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PART ONE

THE BODY REMEMBERS



The COVID-19 pandemic 

showed up suddenly and changed 

our liv
es in more ways than we expected. 

The respiratory illness was initially reported in 

Wuhan, 
China 

in 
December 

2019. 
The 

pneumonia-like disease, that in�icted shortness of 

breath and fever on its victim
s, was highly contagious. In 

no tim
e, the virus was tra

veling the globe, leaving a tra
il of 

death. As health authoritie
s with the World Health 

Organization (W
HO) learned more about it,

 it w
as labeled a 

new coronavirus and given the o�cial name Coronavirus 

Disease 2019, COVID-19. As the global death count ro
se, fear 

spread faster th
an the disease. New discoveries about th

e 

illness brought unique challenges to healthcare workers, 

who were heavily burdened and overwhelmed by the 

mysterious illness �lling hospital beds. The 

realization that COVID-19 also attacked 

organ systems became a horri�
c 

reality. Government o�cials 

and world health 







ambulance arrived at our 

home and I had no idea that it was 

there. By that time, I was completely 

unconscious. I was told later that there were �ve 

paramedics or EMTs in my bedroom, who wheeled 

me out on a stretcher. I have no memory of them being 

in my bedroom or of ever being in the ambulance. I never 

saw it, never heard it. I remember waking up in the hospital 

to a nurse asking me if I knew where I was. I looked around 

the room and replied, “A hospital?” I felt alone, scared, and 

very confused. Neither Andrew nor Steve could accompany 

me to the hospital, because they had Covid, but were not 

sick enough to hospitalize. I had contacted doctors while I 

had a fever with Covid, and friends were urging me to go 

to a hospital, but the doctors advised: Stay home; Stay 

isolated; Stay hydrated. That apparently was not 

enough. My medical records show that my 

oxygen saturation level was 60 percent 

and I was in septic shock when 

I reached the 



w h e n 

the nurse came into the 

room, I had kicked my blankets and 

extra pillows o� the bed. When he saw the 

bedding on the �oor, he said, “Well, I don’t know 

what’s going on here, but you seem upset.” I began 

begging for water, and he refused me. Then he asked if 

I was hot, if that was why the bedding was kicked away. 

And then it happened — mercy. He used a syringe to put 

water into one of the tubes going into my body, possibly the 

feeding tube. I don’t know which one it was, but I will never 

forget the feeling of cool water being given to me — it felt 

like three syringes of water.  It was a moment that helped me 

believe I was going to be able to hang on and survive. Not 

all medical sta� were as considerate, another put the 

television on the Food Network before exiting my 

room — while I was on a feeding tube. I endured 

so much hunger and thirst.

The �ghter in me was not ready to give 

up on my goal of getting the 

ventilator out o







m a n from respiratory said, 

“Okay, you're going to feel a pull, 

and then you'll never feel that again,” as he 

grasped and partially pulled the tubing from my 

throat. He repeated that process until the ventilator 

tubing was gone from my body. I gripped Jay’s hand as 

the last pull of tubing exposed about a foot-long strand of 

mucus that disgusted me. It was clinging to the end of the 

ventilator tubing dangling and dripping. The respiratory 

therapist gave me a blue and white suction device that I 

quickly named “Bluebell.” He said, “You're going to cough a 

lot. When you do, use this to suction out the mucus.” In the 

days ahead, I kept Bluebell nearby and suctioned mucus 

c o n s t a n t l y .

Once the ventilator was removed, my hands were 

freed from the restraints when Jay cut the strips of 

fabric that were used to tie me down. 

Honestly, I can't fully put into words 

the joy I felt to be free from the 
ventilator and 



I 
was 

in shock — still
 reelin

g 

fro
m the doctor’s words, 

I asked, 

“D
NR? W

hat’s th
at?” I c

ould barely fo
cus on 

him
 as he spoke. A

ll m
y prio

r e
latio

n catapulte
d 

f
r

o
m

e
x

i
s

t
e

n
c

e
.

“D
o not re

suscita
te. D

oes he have anything th
at says do 

not re
suscita

te?” H
e explained m

ore clearly, “D
oes he have 

anything saying w
e should not tr

y to
 keep him

 alive if 
he 

c
o

d
e

s
a

g
a

i
n

?
”

As my mind tossed his words around, I replied, “N
o, he 

doesn't h
ave a DNR, not th

at I k
now of. P

lease, do everything 

you 
can 

to 
�ght 

for 
his 

life
.”

