My Experiences During Covid 
January 2020
Covid was becoming a “thing.” The weekend following January 20th, my friends and I were headed to Guadalajara, Mexico. We were flying out of the Tijuana, Mexico airport and masks were not mandated. Inside the airport and near our waiting room, were a ton of Asian people sleeping everywhere. Their flight was supposed to have landed in the U.S., but the U.S. denied them entry. There were families with kids sleeping on the floors waiting for an update or a return flight. We waited at our boarding area and our flight kept getting delayed. Eventually, our flight was cancelled due to fog; about 4 hours later from what was supposed to be our departure time. Actually, almost the whole airports’ flights got cancelled. We had to exit the airport and get in line to rebook or get reimbursed. The Asian people at the boarding rooms though, were unable to get in line with the rest of us. My group decided to stay the weekend in Tijuana, as the following day was my friend’s birthday. We went to a club we used to frequent, and it was packed! People were standing almost shoulder to shoulder. About two tables down from us was a guy who was chugging his drink. His back was turned to us, and his face was towards the ceiling.  He caught the attention of everyone around and we all cheered him on. When he finished his drink, he turned around and the people immediate to him quickly backed away. When we got a glance of his face, we noticed he was Asian. I think he was so happy, or drunk, to notice people moved away from him. My friends and I noticed though and until this day we hope the guy didn’t notice because it was sad. Luckily, his friends cheered him on and my group, from two tables down, clapped for him too. This all happened within 30 seconds, but I will remember it forever. This is the first impactful and saddening memory I have of Covid. 
March 2020
Everything began to shut down. I went to Las Vegas and the hotels and casinos were closed. Restaurants were closing early, and many were no longer offering dine-in. When I came back from my weekend in Vegas, my boss decided we were closing the office to the public too. Some of my coworkers began to work from home and the freeways were empty. I could get to work in 10 minutes when for 2 years, it had taken me no less than 25 minutes. Classes were online and everything seemed easy, except more people were testing positive for Covid and it was starting to be people you knew. It wasn’t just cases you heard of on T.V. anymore and this made it scarier. 
May 2021
Luckily, I was still employed and although this wasn’t a very eventful month, I bought myself a brand-new car! I came across a great opportunity of no down payment and 0% interest for 60 months. Every car payment I’ve made has gone straight to principal and I am super grateful for this opportunity. Even toilet paper was difficult to get at this point so buying my beautiful 2020 Jeep Compass was awesome!


July 2020 
I spent 4th of July with my family at home. We feared gathering with the rest of the family and my friends were probably tired of hearing me say, “My parents aren’t old but they’re older, so I would hate myself if I got Covid and then got them sick.” In fact, you were judged on social media if you were gathering in groups or going out. My sisters and I tried our very best to keep our parents safe. On July 15th, my dad was hospitalized. He tested positive for Covid on a Sunday and that following Wednesday, an ambulance picked him up from our house. He contracted the virus from a coworker, but we still blamed ourselves at home. At this time, we were hearing horrible things about hospitals, and it was known that if you went in for Covid, you most likely weren’t going to make it out alive. On the Tuesday before he was hospitalized, we reached out to an aunt who is an R.N. at a private clinic. She advised that we go to her Wednesday morning, and she would lend us an oxygen tank. My dad was trying to avoid going to the hospital at all costs. As soon as my dad tested positive, he locked himself in the room and only mom was with him. I had not seen my dad since Saturday evening pretty much and I was eager to get the oxygen tank for him. My aunt instructed me how to use it and told me, “If your dad’s oxygen is below 90, he needs to be rushed to the hospital.” My dad’s oxygen had dropped to 67 that previous night, and he refused to sleep and sat near his bedroom window all night. My mom says he would peek out the window and tell her, “The sun is almost out!” He was eager for the sunrise because he knew we’d get him the oxygen tank but mostly because it would mean he lived through another dreadful night. 
I went to work Wednesday morning after bringing home the oxygen. At around 3 pm my mom called me and asked me to come home because my dad needed to go to the hospital. On my way home my mom calls me again and tells me my dad wanted a Jumbo Jack burger from Jack in the Box. This was the saddest meal I’ve ever ordered because my dad is a Mexican who eats at home every day and has to have tortilla with everything. He only has burgers occasionally and nonetheless, from Jack in the Box. I knew my dad was thinking it would probably be his last meal. He ate his burger very slowly and when he was done, he gave us instructions regarding finances and asked that we call the ambulance. I drove behind the ambulance all the way to the hospital, and I could see him through the little rear window. I knew he would be fine, and I expected him to be discharged by the weekend. 
He stayed longer and every week he got worse. He went in with his phone and his charger so he could call us, but it was just for us to speak to him because he was unable to respond. He wanted to hear our voices and he asked that my little sister sing to him his favorite songs. Sometimes he called me around 2 am because he was in pain, and no one has visited his room for hours. One time he called us to say he thought he would be out in few days because he thought 1 week was more than enough; at this point he had already been hospitalized about 10 days and we realized he was losing track of time and days. The next three weeks were a rollercoaster of emotions. Another day he called us and his siblings to say goodbye. I thought he was dying that night too because he was horribly weak and was not getting better. 

August 2020
On or around August 11th, my dad was discharged weighing 30 pounds less than when he went in. Having him at home was equally scary and heart breaking. We had no idea why the hospital would release him if he was doing so bad, unable to walk, and almost speak. However, we were happy he was home. His favorite uncle had died a few days after he was hospitalized, and he didn’t know. My mom, my older sister, my cousin, and aunt all got Covid while he was hospitalized but he didn’t know. My grandma in Mexico called often to speak to my dad not knowing he had been hospitalized for a month. At home, we cried every night because my dad was unrecognizable, but he didn’t know. We all put so much effort into helping him recover and we all played an important part in keeping each other sane through this tough time. Afterall, my dad had been hospitalized, in critical condition, and was back at home with his family. 
October 2020
My mom’s youngest sibling and only brother died from Covid at age 37. He left behind a wife, a 20-year-old son, a 14-year-old son, a 12-year-old daughter, and a 7-year-old son. This family loss is unexplainable. At the funeral, my 14-year-old cousin told my dad, “I’m happy you didn’t die and can be with your family, Tio.” My dad walked away from the crowd and took a very long moment to himself. 
January 2021
A lot happened in the months following October but in January 2021, my dad finally returned to work. We were afraid because he was still using his oxygen machine at night, and he was seeing a pulmonologist because Covid harmed his lungs badly. My dad was tired of being at home and felt useless because even when he cut the grass, he had to rush inside for his oxygen tank. He was back to his normal weight but was still suffering from frequent headaches.  
July 2021
On July 30th, we celebrated my little sister’s sweet 16 that was supposed to be a quinceanera but was postponed too because of Covid. This celebration marked an “end goal” for my family. We all wanted to make it to this day, and it was the first party or celebration that took place after the many losses my family had. We had not seen many relatives for some time, and they were happy to see my dad doing well and all of us celebrating a joyful moment. Covid was still impactful as my dad’s sister did not attend this long-waited event because she caught the flu some days prior and was afraid it was Covid again. 
December 2021
Our lives have begun to normalize; whatever that means now-a-days. Most of my family is vaccinated and hand sanitizer is as normal as drinking water every day. We’ve had small social gatherings at my house but will probably pause that now with the rise in cases of the variant, Omicron. Everyday is a battle against Covid and its’ variants. Watching movies where people are not wearing masks in public is weird and uncomfortable. I wonder if the “normal days” will return, but today, I am grateful for my experiences-the good and the bad. 
