
Appendix 1: Case 14, Elizabeth Matthews

My first sign that something was happening was a general sense of feeling unwell, followed the next day by
aching all over, particularly in my upper back, and a temperature of over 38oC. The muscle aches continued with
intermittent headaches. I was admitted to the ER at the Grace Hospital on the fourth day of my symptoms and I
was isolated immediately. The fear on the faces of my colleagues when they saw me said it all. Some said, “Oh!
Not you!” But I was very encouraged by the way some of them put themselves at risk to come into my isolation
room to perform the necessary tests, offering me their concern.

I was told that I would be transferred to West Park Hospital and I remember thinking, “What if I don’t have SARS,
and I am going to a hospital where I understand that a lot of health care workers have been sent already?” I was
not sure at the time that I had SARS, and I raised my concerns to the doctor that by going to West Park I would
almost certainly get it! He said he was sure I did have it. I was admitted to West Park and continued to
experience muscle aches. By the sixth day after the onset of symptoms I was told I had infiltration on my right
lower lobe. I remember feeling very afraid and isolated, only being able to speak to my family by phone. I called
my daughter and explained to her what was happening. Through my sobs, she tried to comfort me and reassured
me that I would get through this. She was concerned for her brother, who lives with me and who was now in
quarantine. The next day I started to cough and for the first time I experienced shortness of breath. The antiviral
drug I was given made me very sick, and I could not eat and I became very weak. The cough got worse over the
next few days.

I called my daughter every day and could not catch my breath when I was on the phone. Many people, from
colleagues to friends, called to offer me support. My phone never stopped ringing; they realized how sick I was. I
thought I might die. My colleagues around me were also very sick and I was terrified I would end up on a
respirator. I couldn’t sleep at night and needed medication to help me sleep.

I would listen to the news and things looked grim. More cases were cropping up and I felt that this was going to
be a pandemic. I remember feeling very scared for everyone. No one was safe from this. What was going to
happen to Toronto, the city I love? This was a bad situation. I called my lawyer to make up a will just in case I
didn’t make it. I was crying on the phone but he reassured me I would be OK.

Into the seconnd week my hemoglobin became dangerously low and the doctor indicated I would probably need
a blood transfusion. I was determined I was not going to be given blood, so I drank Ensure as much as I could
and tried to eat even though I wasn’t hungry. The nurses looking after us were amazing and lifted our spirits
when they came in to work. We were worried for them too.

After 2 weeks and with my hemoglobin still quite low, I was discharged home to be in quarantine for 14 days.
My son moved out of the house and in with my daughter and her family. I was completely alone at home. My
daughter took control of the situation and provided me with cooked meals and brought in some groceries,
insisting that I rest all the time and that I call her if I needed her for anything. At first I started to feel a little
panicky, even though I was getting better: Could I have a relapse? I was still coughing a lot too.

My grandchildren couldn’t wait to see me. Several times during my isolation my daughter brought them to the
house and they stood outside the closed door and waved and said how much they missed me, and I had to fight
the tears welling up inside.

Through all of this the hardest thing was being apart from my family, even though I knew my life was in the
balance. Now I appreciate all the care I received from the doctors and nurses at West Park who put themselves at
risk to take care of all of us. That I am thankful for.

Elizabeth Matthews (case 14)
ECG technician, Scarborough Grace Hospital



Appendix 2: Case 3, Pat Tamlin

38.7oC and I laughed. I never get sick! This was my first symptom of SARS. No one ever really used the word
SARS to explain my condition until I was in West Park Hospital. In a matter of a few hours an empty floor in this
facility was opened and staffed, and equipment was provided to look after 14 of us who started rolling in on the
evening of the March 23. I had a fever and fatigue when I first walked in to West Park but, as a nurse, I
understood the difficulties of getting all this put together in record time.

Although I never thought I was going to die, as I got more ill with the disease I did realize that this was the sickest
I had ever been in my whole life. Although I was tired and short of breath and didn’t get out of bed often, I
remember thinking how grateful I was that the nurses, doctors and support staff were willing to look after us. I
remember thanking many of those people as they walked in the room. With the disease in its infancy at that
point, no one really knew how much the staff were risking by looking after us. The staff at West Park did not just
look after us; they were worried about us and cared. As Dr. Avendano commented to me in a follow-up
appointment, “We were worried about all of you!” There was no doubt in my mind this was true, and this shows
what health care workers are made of.

Pat Tamlin (case 3)
Intensive care unit nurse, Scarborough Grace Hospital



Appendix 3: Case 5, Sylvia Gordon

It was weird, to say the least, as the Director of the ICU and a colleague calmly explained to me that my
symptoms were consistent with that of SARS — a disease vaguely known to me as a mysterious killer. Suddenly
the emergency room of the hospital where I have worked for over 17 years as a critical care nurse seemed cold
and frightening. Feeling helpless and exhausted, I asked, “Where do we go from here?” The treatment sounded
vague, with many responses of “we are not sure” integrated into our conversation. My colleague sounded
apologetic and empathetic when he explained to me that I would be transferred to West Park Healthcare Centre
for treatment and that I would remain there for a few days in quarantine. He then gave me a reassuring hug and
left the room. A flood of concerns overwhelmed my thoughts for the safety of my family and others with whom I
had been in contact over the past week, when I first had symptoms of myalgia associated with shortness of breath
and a high temperature. I managed to disguise my fear and explained to my husband in a “professional” manner
that I could have been exposed to an infectious respiratory illness and that I was being sent to West Park for
observation. Initially my family kept calm, until the extensive media coverage began.

