		Diary of a COVID Nurse

[bookmark: _GoBack]On the very outset, it was a very normal day. My shift starts at 1:00 A: M in the morning .You might wonder; who goes out at this hour? Well, apparently we do! i.e., because of this pandemic. Our shifts were divided into 6 hours. However, it usually ends up to 7-8 hour shift. First thing when duty starts is we have to dress up like astronauts but instead of going to the moon, we are going to the wards. Going from room to room, giving medications and injections, monitoring their vital signs, making sure that every one of our patients are well taken care of. The night shifts are usually less hectic. However, the day shifts are the worst- because the scorching heat of the sun has not been kind to us. It adds up to our already burdened tasks. The pouring sweat inside our PPES feels like we are running a marathon. We often become parched and thirsty because we cannot drink even a drop of water and also because we have to raise our voice when communicating with our colleagues .I look at our state and I feel sorry for us- for having to work this way. 
	 But then, I remember God’s grace. How can I feel sorry for myself when I am fit and healthy? On the other hand, I see my patients; some in mild, some in very critical conditions, and some may wake up tomorrow morning, while others may not make it through the night. It breaks my heart that there are some who cannot even afford to stay and get treatment. This disease has such an effect, that the hospital walls look similar to that of a prison. Once you enter inside, the only way to connect to the family members is through the cell phones. Patients and their attendants are bound inside a four wall room. The only faces they encounter are that of the doctors and the nurses. 
	Hence for the patients, while you are here, I hope that my voice beneath the mask can be a ray of hope to you when you are in pain. Although my smile cannot be seen, I hoped it can be felt. I also hoped you don’t mind my gloved hand holding yours when you are weak. I pray to God Almighty, that one day everything will turn back to normal, and all of this will be just a phase. But hey..! I will still be a nurse caring for my patients and for inspiration, I will always look back at mother Theresa when she said, “be faithful in the small things because it is in them that your strength lies”. 
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