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Dear Viewers,
 
What an interesting and challenging time we are facing!  There is so much that we don’t know 
and emotions are running wild for many of us.  No matter what happens, PRC will continue to 
be there for our neighbors and one way we can do this is by showcasing your voices.  This is why 
we decided to reach out to the community to get different perspectives about what life is like 
right now.  We believe that sharing our experiences with one another can help us heal and move 
forward.  
 
Our hope for this collection of writing and art is to pique your interest and provide a sense 
of comfort.  Maybe it will even inspire you to document your own story.  Whatever you take 
away from this project, please remember that you are not alone.  We are facing these challenges 
together, and PRC will always do its best to provide supportive, creative, and empowering 
services for our community.
 
Sincerely,
 
Lesley Gena,
Director of Art Programs
 
Neli Van Buskirk,
Adult Learning and Literacy Manager

cover art by Rhonda Levy
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Serenity
 by Rita Moon Kain



SPENDING TIME IN THE GARDEN DURING 
COVID-19

   The gardens beckoned - come take 
care of  me! Spring has arrived, you see. And with the 
coronavirus in our wake, we needed to stay at our homes; 
thank goodness, I said, as there was much work to be done 
outdoors. Also, as other activities were cancelled or put 
on hold, there was no excuse to not go outside and get to 
work.

There was much digging, weeding, and planting to be 
done. Orders of  new, native shrubs and perennial plants 
were coming in; places in the yard and garden beds had to 
be readied for these latest arrivals. 

When adding new plants to the garden, my husband Jeff  
and I have both committed to adding mostly natives if  
possible. 

Beds for vegetable seedlings also had to be prepared and amended with fresh soil and compost. In the last year 
or two. Jeff  built raised bed gardens primarily for them.  
 
Things were looking pretty good 
for finishing up the plantings. Then 
torrential rains in May put a damper on 
things, so to speak.  

But Mother Nature prevailed and most 
plantings survived the soggy spell. In 
fact, things grew very tall over a period 
of  weeks. I’m speculating that the 
plants’ energy went into their height.  

Then this June we had a dry spell, but 
rain came in the nick of  time. Some 
flowers liked the dry weather. But 
others were waiting for rain to arrive 
so their buds could pop open.  

Our gardens have proven to be very 
therapeutic, and even a spiritual place for 
us to escape to in these trying times. 
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 “Things 
were looking 
pretty good for 
finishing up 
the plantings. 

Then torrential rains in May put a 
damper on 
things, so to 
speak.”

by 
BONNIE  
GAHRIS



“People didn’t have any control over where the bombs fell; they only had control over what they did.”
-Madeleine Albright

I started off this year unassuming. 

Well, hindsight is 20/20. 

One after the other, events we expected every 10 years were happening every 10 days.

As the ground shook with uncertainty, I found myself holding onto everyone around me.

Humanity became more human. 

The lines that used to divide us – race, class, gender – were put aside as we faced our new 
normal. 
Although, those issues never stay gone for long…

In a pandemic at a Food Pantry, you find yourself working alongside other displaced 
persons. 
You share the same instinct of leaning into our circumstances.

In a pandemic, volunteers and staff show how capable they really are. 

In a pandemic, you find out how capable you really are.

May we decide what returns in the future and what remains in the past. 

May we walk away stronger than ever knowing we can do anything.

May 2020 be the best thing that ever happened to us.
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Tending the Garden of Tending the Garden of 
My MindMy Mind

 by by Cheryl WestonCheryl Weston



 

HHappy

   Ten of us meet on Zoom
 
 Saturdays at 5PM
	 to	mine	our	pandemic	confinement
 to learn what it can teach us

 We share how we spend our time
  strategies for grocery shopping
  techniques for disinfecting
  books we are reading
  good news, bad jokes

  
 Some of us clean closets, write memoirs
 There are lists of potential projects
 But we lack the urgency to complete them
 Puzzles, music, walks, more walks

  
 We confess that the days lost their focus.
 Anxiety frays the edges of boredom
 What is safe?
 Will we ever feel safe?

