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In November my students and I were forced to quarantine from each other after 
exposure to the virus, which we did, and when no one tested positive, we celebrated 
what felt like a huge victory. But after just two days being back at school with one 
another, I began feeling unwell and went to the school nurse with what I thought was 
strep throat. My rapid test came back positive for COVID-19.  
 
While sitting in an isolation room waiting to be told if I could go get my things, terrifying 
thoughts swirled through my head. What had I done? I exposed my sweet kiddos who 
were now going to have to deal with another change in their schedule and have to 
process what it meant to know their teacher was sick with the terrible, scary virus we 
had been talking about for almost a year. Could I meet the expectation to teach them, 
meet their needs through a computer screen, and be sick? I spent Saturday with my 
mom; was she going to be sick too? Shawn is going to have to miss work. Can we 
afford that? The nurse looked at me and told me the best thing to do was to go home 
and rest, keep a watch on my symptoms, and if it got too hard to breathe, to go to the 
emergency room. The emergency room?! Too hard to breathe?! What had I done? 
Since March we have been watching the effects of COVID-19 on our community, state, 
country and world. And now I was one of the statistics.  
 
But we made it… not alone like you may assume since we were quarantined. We made 
it because of the immeasurable love and support that flooded through our phones in the 
forms of texts and calls, through our windows as we saw people stand in our yard and 
wave at us as they left goodies, through honks of horns as people drove by our house 
to let us know they were thinking and praying for us, through friends who selflessly 
offered to suit up in gloves and masks and come help take care of us if we got to the 
point that we could not care for ourselves, through the smiles from my students on the 
other side of the computer screen because they were just happy to know their teacher 
was okay – even if the best I could offer them was a smile back.  
 
In March when school was moved to virtual learning I took it as my personal mission to 
extend grace in a stressful situation and to give this new way of life my best effort! John 
13:34 reminds us: “Truly He taught us to love one another.” I remember thinking that if I 
couldn’t do anything else I could do that! I could love my students, coworkers, friends 
and family even if it meant through new ways. We were called to be the body of Christ – 
not just when things are easy and normal.  
 
I thought this reflection would be about how I rose to the occasion, leaned on my faith 
and was a light to those who needed it.   But as I reflect on 2020 and our time with 
COVID-19, I am just forever grateful that others chose to step out on their faith, and 
helped take care of us when we couldn’t take care of ourselves. My wish, as vaccines 
are becoming more and more available and our world may be able to return to 
somewhat normal, is that we don’t forget our calling as Christians and that we continue 
to meet the needs of our neighbors and love one another despite our differences.  
 



COVID-19 may have taken a lot from us, but if we let it, I believe it also has taught us a 
really valuable lesson. 
 


