
I thought that sharing my experiences with Covid and my Baba’s death during the 

pandemic would be difficult, and it is incredibly so; however, I’ve found almost an 

immediate sense of relief and reprieve from carrying around the untold weight of grief, 

frustration, and loss. My Baba did not die from Covid but C. diff (a common and very 

often deadly infection in LTC homes) but it is more than possible that her death was 

expeditated by the conditions the pandemic produced. Without the additional strain on 

the health care system, her symptoms may have been noticed sooner. At the very least, 

without the restrictive protocols in place, her last months on earth might have been 

more joyful and more meaningful. She died in October of 2020. She was a great 

woman. After losing her husband a month before the onset of of Covid19, my Baba 

continued to reside in the small town elder care fascility were they lived, only a 20 

minute drive from their homestead-farm where they had spent most of their lives 

together, raising children and cultivating the land. My mother, then retired, had 

previously worked at the same elder care fascility for nearly a decade prior and still 

resided in my hometown, ensuring that her parent(s) were properly cared for and 

emotionally suppoorted. Her dedication to her family was indoubtedly one of the most 

integral aspects of their happiness and well-being. She is a great woman. I can easily 

recall the last time I had hugged my Baba, my Grandpa’s funeral in December of 2019. I 

was abroad when the pandemic began and by the time I returned to Canada, 

restrictions and lockdowns were well underway. This pains me to this day and tears will 

always continue to gather in my eyes when I think of the long months she endured with 

limited human touch, kindess, and interaction. I often visited through the window in her 

room, on the phone, aching to be able to touch and hug her. To rub her sore back, paint 

her nails, or simply hold her hand and listen to her anecdotes. Small tasks that I joyfully 

did to see her smile that I still miss doing. My mother was a single parent resulting in a 

close relationship between my grandparents and myself, indeed, my entire immediate 

family relies upon another immensely. Humans are social beings, we evolved to depend 

on one another for subsistence and for survival. Our daily interactions provided us with 

shelter, food, and community over the ages and remains unchanged to this day. 

Socializing, relationships, and communication are essential to our well-being. To our 

health equity. To our survival. Going without these vital concepts is incredibly 

detrimental to our entire being and the conseqeunces, can even be deadly. I can recall 

driving home to my small hometown, eager to visit my Baba in person for only the 

second time that year, for there was a breif respite from the stricter policies, allowing 

outdoor visits so long as social distancing guidlines were followed. Unfortunately, my 

Baba had contracted a different infection, just days before-causing her Doctor to rescind 

her visiting privelges. Although done to save her from further harm, this small decision 

robbed me of a last chance to see her without a physical barricade. I regret not taking a 

day off of work to visit sooner. If I had only arrived the day before. If only the antibiotics 

prescribed hadn’t increased her vulnerability to another, more deadly infection. If only I 



was able to say goodbye. The pandemic caused a lot of if only’s. A lot of regrets. A lot 

of greif. Sadly, adding insult to injury was the limited funeral service we were able to 

provide. An active and well-loved church and community member, my Baba was a 

socialite inside and out. She loved nothing more than providing her guests, friends, and 

families with hospitality. You would never leave their home hungry, thristy, or lonely. 

She loved to chat, share stories, play cards, cook, and garden. Her talents were 

widespread and inumerable but most of all, she was gentle and kind. Caring and strong. 

Mischeivous and sweet. I could go on and on forever. Without the chance to fully 

celebrate her life, our grief lacked a proper outlet. Healing was more difficult. More 

complex. Grief comes in waves, in stages, and in varying forms; however, the pandemic 

created a dissaciation from her death. I am still activiely struggling to bridge this 

disconnect. It still does not seem real. I keep expecting to recieve a phonecall, or a 

handwritten card with a sweet note and a magazine clipping of an article, joke, or kitten, 

or a crisp twenty slipped secretely into my hand when I am not looking. But these 

beautiful little moments have ceased to exist, outside of my cherished memories, so I 

am proud to share them here. My throat is welled with gratitude and sorrow but not so 

much that I cannot speak out. My Baba recieved good care in our small town nursing 

home to the best of my knowledge. This is because my mother and our family 

advocated for her. She lived in a nursing home in which most of her family lived within 

an hour of, in her community that she had been a part of for most of her life. Athough 

she suffered, she was still privileged in a sense. Others, were not so lucky. Long Term 

Care fascilities should not be privately operated. I cannot imagine the outcome if our 

family was unable to afford and receive placement through our connections in a familiar 

and trusted nursing home. Other families and other elders, did not have this privilege. 

When basic human services are privatized, everyone suffers. Profits will always, 

always, always, always, always, always be prioritized above all else, including human 

life. As heavy hearted as I am concerning my experiences, I am still grateful her 

suffering was mitigated in comparison to others. Our elders deserve better. And my 

Baba, also deserved better. We deserve better. I miss her everyday.  


