Grace Vicha
November 21, 1926 - November 29, 2020

Grace E. Vicha, 94, passed away on November 29, 2020. She was born to Donovan and
Glendoris (Childs) Brannen on November 21, 1926 in Buhl, Idaho. Grace went into the
nursing profession following high school. She married Robert E. Vicha on September 11,
1948. She then went on to work as a nurse at the Mars Candy factory in Chicago. She
gave up nursing full-time but during the early 1960s worked part-time as a nurse at
Richmond-Burton Consolidated Grade School.
Grace loved to travel having toured 49 of the 50 states, learning about their history, visiting
with friends and family as well as enjoying the scenery. She was an avid reader and card
player. She spent much of her time incorporating native wildflowers into her gardens to
attract birds and butterflies. She also loved learning new crafts including macramé, cross
stitch and crochet. She was most proud of her children.
Grace will be missed by her card playing buddies and crafting partners at Gurnee
Meadows. Grace was a member of the Daughters of the American Revolution.
Grace is preceded in passing by her husband of 57 years, Robert; her parents; and
siblings, John and Donna.
Left to cherish her memory are her sons and daughters: Donavan (wife, Jessie), Roger,
Virginia Erickson (husband, Tony), and Wayne (wife, Mel); grandchildren: Zach, Alex,
Emilee, and Sean; great-grandchildren: Lincoln and Summer; step-great-grandchildren:
Reggie and Regan; sibling: Inez (husband, Leman).
ARRANGEMENTS ENTRUSTED TO SCHOEDINGER NORTHEAST FUNERAL HOME.
At this time, no services will be held. Family will plan a memorial service in Grace's
memory at a later date.
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Part 1
I took “point” on watching over my 93-year-old mother in February 2019 when she
moved up from my brother Wayne’s home in Florida. February in Ohio is a rude
awakening when you’ve just come from Tampa but it could have been worse,
weatherwise. She walked into the Ashford on Broad and asked again how much this
was costing and thought it was a steal. From that moment on, I saw my mother at
least once a week save for two long vacations: bringing groceries and supplies,
taking her to appointments with audiologists and eyecare professionals, or just out
and about with a stop at our condo. It was two-steps up to the main floor, unlike our
home in Glen Ellyn, which was seven steep stairs.
Jessie and I had begun preparing for Mom’s arrival in November of 2018, our first full
year in Columbus. We visited several assisted living residences that were within a
15-minute drive of our condo. Jessie found a great resale shop in Gahanna and we
picked up essential furnishings for her small apartment. Mattress Firm had records of
her purchase of twin bed mattresses from when she lived in Gurnee, so when she
stepped into her new place, she was very pleased, and slept well that first night.
We also had a number of fiduciary responsibilities in regard to powers of attorney,
estate planning, and getting a new state ID card and a handicap parking placard.
And we began a long process for applying for VA Benefits that would help pay for
part of her rent. Everyone she encountered in these transactions was surprised by
her hair which was mostly its original brown once they learned how old she really
was. And she got around very well with her walker, too.
Mom had macular degeneration. She was legally blind but she managed to get
around very well via peripheral vision. In those years, you could hardly tell that was a
problem for her. She couldn’t recognize anyone standing right in front of her and as
the months went on, her ability to read deteriorated completely. To make matters
worse, she needed hearing aids to hear and had a very hard time in a noisy dining
room filled with other people who could not hear well. As the months went on, she
became fussy about the sound quality of the books on tape that she got from the
Cleveland Braille Library. We tried a number of ways to improve the quality of her
hearing life, but CD players and Alexa just didn’t cut it for her.
That first year, she had access to raised garden plots in the courtyard of the Ashford
and got involved with everyone’s plot as well as her own. Gardening was life itself for
her. Summer was very good, though they never did put a sliding screen door on her
courtside patio so she could get fresh air. It got drafty in that apartment as fall turned
into winter, so she moved to a second floor room. It had a small full-sized fridge that
gave her better access to the few items she placed in it, windows that actually rolled
open for fresh air, and it was quieter. It also was closer to the laundry room, which
was a hobby second only to gardening. She always, always had to be doing
something.
We made sure she was with us for holidays. Thanksgiving 2019, she endured when
the fryer went wonky on Zach and turkey was delayed an hour. We had her over for

Christmas while Zach’s family visited Libby’s folks. Mom enjoyed her great grandkids
but they also wore her out with their high-pitched laughter and energized movements
all about the condo. It probably saddened her that she could not properly see them.
So as her options were gradually carved from her life and as the weather was inviting
us all to get outside again, the Pandemic of 2020 pretty much scrapped those plans.