The doctor n
odded his head and left. 

A fe
w m

inutes later, 

some of th
e IC

U sta� came in
to m

y ro
om and asked if 

I 

would like to have my bed wheeled into my 

husband's ro
om w

hich w
as ju

st d
own th

e hall. I
t 

was a m
oment th

at I f
elt l

ike some evil re
ality

 

was slapping m
e in

 th
e fa

ce. K
nowing 

that 
Steve had coded was 

scary, 
but 

it 







I was very discouraged by not 

being able to sit up, walk, or 

function normally. Even the muscles in my 

eyes had atrophied, and when I moved my head 

too much, the whole room would spin. I still had 

tubes everywhere. I had not had a shower. My hair was 

matted and gross. I was at a very low point.

Marc said, “I’m going to try sitting you up. Hold onto me and 

I’ll pull you up.”  He positioned me so that I was sitting upright 

with my feet dangling o� the side of the bed. “Alright,” he said. 

“I’m going to let go and you stay up.” When he let go, my body 

fell sideways and backwards, completely uncooperative.

I started crying and said, “I’m never going to walk again. I 

feel so gross. I don’t even know who I am anymore. I’m 

gone.” Marc quickly corrected me. He got right in my 

face and said, “Listen to me! You are strong! You 

just survived what I have seen killing people 

all over the world. You’re a �ghter. Stop 

beating yourself up.” I needed 
his words to set 



W
i

d
o

w 

was a word I found di�cult to 

accept. Widow was now part of my identity. 

The word would come to my mind while I was 

lying in the hospital. Its emptiness surrounded me 

like a tourniquet, su�ocating me. Steve was gone. I 

couldn’t touch him, hear him, or hold him. I couldn’t talk 

with him. I kept seeing visions of his hand taking mine as he 

led me on a path to the beach, where he �rst kissed me; the 

same hand I held when he proposed to me there. I thought of 

all the times we had taken that path to the beach, every year 

on our anniversary. Now, I’d never hold his hand again. I’d 

never sleep beside him. I’d never hear his voice or feel his 

t
o

u
c

h
.

Death had not only taken Steve, it also took all my 

future with him. Nothing would bring Steve back. 

Photos become treasures. As a Christian, I 

knew that my husband was in heaven, 

and I would see him again one 

day. As his wife, 







During one of Andrew’s 
v i s i t s ,

 I asked him to please bring my Bible to me. 

I was so scared I would never walk again. With 

my Bible open, I prayed, begging God to be able to 

sit up, stand up, and walk. I really didn’t know if it was 

possible or what God’s plans were for my future. While 

praying, I heard God say, “Mark 2.”  When I turned my Bible to 

that chapter, I saw a heading that read, “A Paralytic is Healed.” 

I kept reading and saw that it was a passage about a man who 

couldn’t walk, so his friends took him to the rooftop of the 

building where Jesus was preaching. The friends lowered 

the man down through the roof so that he was right in 

front of Jesus and healed of his paralysis. I was so happy 

to have been led to that story by the Lord. I began to 

weep and have hope of healing. As I wept, I heard 

God say, “Luke 5.” I quickly turned in my Bible 

to the book of Luke, where I again saw 

the words, “A Paralytic is 
Healed” and I 



F o r 

the �rst tim
e in a month, I 

breathed 
non-hospital 

air. 

I felt warm sun on my skin and squinted my 

eyes 
at 

its 
brightness. 

I got out of the wheelchair, and I was able to walk to 

the 
car, 

just 
a 

couple 

of 
steps. 

Andrew 
and 

nursing 
sta� 

opened the door 
for 

me, and I was 

able 
to 

get 
in 

the 
way 

that

I 
had been taught 

in physical 
therapy. 

Andrew 
drove 

me 
home, 

and

 I used my walker to get into my house. It fe
lt odd to be out 

in tra�c and the world moving so fast around me. Covid 

had stopped my life from moving for a while, 

and 
I 

felt 
disoriented. 

What was my life going to be like moving 

forward? How long would I be on oxygen? 

How would I sleep at night 

in a big, lonely bedroom?







I was sent home with a small 
portable oxygen tank that I used 

until a large oxygen concentrator and 
several tanks of oxygen were delivered — six 

small tanks for portability and one very large tank. 

