
Pregnant during the pandemic 
 
On January 15, 2020, my partner and I learned that I was pregnant with our first baby. Five days 
later I was on the phone with one of my best friends in Ontario. She mentioned Coronavirus. It 
was the first time I had heard of Coronavirus. My friend who mentioned it is a healthcare worker 
and a mother of two small children who often worries a lot. I recall dismissing it and thinking to 
myself: just another virus, we hear about these things regularly in the media. No big deal. 
 
In the weeks following the new information about my pregnancy and reports about this virus that 
seemed to be impacting people on the other side of the world in Europe and Asia I noticed that 
it seemed to be the source of a lot of dispute. Some people were very passionate about their 
opinions, especially on social media. The opinions ranged widely: either it was nothing to be 
concerned about OR it was a huge f*cking deal and the world would be irrevocably changed. 
Being in the Yukon so far away from the eipcentres of the pandemic I erred on the side of "no 
big deal" while I watched people panic across the world. Eventually they began to panic across 
the country too. When the announcement was made to cancel the Arctic Winter Games my 
initial thought was: this is an excessive and unnecessary reaction. 
 
In early March I began to receive inquiries from clients about Coronavirus. I attempted to 
reassure them: so far I didn't think they'd be impacted but we could cross that bridge if the 
situation changed. The week of March 13, 2020 I had a terrible cold. Having a cold during 
pregnancy sucks. There is hardly anything you could take for relief. I was coughing and 
sneezing. It was a deep cough. I was barking like a dog. This at a time when most people seem 
to be afraid of an invisible threat that manifests itself through the respiratory system. Every time 
I went into public I felt like I was being stared at when I coughed. As if I was the threat.  
 
Having lived in the Yukon for nearly four years, I am still very close to my friends and family that 
live in Ontario. I call them regularly. Being pregnant my calls to family and friends increased. 
They told me to stay home, especially since I am pregnant. They told me they were terrified for 
their children and for their elderly parents. I thought they were overreacting with their constant 
sanitization. They were ordering face shields, masks and gloves for their upcoming grocery 
store trips. Concurrently, little by little, my thinking began to shift. I started to think, maybe this is 
a big deal after all. Countries were on lockdown. Schools were closed. Draconian measures 
were being implemented in the interest of public safety. My friends and family continued to send 
me articles about Coronavirus during pregnancy. My university career taught me to check my 
sources. I came to the conclusion that there were a lot of misinformation and unreliable sources 
floating around the internet but I certainly didn't want to get sick again. If having a cold sucked 
so much while pregnant I definitely didn't want to contract a serious respiratory illness. 
 
At the height of it all on March 16, 2020 I watched a mid-day press conference before going to 
work. Trudeau called upon Canadians to come home now (emphasis on now). Shit got real. 
Suddenly I realized this was probably more serious than I thought.Trudeau called upon 
Canadians to work from home whenever possible. When I arrived at work a co-worker and I 



presented our case to senior management: we should follow the prime minister's direction and 
work from home. The response we got from management was less than receptive. I thought we 
may have to put up a fight. That night I went home and thought about what arguments could be 
made to support an initiative to work from home and get management's buy in. The next day I 
went to work, still sick from the previous week. In retrospect I was sick enough to stay home but 
I really wanted to be there for the staff meeting. I had to convince management to let us work 
from home. We all sat down to start the meeting. I was anxious. The meeting began by 
management announcing we would be allowed to begin working from home effectively 
immediately. I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
For about a month or six weeks I was quite content to work from home. My mediation practice 
got more disciplined. I took my dogs on more walks. I had more time to cook. The timing was 
convenient as my baby and belly grew and my clothes no longer fit me. There was no longer a 
need to get dressed up for work. The pandemic didn't seem all that bad to me. Things in Ontario 
sounded a little troubling but in the Yukon we had it pretty good. Occasionally I worried about 
the uncertainty of the restrictions: would I get to experience milestones like baby showers and 
blessingways? Would my partner and I be able to introduce our baby to our families who live on 
the other side of the country? Would we be able to travel with our baby during my paid year off 
as we had planned? My approach was to try to dismiss this concerns as quickly as they 
appeared. We'd cross that bridge when we get to it. Better to not think about it right now, its 
likely beyond our control anyway. 
 
