
 

 

Buddies: September 29, 2023 – Story 2 

Throughout the height of COVID-19, my grandmothers from both sides lived at home. My 

grandmother from my mother’s side, in particular, lived in our walkout basement, where she had 

her own little home. She had a kitchen, a TV, etc. Even with all of this, it was very rough for her. 

We could almost never see her, even though she was directly under us the whole time. And, as 

much of a strong woman as she is, we all feared for her health, especially as she is a survivor of 

breast cancer. I’m sure that this scenario parallels millions of other people’s experiences. 

Humans need other humans – that’s just how we’re wired. If COVID-19 gave way to a single 

message the most, I would say that’s it. I can’t even imagine losing my grandmother during such an 

isolating time period, and yet that was the reality for millions. 

My grandmother has always been a humble woman, saying things like “It’s not about me, and 

“Don’t worry about me! I’ll be fine.” And I agree with her. It’s about ALL of us. But I think we 

should worry, and not just because she happens to be more at risk. 

We should worry about her joy, her voice, her wisdom, he wishes, and her descendants. We only 

continue to learn because we are able to learn from others. What they give, we can take. But will 

we decide to give back? 

 

 