The oxygen concentrator was shaped like a large 

canister, and it was very loud with rattling and rumbling 

sounds all through the house. It came with 50 feet of tubing 

so I could wander freely around my home — up to 50 feet 

from the concentrator. I dragged the tubing with me 

everywhere and slept with the oxygen on my face, which was 

very challenging. I was still on one liter of oxygen. As much 

as they tried to wean me o� it in the hospital, my lungs still 

needed a little help. Apparently, my left lung had 

collapsed, and it would take time to return to good 

oxygen levels. I was advised to keep exercising 

and walking at home, to strengthen my 
muscles, heart, and lungs. Physical and 

occupational therapists and nurses visited my 





While 

I was in the hospital, there 

was 
a 

young 
nurse 

who 
had 

taken 
the 

�rst 
dose 

of 
the 

vaccine, 

and she opened up to me about why she looked 

upset 
while 

attending 
to 

me. 

The reason: Her husband was adamantly 

against the vaccine, and he had forbidden 

her to be vaccinated. She said to me, 

“I’m here in the hospital every day watching people die from 

this 
disease. 

He’s 
not!” 

She was very nervous to break the news to her husband and 

concerned about the toll it might take on her marriage. 

The division in our nation, our communities, and our 

homes during Covid was unbelievable.

Prior 
to 

contracting 
Covid 

and becoming ill, the controversy 

surrounding the vaccination 

buzzed around me. I recall 

shopping for 





During my loneliness and 

g

r
i

e

f
, 

God began to shift my perspective. 

He 

reminded 

me 

of 

how my path had changed many times in the past, 

and 

how 

He 

had made sure I was taken care of. He also brought to my 

attention people in the Bible He had moved from one path 

to 

another. 

Those 

people 

often faced hardships during their transitions. He used 

examples like, King David being taken from the path of 

shepherd 
boy 

to 
warrior 

to 
king. 

Esther was placed on a path to become Queen Esther, 

away 

from 

what 

she 

knew, 

to save the people of Israel. Moses was placed on a 

path 

to 

Egypt 

to 

set 

the Israelites free and lead them toward their 

Promised 

Land.

As a result of his Damascus 

Road experience, 



November 15, 2021, 

still on oxygen, I returned to work, 

in a part-time work-from-home status. 

I worked in my living room recliner 

at my laptop from 11 a.m. to 3 p.m. Monday through 

Friday. It felt good to be doing 

something that felt normal and productive again. 

It felt very good to be interacting

with my team. Their smiles warmed my heart and 

conversations with them uplifted my spirits. 

I’m a type-A almost workaholic type person, so having new 

tasks and projects to complete made me feel like I was 

beginning to stand again. I continued 

that work schedule for about four months. Then, in 

March 2022, my pulmonary doctor gave me 

permission to return to the o�ce two days a week, 

with 
my 

oxygen 
tank 

and light duty. I was advised not to 

exert myself. On Monday, 

Tuesday, and 







I 

remember having trouble 

with how to style my hair, because 

everything I’d been through had caused a 

lot 
of 

my 
hair 

to 
fall 

out.

I read that many people were losing their hair fro
m 

Covid 
and 

possibly 
the 

vaccines. 

Each day I washed my hair, large wads of it w
ould �ll my 

hands. 
I 

had 
bald 

patches, 

and my hair would just break o�. It w
as about half the length 

it 
had been, and all my curls were gone. 

It 
was 

thin, 
straight, 

and 
sparse. 

It was horrifying to watch myself slowly balding, especially 

with 
their 

wedding 
approaching. 

I was not going to let my appearance stop me from 

experiencing full joy at my son’s wedding. Andrew 

and I selected Lynyrd Skynyrd’s “Simple Man” 

for our mother-son dance. We practiced 

dancing together and I felt so blessed 

to have lived to be at their 

wedding 
and 











VIDEO

THE BODY REMEMBERS



VIDEO

LAST WORDS



VIDEO

A WIDOW SPEAKS



VIDEO

HE’S NOT COMING HOME



VIDEO

COVID ABCs





PART TWO

FAR AWAY



































How Quietly 

 

how quietly the night heart beats  
         touch forbidden 

 

how quietly love’s corpse shudders 
         strangers reside  

 
 

    how quietly two hands stop touching                                                     red sea departure  

 

 

 
 