My anatomy scan or second ultrasound was scheduled for April 30, 2020. I belong to many 
pregnancy social media groups and even created a Yukon based one. I was well-aware of the 
restrictions elsewhere in Canada in the world. Mothers having to attend appointments on their 
own. Mothers forced to birth their babies alone. Important milestones like baby showers and 
family introductions lost forever. But, I figured, we have it good in the Yukon. I should be 
relatively unaffected. We had so few cases, no community transmission and relatively light 
restrictions. We could even still gather in groups of 10 or fewer. A week before my ultrasound I 
received a voicemail message notifying me that I would have to attend my ultrasound 
appointment ALONE. I had been looking forward to this appointment for weeks, months even. I 
wanted to make sure my baby was okay. I wanted my partner to have the opportunity to see our 
baby move around on the ultrasound screen. I thought it would make it more real for him. My 
heart sunk. I got angry. I cried my face off. This wasn't fair. The restrictions didn't appear to align 
with our circumstances. I spent a week trying to convince the hospital to change their policy. I 
had a lot of people tell me how to feel. They told me I should understand. They told me I was 
being unreasonable. 
 
Ultimately, I attended the ultrasound alone. People suggested I attempt to Facetime my partner 
or videorecord it so that my partner could feel included. Upon my arrival I was advised that there 
was a strict policy against recording. I cried. The poor ultrasound tech. I told her I knew it wasn't 
her fault and that I was aware that I can be difficult to deal with. I apologized. She asked if I 
would like to speak to her manager. Of course I did. This seemed unreasonable. The manager 



was kind and compassionate. She explained provided a legal rationale and noted there were 
liability reasons for their policy. We compromised. The manager offered to put video footage of 
the ultrasound on a disc for me and my partner. This seemed fair. We proceeded with the 
ultrasound. I was sad that my partner couldn't be there with me to see our baby on the 
ultrasound screen. Nonetheless, it was a special experience to see the baby move around, to 
see that it was real. My baby inside my body actually had arms, legs, fingers and toes! It moved. 
I saw its little heart beating. It was beautiful. It looked healthy and normal. It was a great relief to 
me.  
 
We have been planning a home birth since we started talking about having children and we 
began working with a midwife very early on in my pregnancy. So long as there are no 
complications we shouldn't have to deal with the hospital again and should be able to do things 
on our own terms without being subject to hospital policy. This is a huge relief in these uncertain 
and everchanging times. I'm very grateful for my midwife's home visits and on-call service. 
Dealing with the healthcare system is more sterile and less personalized than ever. I am happy 
to avoid it given my recent experiences. 
 
In a recent press conference the Chief Medical Officer began talking about lifting some 
restrictions. I have mixed feelings about this. For the sake of my pregnancy and maternity leave 
I really hope we'll be able to travel soon to share these experiences with our friends and family, 
and to make the most of a paid year off work. That being said, I would also prefer to continue 
working from home. I am much more comfortable at home. I was reassured this week by my 
employer that I will likely be allowed to continue working from home until my maternity leave 
begins. Ironically, in this same press conference, the CMOH also mentioned that the hospital 
will likely begin expanding services again. I assume this means they may revisit their ultrasound 
policy and there is a potential that fathers may now be allowed to attend with their partners. I still 
worry and wonder what the future holds for me and my young family. Maybe the world is 
irrevocably changed. Our baby may have a very different life than we have had until now. In the 
meantime, I feel fortunate to be in the Yukon where I can appreciate the sun on my face, the 
ground beneath my feet and the mountains in the distance. 
 
 