The SARS inpatient unit at West Park was set up in a separate wing on the fourth floor, accessible by separate
elevators. My few days turned into 2 long weeks of isolation from family and friends. Respirologist Dr. Avendano
and Dr. Derkach, the Chief of Staff, nurses, respiratory technicians and support staff dedicated themselves to our
care despite the uncertainty of the disease. The staff at West Park quickly became my family and provided the
means to my sanity. Defined processes and protocols were developed and the daily chest x-ray became my
major social event, when I got to ambulate in the hallway — although the gowning and gloving would leave me
“breathless.”

When my temperature went down, I began focusing my energy on getting better. A few days afterward, Dr.
Avendano and Dr. Derkach announced that all of my medications would be discontinued because my blood
results were highly abnormal. This news caused quite a stir throughout the unit as the docs went off in search of a
new game plan. The focus of the treatment now seems to have shifted to the abnormal blood work.

It’s been quite a team effort; everyone went the extra mile. Thanks to the dedication and courage of the staff, I am
now able to face the stigmatization phase.

Sylvia Gordon (case 5)
Critical care unit nurse, Scarborough Grace Hospital



Appendix 4: Case 1, T.B.

I was asked to jot down a few points regarding my experience with SARS. I remember when I first went to Mt.
Sinai Hospital with a high temperature of 39.2oC and other symptoms. I was extremely frightened; this was in the
beginning of the outbreak, and the 2 patients that I knew to have SARS were very very sick. They were in
respiratory distress, requiring intubation and ventilation, and 1 patient had already died. To me, at that time, to
have SARS was a poor prognosis — intubation, ventilation, then death. I remember thinking, “I don’t even have a
will.” Thinking, “What was the last thing I said to the people I love?”

My greatest fear that night was that I would be intubated. I remember thinking, “Before they intubate me, I will
tell them not to restrain my hands, that I will not pull out the tube or anything else, but please not to restrain my
hands.” I think the greatest fear was to be dependent on others, dependent on a machine for my breaths. I was
very fortunate; my case of SARS never required intubation, but I remember the fear of that night.

I ended up going to West Park Healthcare Centre for 16 days and was in isolation. Not only did SARS have
physical implications but emotional ones as well. The physical symptoms include a high temperature, daily
headaches and shortness of breath with exertion. I used to feel every breath I took. My respirations were not
really painful, it is just that I felt each breath. I tried to explain it to the doctors: “It’s like when you finish running
and you stop and catch your breath and you get that so-called stitch in your side, and you also feel your
breathing — it’s something similar to that.” I had extreme fatigue, myalgia, scapula pain, cough, loss of appetite
and dizziness. My blood pressure and heart rate were a lot lower than normal. I had a daily rash/redness on my
face and neck. Also, nausea, vomiting and diarrhea were experienced during the IV ribavirin therapy. About
10 days or so after my discharge from West Park, I have been experiencing bad insomnia.

There were also emotional implications experienced, especially while in isolation at West Park. Fear that you
may have infected someone else. I was especially afraid that my husband would get sick. I have no children, but
I know that the afflicted health care workers with children must have worried terribly about their children. Fear
and concern of worsening and ongoing symptoms. Isolation — at times I felt very isolated and alone, wondering
when I would be able to see my husband and family again. And when I was discharged from West Park and back
in my home, even though I was masking and keeping self-isolation and following precautions I was still afraid of
infecting my husband. Fear and concern that family and friends would be discriminated against because of their
association with me. Concern that I too would be discriminated against upon discharge from hospital and
wondering how long that discrimination would last and how would it affect me emotionally and financially. I
was concerned about how this would affect my health for the rest of my life. Anxiety and frustration when
symptoms were not getting better, and wondering when they would. Frustration in not being able to have the
energy to do the things I usually do. Loss of independence (especially during hospitalization). Loss of privacy
(during hospitalization); my only other hospitalization was when I was 3 years old and got my tonsils out. I also
had concerns that the virus or the ribavirin may affect my immune system, thus making me easily susceptible to
infections, viruses, etc. There was also the fear of relapse.

These were some of my experiences I had with SARS. I still have insomnia (and am taking medication) and also
still have almost daily headaches. I still have some episodes of dizziness and still get a redness to my face and
neck (which comes and goes). I get tired easily (but I feel that this is improving). I feel frustrated and concerned,
wondering when these will go away. I’m feeling frustrated because we don’t know the answers to a lot of these
questions.

I was asked to write about a paragraph so I better end now. I want to thank all the health care workers who
looked after us. I know you too faced these same fears and concerns on a daily basis. Thank you for your
kindness, courage and support. God bless you all.

T.B. (case 1)


