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			Take Off Your Masks 
“Take off your masks,” he said
“We can’t do that,” we answered. The nursing home where my ninety-three-year 
old bachelor brother-in-law had lived for the past two years was deep into yet another 
wave of the COVID-19 pandemic. This resulted in strange arrangements for visits.
      If we wanted to see each other’s faces, Arnold was ushered into a room, which was 
shared by other residents, divided by booths, while we stood outside one of four open 
window, trying to converse with him.
    We tried this route. Used to being the one calling the shots, he was not a fan of this 
arrangement. 
   This man had helped to raise my husband from the time of their father’s untimely death
some sixty-plus years ago. Two years ago, when he realized he could no longer live in 
his own home, he elected to go to the local nursing home, turning over his financial and 
other responsibilities to us.
    So, we were in yet another strained, futile visit. This time, we were visiting him in his
room, necessitating the masks. After our refusal to remove our face coverings, he became
quiet, decided he wanted to lie down. Within a short time, the visit was over.
     Two days later, at three o’clock in the morning, we received the call. Arnold had died. 
He had just wanted to see our faces one last time.