 The artist who longed for studio time
 paints entangled shapes
 that demonstrate our connections
 now she longs for human contact
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We brave harder topics--
a new-found sense of mortality
delivered by the virus that lurks outside our door
The losses that pile up
  Visits, hugs with grandkids
  canceled trips
	 	 confidence	replaced	by	vulnerability
  a sense of purpose 
while the larger reality looms –
 this random disease that overwhelms caregivers,
 kills our fellow humans

 What do we hope for the future?
  that we humans hold on to
   and expand on what we’ve learned about interconnection
   with each other and this living universe
 What do we fear?
  that the rush to return to normal will trample
   the pale green shoots of our new, collective awareness
  that the new normal will not feel normal at all

We are brave, afraid,
 Strong, uncertain
  Alone, connected,

   all, on Saturday nights at 5 PM.

by Karen Kuchar

HHour?
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In thinking of what people did that demonstrated strength or stand 
out performance, nothing I did comes to mind.

What I have seen is a great variety of human beings responding 
to the challenging circumstances with resolve and determination.  
Certainly, some of this is based on self-interest, a desire to avoid 
illness and premature death.  But many people have been reaching 
out to relatives, neighbors, and strangers to offer help.  There are 
countless examples of people working at food banks for the first 
time, offering grocery runs and other assistance to older neighbors, 
particularly singles, and other works of charity.

A rise in the spirit of good fellowship, the recognition that “we are 
all in this together”, manifestations of some of the best of human 
nature –  these are some of my observations during this time of up-
heaval in people’s lives.

Many challenges remain to be met and overcome.  My hope is 
that the positive attitude I have seen in many recent instances will 
persist in the difficult times yet ahead. 

 by Al Braun

      
 C vid 19 and its Impact



Kinda Feels Like Bill Murray 
in “Groundhog Day.”

by Lesley Gena
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It happened on a Monday morning while watching 
the spinning circle of a video loading on my laptop 
screen as a very expectant kindergartner was 
watching me, eagerly awaiting Mommy to perform 
the magic of remote learning. As the icon lazily spun 
round and around, a realization crashed down upon 
me: the laptop that used to be mine was now, at least 
temporarily, a kindergartner’s computer, that any 
writing projects I may have hoped to finish (or begin) 
would now be suspended for the indefinite future, 
to borrow one of those dreadful phrases heard so 
often during the pandemic. My past and my future 
were sidelined; all I had was the urgent now of early 
childhood curriculum. Despite my attempts to restrain 
them, tears rolled down my cheeks as I waited for 
our intransigent internet signal to wheeze through its 
loading process. 

“Oh, Mommy’s sad!” my daughter exclaimed.

I quickly got my act together. It was only a moment, 
but a moment filled with what seemed like every 
frustration imaginable.

As the pandemic wore on, I found myself having 
trouble sleeping, my mind racing over things when it 
should have been resting, as if I needed to be alert all 
the time. I was no longer concerned about a calendar 
schedule for the week but about what to serve for 
lunch, what kindergarten lesson to load next, what 
my other children were up to. I lived in the present 
moment, even at 3 a.m. 

The concept of hiatus wasn’t daunting. I have been 
on hiatus since I quit my career to raise my children 
as a stay at home mom. While it stings sometimes, 
I am accustomed to putting things on hold. As for 
social distancing and being told to “stay at home,” it’s 
already in my job description.
 

Instead, it was this awareness of the present moment, 
the very minute, second, millisecond of living that 
gave me anxiety because honestly, what else was 
there? Certainly nothing to look forward to and 
looking back only reminded me of all the things I 
couldn’t do now. I was alive, am alive, right now. The 
question became, what can I accomplish with the 
present moment?  

The past drifts out of reach and the future has yet 
to materialize. The present moment is all we have. 
But it’s always been all we have, even before now. I 
always knew that, even if I pushed it out of my mind. 
Yet it took the screeching halt of our ordinary day to 
day lives to bring that realization to the fore, to fully 
experience what it means to live in the present.

I imagine that it means something different for 
everyone. But I do wonder, will we remember the 
experience of only having now? When this all blows 
over, no matter how long it takes, will it change the 
way we go about our daily lives? Can we live more 
fully, knowing the present moment is all we have? Or 
do we slip back into living a life that’s always looking 
to the next thing or ruminating on what could have 
been? 