Lockdown was confusing because nobody completely understood what was going
on. I could deliver things she needed but couldn’t visit her or take her anywhere. She
was getting meals in her room, which suited her well, so the grocery list shrank to her
favorite ginger snaps and graham crackers, AAA batteries and Neutragena Shampoo
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Oh, well. It didn't quite break the same way as my first go through. Here is what completed
Part 1:
The residence staff did what they could to engage folks there. Eventually, on Tuesday
through Thursday, we could visit her once a week outside under the carport of the side
entrance to the building. We would sit six feet apart with masks on and talk for half an hour
after having our temperatures taken.
Continued
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Part 2
At least, we had the phone. Mom loved to ask about our bird feeder and delighted to
hear about the Zebra Swallowtail we saw or the bluebirds, which she loved. But
sitting with her in her room, on furniture we picked up at a consignment resale shop
in 2018 was so nice and so well appreciated. We had some great chats about
bygone days rather than shopping lists and such. The pandemic put a stop to that.
The arthritis in her knees made it miserable for her to walk around and she insisted
on taking aspirin--BAYER aspirin--for her pain. She had high standards for toilet
paper as well and it was frustrating to have to explain that there was a shortage or
that it was a pain to go to a variety of stores to find Northern. So, yeah, times got
testy. But deep down, we both knew the path we were taking. I would tell others, I
was walking her Home but the same thing was going on with her: she was walking
me Home, too. She just made it before me.
In early October 2020, it became very clear who would make it first as she ended up
in the ER and they found a condition that could take her away very quickly and
suddenly. I sat with her in that room, masked, watching her leg muscles cramp up.
She was in a lot of pain and thinking she was going to die. We said goodbye several
times but I also added, good luck, because I didn’t know how bad it was. And she
proved again that she was stubborn.
My sister was able to drive out from Illinois to visit Mom the next day in a regular
hospital room and found her drinking tea and asking when she could leave. In
August, Roger had had to arrange a trip to be in Gahanna on a Friday for a special
30-minute visitation to see Mom. Vicki got 6-7 hours over two days at the hospital. Of
course some of that time was watching her sleep. Thanks to Covid, the policy was
one visitor for the whole stay, so I settled for the scary three hours in the ER room.
But then again, I didn’t have to drive the 15-hour round trip to get here.
Continued
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Part 3
Mom fell two more times before the end. One was a false alarm but if she had
fractured her hip as everyone had at first thought, it would have been one more big
step in her decline. The second was from the night nurse who liked Mom, just
checking in that she had fallen asleep in her chair and slid off of it. It was more a
blow to Mom’s dignity than anything serious.
She had also just gotten a wheelchair and was reluctantly crossing another line in
the sand of what she wouldn’t do. Her biggest fear was going to a rehabilitation
residence like where Dad wasted away after his bad stroke sixteen years ago. She
visited him almost every day before he passed. She wanted to be in control but
everything was pointing to the inevitable that we just don’t have control.
In spite of knowing I could get the call I got last Friday (11/27), I was still shocked
when it came. We had spoken on the phone only an hour earlier. And I was relieved
as well. She would not share my father’s fate. And I wouldn’t be the one who would
feel obliged to sit with her every day on such an awful vigil. Nonetheless, she held
out for two nights. With Roger and Vicki with us, we shared comfort well away from
the Covid corridors of Mount Carmel East Hospital. Mom would have loved that we
were together. Brother Wayne wasn’t there but it would have been foolhardy for him
to fly up from Tampa to what Ohio’s Health Department designated a level 4 county,
purple, its most dangerous category for potential infection. Mom wouldn’t have
wanted us there with her and would not have recognized us in full PPE gear if she
had been conscious.
Early on Sunday morning, I got the call about her passing with plenty of time to catch
Vicki and Roger before they left their hotel for the long drive home, so they could
leave with some peace of mind.
Mom said so many times that she never wanted to be a burden. It’s not a particularly
unique attitude, even when actually being a burden. Love is a burden we gladly take
on, not always knowing all the consequences. But love comes with so many
dividends that we do not even recognize all of them. Hovering about our heads, like
bluebirds that would make us happy if only we had the sense to take a deep breath
and put out a finger to let them land and sing their song in a language we are finally
ready to hear.
Mom has left the burdens of bluebirds behind.
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Aunt Grace was such a fun Aunt. Every time we got to see each other there was
laughter and fun. I will miss her coming to see us and getting to see when we both
traveled to Idaho. She will be missed greatly.
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Lydia Stroul lit a candle in memory of Grace Vicha
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