with connection. How odd to hear and listen, but to be socially isolated
from each other. We took a meal and flowers to a friend who is dealing
with her husband's serious health problems. He has been hospitalized
for weeks. There were times that she was not allowed to see him until

they could confirm he did not have COVID-19. Our visit consisted of
putting the items on the porch, calling them, and talking from the
sidewalk. No touching or contact.
I've had some folks say, and I've said, "Now is not the time to worry
about__________, we are in a world-wide health crisis." I'm going to
stop saying that. Instead, how can we use our voice to heal, and how
can we listen with kindness?
Author and researcher, Brene Brown, challenges us during this time to
not give into fear, instead, "Choose awkward, brave, and kind".
Let's choose awkward, brave, and kind.
Some ideas for social connection:
• Get the Zoom app! It's amazing. You can also get Zoom for your desktop.
• While on Zoom together, do what you've done before! Meetings, Training, Bible
Study, Coﬀee shop trip from your home, etc....
• While on Zoom create fun activities:
- Icebreaker questions
- Poll questions
- A Karaoke night
- Show and Tell--teach someone your craft/hobby
- Book Clubs
- Music-each person plays their favorite song and shares why it's their favorite
• Set goals for the day so you don't find yourself at 8:00 p.m. still in your PJs.
Share your goals with a friend. This holds you accountable.
• Tackle that home project.
• GET OUTSIDE! Do something outdoors--walk, plant, sit and listen to the birds.
• Listen to podcasts. Your Iphone has an amazing podcast app. One of my
favorites is Hidden Brain.
• Drink lots of water, take Vitamin D, eat healthy.
• Play board games and get creative! We played Clue and dressed up using hats to
act like the character we chose.
• Most places of worship are doing virtual worship! Check around for some options
that meet your needs.

Peace and love to you!

Liz’s Story
COVID-19 has somewhat uprooted my entire present life. As a CNA (certified
nursing aide), I was concerned pretty early on about the virus because of the vulnerable
immune systems of the clients I work with. I started wiping all surfaces and washing my
hands often when working at a client’s home.
Now, I am extremely concerned about infecting someone. My fiance is a car
salesman whose company was very slow to react to the virus and is still not taking the
threat seriously. Due to the nature of his work and his contact to the outside world, I told
him we cannot see each other until this whole thing blows over. I cannot risk infecting
my clients.
I am extremely lucky to still have work during this pandemic. I know the effect
that this virus has had on many people’s livelihoods. However, because I can’t work at
home, and because of the population of my clients, I have to be extremely careful. One
of my clients paid me for two weeks and told me not to come until after that.
With all of that being said, the effect of COVID-19 on my wellbeing has been
negative and positive at the same time. I am a second semester senior in college. I just
found out that my graduation ceremony is cancelled. I am heartbroken about that,
especially considering I never actually walked the graduation stage (I’m a GED kid).
The introvert in me and the burnt out college student is also a bit relieved to
have classes cancelled. Things have gotten easier to manage, as dark as it sounds to
look at the silver lining on a pandemic. The downside, however, is that all I really do is
go to work and come home. I feel lonely and trapped in a cycle.
All of this just feels really surreal. My anxiety is at an all-time high, although I’m
sure there are many other people who can say the same thing. People are clearly
panicking, and although I have tried to go about this calmly, it’s hard to find ease in a
world of chaos.

Dash’s Story (an 8-year-old uprooted from NYC to RVA by COVID-19)

