Actions and Reactions during COVID-19
Before the pandemic
The 2020 Sunshine musical variety shows came to a screeching halt when
the pandemic hit. The bi-annual shows started in 2008 (24 of them) after my
husband, David Hartman and I founded the Sunshine Performance Club.
In 2019 as president of both the Sunshine Performance Club and the Fit Brain
Club (formerly the Alzheimer’s OC Club), I scheduled three major shows at
Clubhouse 5 in Laguna Woods.

Under the Fit Brain
Club banner, I scheduled a “Dr. Trinh Lecture and OK
Chorale” show to be on April 6 and a “Tribute to Rodgers
and Hammerstein” family show to be on July 19 performed
by David and the Sugarbabes.
David’s increasing vision problems stopped his participation
in golf and billiards, but he continued to sing as we
practiced the songs planned for the July 19 show. I knew
this was excellent exercise for his lungs and his mind. I
smiled as we worked together; I love his strong sonorous voice. He also kept his brain active
with his almost daily poker games with friends.
Under the Sunshine Performance Club banner, I scheduled a “Tribute to the Beatles” show to
be on October 4. We booked a late addition to the scheduled shows in January, when Phil
Silverman requested an additional Sunshine Performance Club show in Clubhouse 5 and
offered to direct it -- the March 26 “Sunshine Show of Tomorrow.” I approved his request and we
began to plan the four 2020 shows.
In addition to the bi-annual shows, members of the Sunshine Performance Club performed
weekly shows. Beginning February 6, 2015, we began to entertain audiences every Friday at
South County Adult Day Care Services (SCADS), presenting an hour-long musical variety show.
In February of this year, I agreed with the SCADS entertainment coordinator to start a monthly
“Story Time with Sunshine” to begin March 13.

Friday, March 6 members of the Sunshine Performance
Club performed the musical show at SCADS with foam
covers on the microphones to be safe. We didn’t know
there would be no more SCADS shows for a long time.
We also used microphone covers at our subsequent
weekly rehearsals as we prepared for weekly SCADS
shows and for the planned “Sunshine Show of Tomorrow”
show. We took some interesting photos to promote the
planned show.

I submitted the promotional story and pictures to the local newspaper, Laguna Woods Globe
and to other media sources.
I created the poster for the annual Village String Band show scheduled for May and delivered
the poster to the Laguna Woods Performing Arts Center where a staff member placed it on an
easel.

In Orange County, the infection of the virus began with three people on January 26. However,
we only learned this fact in March when the count doubled and tripled.

Activities during the Pandemic
On March 9 Dr. Trinh contacted me and suggested we reschedule Fit Brain Club’s April 6 “Dr.
Trinh Lecture and Ok Chorale” show. I was able to reschedule the Clubhouse 5 show to July 6.
On March 12, club presidents in the Village received notification from Village management, “All
Clubhouses are closed for 30 days.” We cancelled the March 26 show.
On March 13, I received notification from the SCADS director, “We need to temporarily close the
weekly shows.” Since the story telling session never started, I decided to share some stories via
recorded stories. I used my iPad to tape myself telling various stories, created a video, uploaded
it to YouTube, created a webpage that contains the links for the stories and shared the
information with the management at SCADS. There are now 18 story time links.

I began to track number of cases in Orange County in my journal. Everything stopped; we felt
like we were in limbo. Life felt so different; David and I are both part of the vulnerable population
since he is 96 and I am 77, but we told each other, “Somehow we will survive.” David’s family
had planned a celebration for his 96th birthday on March 28, where many members of his family
planned to fly to California for a party; we cancelled the party.
Alan Levin, director of Village String Band and I conversed about the possibility of using Zoom
for music rehearsals. I hadn’t heard of Zoom; I immediately researched and tested it. I reported
to Alan “Because of the time lag, it won’t work for rehearsals with members performing together,
but we could perform solos.” With my newfound knowledge, I planned and initiated a Zoom call
with 23 of David’s family members on his birthday. With David’s compromised vision he had to
guess who was speaking through voice recognition, but felt honored and happy.
For years, David had a housekeeper who did some cleaning every other week. He immediately
cancelled her services, but continued to pay her. He told me, “I don’t want any outsiders in our
home.” I was the lucky recipient of the extra workload.

