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It took me a long time to come to terms with my emotions and thoughts concerning being a nurse for positive 
COVID-19 patients. It’s time to put those thoughts into words. 
  
I have been an Intensive Care Unit nurse for 40 years. I presently work at Robert Wood Johnson University Hospital 
in New Brunswick. I’ve called this “home” for 35 years. I also teach nursing at New Jersey City University, Wall 
campus. 
  
When COVID patients began admissions to RWJ, I was working on the Neuro Intensive Care Unit. Our first COVID 
admission was coming and it was the end of my shift. I left before the patient was admitted and wasn’t due back for 
a week. I called in to my co-workers for information over the next week. I was scared to come to work. The stories 
they told were disastrous.  
 
Visitation was now suspended, student nurses were removed from the clinical setting, masks were worn over N95 
masks; goggles, shields and protective gowns were all worn for an entire 12-plus-hour shift. The impact: skin 
breakdown from the mask, headaches from breathing in your own carbon dioxide, no ability to lift the mask for that 
sip of water to quench the dehydration, no ability for food intake, let alone finding time to go to the bathroom. 
  
And yet we all came back day after day. It was not nursing: it was disaster drills, disaster care, emergent situations 
occurring simultaneously. Patient-nurse assignments that used to be 1 to 1 were now 3 to1. And yet we all came 
back, day after day. There was no time to document. Face-time communication from family to the sedated and 
vented patients became the focus. 
  
We became family. We rushed in to give the necessary care and if we could find a moment, we held their hands, 
talked to them, educated them, addressed their anxiety (prioritizing it above our own) and hoped it made a 
difference. Then came the needs of the family. Oh, their torment! 
 
The camaraderie among my co-workers is the link to understanding why we are here. We are not heroes, we are 
nurses. We are called to this field; we are doing what we are supposed to do. We are given a chance to make a 
difference in someone’s life or death. 
  
How can you help? How have you helped? Letting me know you understand why I choose to go day after day, 
letting me know you love me and support my decision, letting me know you are keeping safe so that I won’t lose 
you, too. The meals/snacks/masks you have sent to me, to my unit has given all of us an incentive to take a break, 
to care for ourselves. It’s been so appreciated. 
  
I live in Marlboro with my unbelievably supportive husband. I asked him why he was allowing me to go to work. I 
thought his answer would relate to a paycheck. (You have to know my accounting husband to understand that 
joke.) His answer floored me. He trusts me, he knows how much I tormented not being where I needed to be, not 
doing what I needed to do. He supports me and loves me for it. I slept well that night.  
 