 

how quietly the distance grows  
  two coffins with skeletal remains 

 

 

 
 
how quietly love shies away  
 slipping into foreign lands  

 

 

 

 

how quietly we let go of us 
     



HE’S NOT COMING HOME 
 

he’s not   coming   home 

 
he’s not    coming home 

 
he’s   not coming    home 
  

n ot   not   not   n ot   not   not   n ot  

 

coooooming    home coming   hoooooome 

 

he’s  not-t-t-t he’s  not-t-t-t   he’s  not  he’s  not 

 

coming  

hoooooome 

he’s not   coming    

hoooooome 

 

he’s  not     com ing  

 

home 

he’s not   com ing  home 

 
he’s not    coming home    coming home 

 

he’s   not coming    home 

 



In the Chasm | Inspired by T.S. Eliot | Four Quartets 
 

In the chasm of eternity’s emptiness  
Something awaits our embrace   
A fleeting moment of perpetuity  
The beckoning balances of life 
Harmonious choirs of transmission 
 
Take my hand, the hand you’ve taken.  
Take tomorrow, take today 
 
White lilies choke the unpreserved 
Bulbous fragrant fleur-de-lis 
Fantasies of grandeur blossom 
Beneath the stifling sun, the trifling moon 
A trillion stars gather in our palms 
 
Take my hand, the hand you’ve taken 
Take tomorrow, take today 
 
Forgotten affection wipes the waves 
Watches the sunrise turn a page 
The absence of yesterday absconds  
with today, tomorrow ascends the valley  
Void entrances in trances trace beyond  
 
Take my hand, the hand you’ve taken 
Take tomorrow, take today 
 
Silent dimensions shiver apart 
Shimmering transmutation quickens 
Through reverence, in the genesis  
On vibrant blistering sunbeams  
Across magnificence itself  
 
Take my hand, the hand you’ve taken 
Take tomorrow, take today 
 



Camouflage and curse words  

Rage in the streets  

Chaos on wheels  

 

Leather boots and a cowboy hat  

Drakkar Noir on my sheets  

His hands on my skin  

 

I sense you 

I seek you    in him 

 

Filling this void 

 

With everything wrong  

With everything right 

With anything at all 

 

To silence the emptiness 

 

In this loud club 

On this dance floor  

 

Papa Wheelie’s guitar    

His hand on my thigh 

His lips on my neck 

Filling this void 



 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



WIDOW FIVE: The Abandoned Mermaid  
Holding hands with Matthea Harvey 

 
The Abandoned Mermaid entered a world where she could talk with bears. She read stories to 
them from her library under the sea. They didn’t care that the pages were damp. She explained to 
one of them, a particularly bright and handsome bear, that she only had half a heart. This 
confused the bear, and he asked her to explain. She told him a true tale, not one of the fairytales 
from her vast library. She had known a giant who slept in a loft above the sea. One day, he 
reached down and scooped her heart out of her chest. The giant ran away with half of her heart 
and laughed as she wept. She struggled to survive with less. The mermaid was fond of the bear 
and told him she wanted to love him with her whole heart — but half was with the giant, and she 
didn’t know how to get it back. The bear asked her strange questions: Where do canaries go 
when dawn dies away? Where do peonies play when light eludes them? Why do the ravens 
gather? Why do they stare at me? Why are they singing reveille? Does twilight happen when the 
peonies cry? The bear stopped coming to visit, so the mermaid pulled herself up onto the shore 
and shimmied her body into the forest in search of him. Her tailfin crushed crunchy leaves and 
bumped against tree roots as she made her way deeper into the forest. She finally saw the bear in 
the distance; he was running toward her with bloody paws. He had found the giant in his loft and 
retrieved the other half of her heart, so she could love him as completely as he loved her. He 
lifted her into his big bear arms and hurried to get her back to the sea. When her scales felt the 
water, she knew she was home. The bear begged her to always love him with her whole heart, 
then returned to the forest. She never saw him again.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 
 



VIDEO

A PIECE OF ME



I drank from the sea’s far 



VIDEO

WHEN I’M READY



VIDEO

THERE’S NO WAY BACK



VIDEO

SEA OF ASHES



VIDEO

WE COULDN’T SEE THE END





PART THREE

TRANSITIONS 



“A PICTURE IS A 
POEM WITHOUT 

WORDS.” 

— HORACE






























