
 Alone 
 By Miguel Garcia 

 As careful as we were - we stayed home, no restaurants, food delivered, no social life - it still made it into our 
 home. My wife works from home but I had to head out to the unknown and return to work. Fast like a tornado, it 
 turned our lives upside down. 

 I got a call from my co-worker and she told me she came back positive for COVID. I went to urgent care and 
 got tested, it was going to take 5 days to get results. Well, we made it to day 2 and my wife started to feel 
 exhausted and her lungs started to feel tight. Day 3 she could not get air, off she went to TMC. Right away they 
 took her in and got her set up. As she left the house saying goodbye, it was one of the most unknown 
 goodbyes I have ever had to give, almost like someone going to war wondering if you will hold them again. 
 Seemed like every hour my 10 year old son asked when she was coming home. I told him soon, hoping I 
 wasn’t lying to him. We would video call, the 1  st  night, but she got worse, calls were less, as she fought the 
 fight of her life. My son and I took care of each other as much as we could. I really didn't have energy to care 
 for both of us as I had sleepless night watching him to make sure he could breathe and temperatures were ok. 
 I felt alone in a different world because no one could come in to help due to the risk. 

 Day 5 of her time at TMC, she called and she didn’t look very good. Her call was to say goodbye, the night 
 before she had come to peace with death as she was not getting better and now the doctor was talking about 
 intubation to let her body heal. Sitting outside in the sun trying to stay 2 steps ahead thinking where are our 
 funeral papers, what to have her wear, where will we move to because there is no way I can handle payments 
 on my own. The question of all questions, how will I tell my son his mom is not coming home as I told him she 
 would. As I prayed like I have never prayed before, I knew I had to be strong for whatever may come our way 
 in the coming days or weeks. 

 Family and friends would drop off food and groceries at our doorstep, while co-workers sent codes for door 
 dash. What would we have done without them? My sister that worked front line in COVID unit put on gear and 
 looked like a hazmat worker to come help us clean up and let me sleep due to my oxygen dropping to low 60s 
 and to give my body a break, she is a true hero to me. The doctors started trying new meds to help her lungs 
 and different treatments. God is great and her health started looking better. Day 12 at TMC we were able to 
 have Thanksgiving dinner together through video, she had hospital food and my son and I had pizza, not the 
 normal but we were all still alive. About 10 days letter, we got great news that she may be coming home the 
 next day, talk about happy cleaning and getting ready for a happy homecoming. After her arrival, flowers 
 looked prettier, sky looked bluer, sun was brighter. 

 Life is sometimes taken for granted and people don’t always enjoy the little things of life or get too busy to 
 enjoy the people in their lives. We knew it was going to be a long road to get back to normal health, but a road 
 has never looked so good when you have your loved ones with you to walk it. 


