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	Seniors finally make it to the last semester of the high school career. Year after year the engine pumped and grind, focused on studies. The hard classes took years off their lives as they spent nights sleep deprived and stressed for tests. All that hard work and requirements seemed to never stop coming and breaks were minimal. By the time students hit senior year motivation drops, and the students finally breathe. In a student's mind if you do well in the first semester of the last year, you are in the clear. The winter break passes and the second semester begins.

	I’m a senior in highschool and the year is 2020. Christmas break is sadly over but for once I don’t have fear in my course load. I was lucky enough that in my past years in highschool I pushed myself to have a high gpa, plus community volunteering hours, and clubs that took up all my time. As a result I had an amazing college application, and I sent all of my resumes out in fall. I had already received three acceptance letters so far, and I was positive more were on the way. This meant with all this out of the way the second semester of my senior year was going to be a breeze. My first day back, I had one class truly catch my eye. My school offered seniors a current issues class. The class concept was every week we would look at the news and then discuss the big things happening during that week. The class was a fifteen minute conversation and after that was a study block for others classes until the bell rang. As weeks went by one issue seemed to be a conversation more and more each week. A new virus in China was causing large city evacuations and quarantines. Factories overseas were having to close and the virus seemed that it wasn’t going to be contained any time soon. The city Wuhan was closed January 28 and case numbers were being watched. Only about two weeks later we weren’t just watching China’s stats and were now watching the United States reported cases. Numbers began to exponentially increase and the worry increased as well. Talk began in mid february whether schools would be closing. My friends and I began to realise that I was about to lose the rest of my senior year. I wondered what would happen to graduation and prom, would I lose those monumental moments that every highschooler looks forward to?

	By the end of the first week of March everyone knew the school would close, but the question of when and for how long was still unanswered. The second week of March was my midterms and on Thursday the school was told it had Monday off because of the virus. On Saturday the school said it was going to be a week off with online learning. Not long after, the week turned into a month. During that month teachers had to find a way to teach completely virtually and for the seniors life became a dream. I wouldn’t have to wake up for classes and assignments as my school work was now on my own schedule. I never woke up earlier than twelve in the afternoon. Life no longer required the constant stress of school. The month quickly turned into the rest of the school year. My passion for school dwindled and work ethic went to an all time low. Like many other students, I was able to skate by with no work required and why would a senior care? The seniors and I were done with the year before the school year began and the pandemic was the icing on the cake. Senioritis is common in highschool seniors. It is a feeling of being done with school before fully completing the school year and brings along feelings of laziness. The world became terrified of a pandemic that swept through the world, but the 2020 senior class had a different outlook.

	While the senior population was stoked that the final semester became even easier, still there were drawbacks. Senior year is known for the time spent with friends, that time you danced at prom, and the moment that you walk on stage and receive your diploma. But those fun aspects of the year started to fade away. Quarantine meant that I was spending my time in my house surrounded by only my own family. Those highschool parties at the end of the year were being canceled and weekends just hanging with friends were a risk. The people close to you must be called or texted if you want to communicate. I would use Facetime to communicate with friends as an outlet for my need for social interaction, but I still felt deprived. The interactions online begin to feel artificial. The highschool semester created a detached community, and made highschool feel like I was homeschooled. The dissociation from society created a mental battle for me. The isolation brought on feelings of loneliness and depressive episodes. The school year lost its social aspect and even discussions of current events, in my class, lost the human touch. Discussions became a post with no meaning, causing a loss of interest in classes. The school year brought disappointment as the idea of prom began as a possibility under the thought of delays. As the school year progressed prom dates pushed back farther and farther, changed venues, and eventually was no longer an option. I was hopeful the pandemic would pass quickly with restrictions put in place but as time progressed it became clear the pandemic was only unpacking its bags.

	The virus is nothing to be scoffed at and is dangerous. It places your physical health at risk as well as your mental health. I went through my final months in highschool through a pandemic that will one day be taught in my children's history books. The time I spent in quarantine showed me that life can change in the blink of an eye. Seniors in highschool dealt with a situation that discouraged academic success and passion, and showed these kids on the edge of adulthood life is challenging. You are not always in control and the best thing to do is to push forward and not let the world hold you back. You are the only one who can let the world affect your life.


