
Three days of COVID-19
Meredith N.
 
March 19.
 
As I sit down to finish a 500-piece Disney themed puzzle in my  dank,
dim living room, it takes extra strength in me not to wonder where my
mind is going. My back hurts from leaning over the coffee table, the
sound of road work going on outside makes my brain physically hurt.
I’m trapped. Food that at some point brought me genuine joy now
tastes the same as everything else. 
 
It’s only been one week since my school district, and perhaps every
other district in America, announced its immediate closure for at least
the next two weeks. One week--the average amount of snow days
Richmond has per year, feels eons longer than it ever has before. 
 
I lay the final piece inside its groove inside the puzzle. This is the third
one I’ve finished. Before the closure, I never liked them. Now I look
forward to the 1986, Labyrinth themed puzzle arriving in the mail this
Sunday. I’m proud of my accomplishment for about 10 seconds before
I sink back into the couch and ponder what I’m going to do next. 
 
This was supposed to be the day of the writing SOL. Though I look
forward to seeing my school friends again in a week from now, the
nagging feeling in my head tells me that we aren’t going back. 
 



March 23rd. 
 
I was right. At 2:45 pm today my friend Grace texts me:
 
Did you see yet? 
 See what
 School is cancelled for the rest of the year
 (expletive)
 
 I hop up from the couch and dash to our dining room, where my mom
has set up her working-from-home station with a big monitor and a
laptop. She’s on the phone. My eyes get wide as I angrily mouth to her-
- school is cancelled for the rest of the year. 
 
She waves me off- she already knows. It isn’t long until mom ends the
call and my younger sister hops down the stairs to join us. She notices
my shock, then looks to my mom. 
 “School is cancelled for the whole year.” 
 
Margot is indifferent, but I was too focused on my own reaction to pay
attention to whatever she said. 
 
I’m done with 8th grade, I’m done with middle school, I’m done with
Binford. 
 
 For a few seconds, there’s a silver lining- No SOLs, no more projects,
no more waking up at 6 in the morning. That’s good, right? Yeah, that's
good. I don’t mind that. But… What about my teachers? What about
my friends who are going to different high schools? Am I done with
them? I had just hopped off of the euphoria of being accepted into both
Maggie Walker and Open High School, the only schools I even applied
to, and know I’m struck by this brick? What about Gia and Scarlett, or
Z and Coles? Holy crap--this is the end of eighth grade.
 



On an evening in 4th grade, June 16, 2016, Richmond suffered a
massive storm. This evening was, coincidentally, the second-to-last
day of school. I was always horribly afraid of tornadoes, so hearing that
a few had popped up in henrico county didn’t help my anxiety. I tried to
fall asleep so as to speed up the time it takes for the city to not be so
grim, but when I woke up, the last day of school was cancelled. 
 
A massive tree had fallen and destroyed most of our school’s
playground. On what was supposed to be our last day, the 17th, Our
dad took us to visit the sight, which apparently wasn’t an uncommon
idea. My sister and I stared at the damage in a strange haze. As other
students and their families came to the sight, my neighbor Milo, in the
grade above me at school showed up on a bike with his dad. They
circled the area a bit and then left, but not before Milo looked back at
me and shouted, “Good luck!” 
 
Turning back to the playground, I knew that school would be right back
in september, but I knew that the playground was going to be replaced
and it would take lots of time to do so. Things were going to change,
and I didn’t know exactly how or when. 
 
This is June 17th, exempt on a far wider scale. Everyone knows things
are going to change, but we don’t know exactly how or when. 
 
Good luck! 



April 5th
 
 According to NBC 12, Richmond is the worst city to live in for people
with seasonal allergies. 
 
 Just my luck. 
 
 I’ve been ridiculously allergic to pollen since I was a baby, where my
eyes would get so swollen and red that I was blinded if I even stepped a
foot outside in the springtime. It almost seemed to get better near the
end of elementary school, after years of having to miss recess during
the hazard months or going home because I couldn’t see or breathe. I
was treading uphill up until around last year, where things got awful
again. This year is only worse. We had zero snowdays, so nothing really
came in to push the pollen away, and now I don’t even have to go
outside to feel like I’m dying. I wake up and my nose serves no purpose,
my breathing is incredibly audible and my eyes are completely fogged.
I have to use a steroid-like nose spray daily if I want any hope of feeling
better. Suffice to say, if I end up contracting the virus then this might
get really bad. 
 
 his week’s pop culture obsession among Netflix subscribers was Tiger
King, a documentary about this insane dude named Joe Exotic, who
owned a zoo full of all kinds of exotic animals, and his feud with alleged
husband-killer Carole Baskin. I started watching it on the third, and I
finished today. It was great, and every episode distracted me from
what I could have been doing outside if I wasn’t a danger to myself.
Everyone has been spending much more time outside since the
quarantine, and I was, too, before the yellow-powder-rapture. 
 



 
Oh, how I miss the sun. The other day, on the car ride to my dad’s
house, I saw a man painting on a canvas in his front yard. Almost every
house on that street’s door was decorated with an amatur drawing of a
rainbow, my sister pointed out, confused. I immediately could tell--the
kids are gonna be alright.
 
Most of the stuff I was doing outside of school, the dancing, the art,
was cancelled indefinitely. I can’t say I wasn’t expecting that to
happen. My aerials troupe had a big recital coming up in May, so did
the VMFA’s Teen Stylin’ program, but both were postponed or
cancelled until further notice. Everything that once was routine has
now vanished, but it’s okay. They’ll be back, eventually.
 
Because everything is already botched, Easter came early this year.
My mom and Nana gave my sister and I our easter baskets, full of
candy for Margot and clothes for me. As much as I don’t want to be
materialistic, I still love getting clothes--Even if I don’t have anything
to wear them for. 
 
I’ve been adapting to the new normal fairly well, I think. I have more
stuff to do inside my own house than I thought I did, which came as a
shock. There’s still movies and shows to watch, things to draw, friends
to talk to, a dog to pet. Michaels and Target and the mall will all be
there by the time this is over, so right now it’s just a matter of waiting.
I’ve waited before, I can do it again.
 
Most of my time now is spent either finishing another puzzle, sewing,
drawing, trying to paint, or talking to my homeschooled friend who
keeps reminding me that “This is how it’s been my whole life!” I have all
this time to do whatever I didn’t have the time to do before. I can sleep
as much as I want. I can stay up late without consequence. 



I’ve finally accepted this as the new normal. It took me a second to
adapt, but I’m okay now. Things are weird and confusing and slightly
apocalyptic but at some point this will be over with and life will be
good again. Maybe not the same, but good. We’ll eventually get back
the Florida spring break trip that we missed, and I’ll eventually say
goodbye to my friends. Soon enough, the routine will show itself again. 
 
Not now, but soon enough. 
 