I began weekly Zoom sessions with Sunshine Performance Club members where we took turns
listening to each other perform and participated in Village String Band Zoom sessions. In both
Zoom sessions, everyone presents one or more songs. The Band plans themes for each week
and provides a challenge for all the participants to find and prepare a song for the scheduled
theme. Participants enjoy performing for each other and look forward to the Zoom sessions. I
record the Sunshine Performance Club sessions and send the link of the video to the
participants. I participate in several other clubs’ Zoom meetings, a weekly Zoom meeting for the
Sugarbabes and an every other week family Zoom meeting which keeps me very busy...
When the president of the Publishing Club, Peggy Edwards asked me to initiate Zoom sessions
for the club, I collected the email addresses and began monthly Zoom sessions. Just this week
we began Zoom sessions with some of the former participants at SCADS. This week four
entertainers performed for 45 minutes. The SCADS participants thoroughly enjoyed the musical
show. What a delightful time we enjoyed as we shared the joy of music. In July, we plan to
begin monthly Zoom meetings for the Fit Brain Club.
I spend time reading and writing; I plan to self-publish my third book very soon (all three are
autobiographical in nature). I’m working on a fiction story that I probably won’t finish for a long
time.
David is not faring as well as me. When the pandemic hit his major activity, poker with his
friends disappeared. This activity cannot restart any time soon. So mostly, he sleeps and
watches television. Although he is a wonderful singer, Zoom sessions don’t interest him.
Sometimes he still sings the songs he planned to sing in the scheduled July 19 “Tribute to
Rodgers and Hammerstein” show, but his motivation isn’t high; we both know we will have to
cancel the remaining three 2020 Sunshine and Fit Brain shows. However, we still love, care for
one another, and know we are lucky; we comfort each other as we say with hope, “This too shall
pass!”

Reflections during the Pandemic
I have always considered myself lucky in many ways. I feel lucky because I made peace with
my Mother and Daddy long before they died. I feel lucky to have enjoyed the love of two
wonderful men.
My first husband, Lloyd had a vision and dreams for our future; I never thought it possible to
attend college and earn a Bachelor of Arts degree. However, because of his dream, we both
did. He planned our move to California where junior college was almost free. By working full
time, and attending college part time we earned the funds to continue our studies at a university.
He talked me into having children while we were young so we would be free to enjoy life when
they were grown, He searched for a place where we could retire and where he could play golf;
he found it. We had very little money, but due to a strange set of circumstances -- outsourced
jobs, severance pay and continuation of my same job at the company to whom the work had
been outsourced, we met the qualifications to purchase a home here. Yes, luck rode with me.
Lloyd enjoyed golf and his friends here for ten years before he died at age 66 after 43 years
together. Then I didn’t feel so lucky, but I found David or maybe David found me and I felt very
lucky again.

I soon discovered that David also had vision and dreams; his dreams became mine and we
fulfilled them. He dreamed of forming a club in our Village; the club would perform major shows
in the 814-seat theater for the community and for charity; together with the help of the members
of the club, we fulfilled the dream. He continued to dream and I continued to work diligently to
make the dreams come true.
He taught me to play golf and billiards and then entered me in Senior Olympics; we traveled
together competing and winning medals. His most recent dream was to produce a musical show
that would feature just him and me with a talented pianist, Jackie O’Neill -- another dream that
came true. I have so far shared 15 wonderful years with David and I feel so lucky.
As I reflected, I realized that I have felt very lucky most of my life. Although I felt lost when the
pandemic first began, as I read the papers and listened to the news I realized once again that
we were very lucky. We sheltered together at home, but nothing else changed for us. Because
we are retired, our economic situation didn’t change – we weren’t worried about loss of income
– the government still automatically deposited our Social Security funds into our bank accounts.
We had been eating at home much more due to economics and my sensitive stomach, so the
loss of eating at favorite restaurants was meaningless. Because David’s health deteriorated, we
hadn’t taken vacations; sheltering at home seemed natural.
Attention to the media revealed the stark inequities caused by poverty where black people
account for over one half of the COVID-19 cases and 60 percent of the COVID-19 deaths.
Reports on poverty show 21 percent of the Black population and 18 percent of the Hispanic
population live under the poverty level. The police killed George Floyd on May 25; on May 26,
people of all colors joined in demonstrations against the brutality of police.
Since I can’t protest in the street, I joined a virtual protest and will do everything I can as I sit at
my computer to make the world a better place.
I suddenly modified my feeling that I’ve just been lucky – I’ve never experienced extreme
poverty or police brutality. Since I have Medicare, I have wonderful health insurance. Only once
in my life did I experience what poor people across the nation face in their lives. Lloyd and I had
no jobs, no insurance and very little money. Due to an accident, our daughter, Denise had a
severe cut on her chin. We took her to three different emergency rooms; each of them turned us
away because we couldn’t pay the emergency room fee and had no health insurance. Yes, I
remember feeling extreme anger! However, that was only once in a lifetime. Not only have I
been lucky, but also I am privileged.

