
Inevitable Changes, and the Challenges that go with Them

“We have listened to and considered feedback from a variety of sources. As a result, district 
schools will not open on Monday, March 16.” Those words held the air of relief. My phone was 
already buzzing with the news. Remarks like “YAY” or “Finally! A smart decision!” appeared on 
my screen. I couldn’t help but look forward to the upcoming days off. As a 13-year-old 
seventh-grader, it was natural to want a break from school. This desire, in tandem with the 
looming threat of Covid-19, left me feeling nothing but happy for the district’s decision. However, 
none of us could have foreseen the severity and importance of this moment. March 14, the night 
I signed a petition to ensure the closure of schools, the night I celebrated my upcoming days off, 
the night I went to bed content with how my life was going, solidified one of the most drastic 
turning points and trials I would have to overcome.

At first, it was easy. Everything was so overwhelmingly easy. There were no responsibilities, 
no work, and no worrying. The only thing I had to focus on was my friends and spending quality 
time with my family. This state of relaxation was short-lived. Soon it was clear this virus wouldn’t 
go away in a matter of weeks. The “extended spring break” was quickly becoming the end of my 
time as a 7th grader. Events I was looking forward to were canceled, I lost touch with my peers, 
and I was losing motivation to complete assigned work. I spent most of my time on TikTok; a 
social media platform.

Overall, I wouldn’t classify quarantine as a completely negative experience. It gave me time 
to focus on bettering myself. I did this through journaling, going on bike rides, reading, learning 
guitar, cooking, dancing, and the list goes on. However, as my life in isolation continued, I began 
noticing changes I wasn’t even aware were happening. By October, I was utterly unacquainted 
with the person staring me back in the mirror. I only talked consistently to my best friend, Katie, 
and spent hours upon hours on social media apps like TikTok and Instagram. I started dreading 
assignments and school when I used to look forward to it. My self-image was suffering along 
with my sleep schedule. Some days I didn’t go to bed until 4 am, leaving me to face the next 
day while only half awake. Along with my unhealthy sleeping habits, I struggled with loving 
myself unconditionally. Pessimistic thoughts filled my head, pointing out all of my blemishes and 
imperfections. I let these ideas manifest and make me feel lesser because certain parts of me 
didn’t necessarily fit the ideal beauty standard. I knew I was beautiful in my own way, but that 
didn’t stop the voice in my head from telling me I wasn’t good enough.

Spending more time online exposed me to a lot of things at once. Specifically, the issues 
throughout the United States and the world. It was extremely difficult to fathom how people can 
agree with such overall hateful concepts. This was, and still sometimes is, the root of most of my 
distress. Often I found myself thinking, If there is so much wrong with the world, why am I going 
into it at all? Sometimes, everything seemed so pointless. From lectures on WebEx meetings 
where I was more fixated on how I looked seated awkwardly in front of a camera than the actual 
content, to filler assignments where I simply copied information and retained nothing.

As the months went on, talk of highschool was a frequent topic. All these decisions, 
opportunities, and futures laid out before me made me feel like a meek mouse subject to a
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science project to see how long it would take me to find a slice of cheese in an elaborate maze.
In the remote environment, the lack of information and resources only added to the confusion.
These situations may have never occurred if Covid-19 hadn’t been a part of my life. This was an
idea I entertained many times, but I always arrived at the same conclusion. Despite how difficult
it has been, I wouldn’t go back to the night of March 14th and change a thing. I have become a
more complex, better-educated person who is more true to myself.

Now, nearing the end of the third quarter as an eighth-grader, the parallels are uncanny.
Almost a year ago I was celebrating the closure of schools expecting to be back in person only
a few weeks later. As of February 26, 2021, I still do school from the confines of my home, while
striving to be the best person I can. I am trying to be more confident, make decisions my future
self will thank me for, and pursue the things I am passionate about. While there are some days I
won’t have the motivation to be productive, I’m proud of who I represent at this moment. Despite
my shortcomings, I am learning to accept my flaws and persevere through challenges like those
throughout the CoronaVirus.

Resilience doesn’t have to come in the form of life-threatening hardships or incredible acts of
determination. No matter how small, everyone has displayed their own show of resilience. It can
be as simple as getting up every morning or continuing with life when it tries its hardest to knock
you down. Overcoming our personal struggles while trying our best to understand the world
around us is what gives meaning to our lives. We should all aim to become the person we want
to be and reflect that in the space around us. My story of resilience isn’t facing a vast menacing
wall; it’s continuously stumbling on small pebbles blocking my path until I find the resolve to
move each of them out of the way, one by one.


