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2020 - a year never to forget.  Soon after restrictions for COVID 19 were mandated, the 
State realized that funerals and memorial services were especially important to families, 
and made exemptions.  They raised the maximum number for attendance in the funeral 
home building.  I felt that this was a compassionate act.  It encouraged me and my staff 
to invent new ways to help families plan a meaningful service to honor their loved one.   
 
We began having meetings and brain storming.  We sought guidance from God, from 
our state and national associations and the CDC.  We got ideas from other funeral 
homes that were dealing with the same problems.  I got really scared when my plans I 
thought would work did not.  We had to invent new ways to care for these families. 
 
I would lay awake at night thinking we cannot deny these families some type of closure.  
They needed to see the body of their family member who may have died all alone in a 
healthcare facility.  Families may not have been able to visit their loved one for weeks, 
sometimes months.  This was so hard on the survivors. 
 
I had to adjust to communicating over the telephone or computer, and not in person in 
our office.  This just seemed so impersonal to me.  My faith in God helped me listen 
better to the families’ hurting hearts, and to see their tears when I didn’t see them face 
to face.  We had to figure out ways to protect our staff from the virus to be able to serve 
the families that had entrusted their loved one to us.  My compassion and flexibility has 
grown more in 2020 than in the 36 years before, combined. 
 
We frequently heard, “What can we do about a funeral for …?” and, “I am so scared.”  
We always told the family we would figure out some type of service.  We developed a 
series of questions we would ask in order to safely plan a service.  As the year moved 
along and COVID deaths rose I think families became more understanding of 
restrictions, safety and delays. 
 
Two heartbreaking cases: 
 
In early spring we got a call from the son of a middle-aged man who walked into the 
emergency room with shortness of breath, and less than 10 days later died from COVID 
Pneumonia.  The son and other family were not allowed to see him in the hospital.  After 
a service here, the son wanted to send his father’s body back to his home country – an 
international shipment. The next day problems began; the home country denied the 
shipment of the body, and the son called and told us his entire family were also COVID 
positive.  The son begged us to hold the body until he could get out of quarantine and 
have a funeral and viewing of the body.  I could not stand not figuring out a way to fulfill 
this request.   We waited 15 days and had the requested services. 
 
On a Saturday evening I had only been home about an hour and got a call from the 
answering service.   I was shocked when I heard the name of the deceased.  I knew the 
family well but did not know she had been sick.  I really dreaded calling the husband.  



He was distraught about his wife and had many questions.  I was able to get some 
answers for him from a hospital, and called him back to let him know she was in our 
care.  I had gotten upset about her death myself, which I do not usually do.  When I met 
with the husband he told me he thought his wife caught the virus shopping for 
Christmas presents for all the residents at a facility she supported.  Her last request to 
her husband was to make sure that the presents got delivered before Christmas.  “They 
are counting on me,” she said, just before she died.  The presents were delivered as 
promised.  Later while serving the family of a resident at that facility, I encountered what 
I believe was one of those gifts from the deceased – a simple necklace with Christmas 
bells on it.  The resident’s granddaughter told me she would not take the necklace off, 
even to bathe.  We buried her with the necklace yesterday.  We have some generous 
people in this community with hearts of gold.   
 
I think the separation the virus has caused from sick family members in hospitals and 
nursing facilities has scarred the human race forever.  It has impacted every one’s 
mental health on this earth. 
 