Pandemic and Emotional Reactions – Two People Survive Together
I will admit to feeling bored, depressed, frustrated and angry.
When I feel bored, it seems that I can’t focus well enough to do anything.
Sometimes I feel depressed and think that David is right; maybe I should just go to bed and stay
there. Why do I work so hard to keep things going?

Sometimes I feel frustrated because now I’m responsible for every little thing. David used to
love to shop; that was good for me because I hate shopping. With his weakened immune
system as well as his weakened physical state, I do all the shopping. It feels like I am
responsible for everything that needs doing. I prepare meals and clean-up. I deliver his meals to
him on a tray as he sits on the couch. I clean the bathrooms, the house. I launder and fold his
clothes. I stock the refrigerator from the garage supply of sodas. I collect and take the garbage
to our curb. I even locate YouTube recordings with the Roku because he can’t see to search
and navigate to his desired recordings. Then I hear “Baby Girl, can you -----?
The frustration and anger hit me because he doesn’t fulfil his promises. When he sings, he
exercises his lungs as well as his brain as he works to remember the song lyrics; this is his only
exercise. If he sang every day, it would be so wonderful, but when I ask him, “Are you going to
sing?” he promises, “I’ll do it tomorrow.” Tomorrow just doesn’t seem to come very often.
Recently, at midnight as I was preparing for bed he suggested, “Ok, Let’s sing.”
I swore, “Why the ‘#$%@’ do you want to sing at midnight; I’m tired!” Then I calmed myself,
apologized and listened to him sing his seven and one-half minute song “Soliloquy” before I
went to bed.
He makes a delicious dish with linguini, Alfredo sauce, mushrooms, olive oil, shrimp and black
pepper. I freeze the leftovers in serving size containers; the leftovers made nice meals for him in
between the hamburgers and steak that he loves to eat. I prepared the last of the frozen dish for
him last week. He asked, “Do we have all the ingredients so I can make a new batch?” We had
everything except mushrooms. I grocery shop on Tuesdays so last Tuesday I bought two boxes
of mushrooms and told him, “David, you need to make the linguini dish within a couple of days
while the mushrooms are still fresh.”
“Ok, I’ll do it tomorrow.” He made the same promise each successive day. It’s six days later and
tomorrow never came. Unless he makes the dish today, I’ll have to throw the mushrooms away
and start over again. I have to admit to some anger as I told him, “You never keep your
promises.” I took a deep breathe, “David, I’m sorry; I know everything you do is difficult – getting
up, cleaning up, dressing, walking to the table to eat your breakfast, walking to the couch where
you spend the rest of your day – all these things sap your energy.
He smiled, “You don’t have to apologize; I love you!”
Today, David surprised me; he got up early (3:30 pm) and while waiting for me to come and
watch a movie with him, he decided to thaw the shrimp. I washed and sliced the mushrooms
and after the shrimp thawed I removed the tails. David emptied four bottles of Alfredo sauce into
a large pan, added the shrimp, mushrooms and other ingredients. He filled our biggest pan with
water and finished cooking the linguini and sauce.

Let’s see; What do I need to add

Almost finished

After he finished a bowlful for his dinner, I loaded six containers with one and one-third pounds
of the linguini dish for future meals for David. One container makes two and one-half meals.
Making this dish was very difficult for David; because his neck is painful, but this batch will last
for a long while.
My final frustration is totally about me. I originally thought that with the cessation of outside
activities, I would have time to organize my office and the den – the places where I work. To my
utter frustration, instead, the disorganized stacks of paper grow daily and I don’t seem to have
the time or energy to make my own little world a better place to live.
As I refocus my mind, I climb from the depths of boredom, depression, frustration and anger.
First, I will forgive myself for not organizing the papers spread out in the den and office; after all,
I am pretty busy. Second, I live, love and care for David. I know he loves and appreciates me;

he is an intelligent, loving and wonderful man. Once again, I feel lucky – we will continue
together, enjoying each other. I will borrow a phrase from our marriage vows and add “as long
as we both shall live!”