Gianna Molla advises us to “live holy the present 
moment.” I think back to my kindergartner, fully 
present at the table that day, ready to keep learning 
despite her world being turned completely upside 
down. The present moment is all we have, and while 
that can be a daunting prospect, it’s invigorating, too. 

by M.C. Kelliher

The Daunting Now



The Covid 19 
Is Looming About

Watch Out!
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At the end of the street in my neighborhood, there’s a small, square, red 
brick building with glass blocks for windows. I pass it often when I’m out for a walk. 
The combination of brick and block make it impossible to see what’s going on inside. 
A plaque near the plain front door says something about emergency and disaster 
services. Last summer, I never saw a living soul anywhere near the building. This 
summer, there are several cars parked there more often than not.

I’m beginning to think this building is hiding something, something big. There’s been a 
lot of activity there recently. A week ago or so, I saw someone wearing a nondescript 
t-shirt, shorts, and a baseball hat, get out of their car, unlock the door, and go inside. I 
sped up my pace so that I could catch a glimpse of the interior, but the man closed the 
door abruptly behind him so that even my craning neck couldn’t catch a singular detail. 
Nothing about him was memorable; he could have been coming from a baseball game, 
the way he was dressed. Suspicious, very suspicious.

I’m proposing a theory. Inside, there’s an elevator that goes down twenty stories to a 
subterranean experimental city, all interconnected by other buildings like this in other 
cities. Or maybe it’s a silo, built into the ground, filled with hydroponic gardens and 
chicken hatcheries. Maybe they’re breeding cavern-dwelling livestock to get through 
the next apocalypse. I wonder if he had to go through a clean room just to visit the 
barn. I do wish he hadn’t shut the door so quickly. 

I may have to set up covert surveillance across the street, fashion a hat out of a privet 
hedge and lie in wait with a pair of binoculars in the landscaping. I’ll pack snacks and a 
couple of bottles of Gatorade. If I wait long enough, I’m bound to discover something. 
I’ll report back if I do.

Feel free to laugh, but only if you have better plans for this summer. 

 by M.C. Kelliher

Taking My Imagination For a Walk



by Hilda G.
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Going through a dusty box in the basement...

I found my journal from 2020. 
Thumbing through the book I 
expected to
see golden memories of card 
games and Jenga and the 
extended family reunion I 
remember. And I do.

But I also see each of these 
moments balanced out by an 
equal degree of pain. Waking 
in the middle of the night with 
sweaty heart pounding panic.

 Bitter arguments over trivialities.

I report back to my 2020 self not to worry. It’s going to be ok. Keep 
reaching out to family. Track down friends you haven’t seen. Enjoy helping 
others on days you can. Gratefully accept their help on days you can’t even 
raise a smile.

Don’t think about your elderly parents waving goodbye behind glass,
but listen to the birds singing. Some days that will be enough.



On March 20, 2020 the governor of Illinois issued a “stay-at-home” order starting 5 
P.M.  March 21st and extending through April 7th, to slow the coronavirus spread.  One 
could go to the grocery store, pharmacy, and take walks outside while maintaining 
social distancing.

Although I felt like a prisoner I could move freely in my house or go for a walk in my 
subdivision.  A prisoner with a lot of personal freedom.  My husband and I had to make 
some adjustments.  Being retired we were more housebound anyway, but we had to 
get used to not visiting friends or relatives or people visiting us.
 
One of the hardest things for me was not being able to hug my two grandchildren and 
watch Sunday evening kid movies at their house.  Now that the restrictions are eased, 

my daughter, son-in-law, and two grandchildren came to my subdivision for bike riding.  
They also brought a barbecue dinner which we ate on our backyard dining table and 
chit chatting while maintaining proper social distancing.

We do have social connections.  We get phone calls from relatives and some friends 
we had not heard from for a long time.  We call and check on other people too.  News 
is mostly sad but not everything is doom and gloom.  There are a lot of people out 
there who try to make a difference in other people’s lives.
 
I am blessed to have the moral support of family and friends.  My spiritual beliefs have 
helped me cope with the pandemic crisis.  The exercise I do in the morning is good for 
my body and mind.  My past experiences with stress have made me resilient to deal 
with the present one.  I do allow myself to feel sad occasionally, but I don’t dwell on 
it.  This too shall pass.  We will have to accept the “new normal” like wearing masks in 
public and maintaining social distancing but still remain social.

Resilience
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From Victim to Victor
by Irene O’Neill




