
During the height of the COVID-19 pandemic, my grandfather's condition worsened, and for his 

and everyone else safety, he had to go into long-term care. Visiting my grandfather in the long-

term care facility in Oakville, Ontario, was always a bittersweet experience. I loved to see him 

any chance I could, but the facility was depressing and incredibly worrisome. I had not had any 

experiences with LTC’s before the COVID-19 pandemic, but I never heard anything great about 

them prior either.  

When at the facility, half the time, we could never find anyone who worked there and other 

times, it seemed like it was just a place to store people until they passed away. I saw no real 

effort to enrich their lives and perhaps it was because it was a for-profit and they didn’t want to 

spend the money or didn't care, or maybe the staff was overworked, short-staffed or sick 

themselves. 

The issue that disturbed me most was the haphazard COVID-19 testing process to enter the 

facility. During outbreaks, only one person could visit each individual from all of their family or 

friends, if any. I did appreciate that because it cut down on people coming in and out as I had 

concerns and precautions for COVID drastically differed from person to person and their own 

beliefs. 

 

I remember one time when I was allowed to visit, I brought my then 5-year-old son. At this point 

in his life, he would shake at the mere sight of a Q-Tip from having flashbacks to COVID tests, 

but he wanted to see his Grandpa, so we went. 

Before you were allowed into the facility, you needed a COVID test and to wait 15 minutes 

before you were cleared. As the PSW came in to perform tests, it was clear they were either 

overworked or careless. My son went first while sitting on my lap. I was anticipating him to 

scream or having to pin him down, but as it was happening, my son loudly said, "Oh, that wasn't 

bad. I didn't even feel it." 

At first, I thought he was being brave but then realized, as they swabbed my nose, that they, 

indeed, were not doing it at all. Almost a gentle trace of my nostril. A stark contrast of the 

jabbing and brain poking we had been used to with covid testing. It was laughable. I had asked 

the PSW if that was ok, and they brushed me off. After 15 minutes, they sent me up, and we 

visited my grandfather. 

Leaving that day, I couldn't help but feel a mix of emotions. The visit brought joy and comfort to 

my grandfather, but it also underscored the critical need for better safety practices within the 

facility. 

Later that night, my aunt called me. She was so upset as it turned out she had Covid and visited 

him that day a few hours after us. She said the person doing the test didn't do it well and sent 

her to visit my grandfather. 30 minutes later, a nurse came in and told her she had to leave 

because they mixed up tests and she, in fact, did have COVID-19. 



I couldn't ignore the indifference of some of the staff. It was as though they had grown numb to 

the pandemic's severity. It worried me deeply, knowing that this lack of attention could 

jeopardize the health of my grandfather and others. 


