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Chapter 1  

 

No School  

  

So, I am confused. Something is going on and I don’t quite 

understand. This morning when I woke up, I heard that there 

will be no school today. That’s okay for one day, but I like 

school mostly. So, I’m hoping we will go back tomorrow.   

My name is Philomena. My friends call me Philly. I know it’s a 

silly nickname, but I am stuck with it. I have had this nickname 

since I was 7. A girl called me that at my summer camp. Then 

she told everyone about it at school that next year. Why is that 

so bad? Well I don’t know? Philly sounds funny and not very 

dignified. Also, my cousin, Mickie, says Philly is the name of 

some cheese that you make cheesecake out of. So, I don’t 

want to be called a cheese!    

So, at 8 years old, I am already infamous at school for having 

such a silly nickname. At school, all the students laugh every 

time someone looks at me and yells, “Hey Philly”.  At least they 

are not calling me ‘Red’, because of my red hair, which is what 

my Uncle Matt does. He thinks it’s funny to call me Red. Ugh.  

But back to school. This afternoon, there was an 

announcement on the television about all schools closing in 
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our area. As soon as the news person finished with the 

announcement, I turned off the television. I was disgusted.   

I was supposed to see my friend Simone today. Missing school 

was one thing, but I really wanted to see Simone.  She has 

been my friend for most of my life. She is very petite and has 

brown hair, the color of a walnut. I could call her to catch up 

but that wouldn’t be as much fun. as seeing her. My Mom lets 

me go see her some days by myself as she doesn’t live far. But 

when I asked my Mom to go, she surprised me by saying no. I 

couldn’t go see her.   

I asked my Mom why school was closed?  My Mom is gorgeous 

normally. She has this soft red hair. The color is just like mine.  

I am glad I got her hair and not my Dads’. His hair is okay, but 

Mom’s hair is beautiful. She dresses nicely and her hair is 

always, well perfect. Today though she looked bad. Sort of 

stressed and her hair was not even combed. She looked at me 

about to say something and then changed her mind. “I am not 

sure dear. Maybe there was something wrong with the 

school’s heating.”    

I am not the best student in our school or even in my grade, 

but I am smart enough to know that our school has never 

closed before because of the heating. It was an old school, I 

admit, but it isn’t run down or anything. I’m not sure my Mom 

was telling me the whole truth. Mom said I couldn’t go see 

Simone. That didn’t make sense either. Simone didn’t cause 

the heating in the school to break down!   
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Chapter 2 

 

What’s the Real Problem?  

  

So, not getting much out of my Mom, I decided to ask my Dad.  

He usually works a lot.  Today, though he is at home and so I 

thought I would ask him what is going on. “Daddy, why is there 

no school today?   

My Dad is a big man with brownish red hair. He doesn’t have 

much hair on the top of his head, but he has a great 

moustache. He smiles a lot and has light-coloured blue eyes. 

He has a funny laugh. It’s a bit of a giggle sometimes and 

other times it’s very loud. Mom laughs every time Dad laughs. 

He is such a nice man and my Mom says he never lies. Ever. 

Anyway, he smiled at me, and said, “I think your teacher got 

sick.”  “But she was fine yesterday.” I protested.   

“Well,” he gulped noisily, “I am not sure what I should say?” He 

frowned.   

“I guess you should tell me what the real problem is?  Don’t 

you?” I said very quietly. I heard someone say that in a movie, 

and it seemed to work well.   

“Well my dear, some people got sick and now the doctors think 

that we should all stay home to avoid getting sick.”  “What?” 

This made much more sense!   
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Dad cleared his throat and went on, “It’s a virus called Covid – 

19. Viruses cause the common cold and other diseases but 

this one is a new type of virus.  It’s contagious, which means it 

spreads very easily.  People give it to each other, 

unfortunately. They don’t mean to, but they do. They spread it 

when they sneeze or cough on something or someone.  The 

virus is spread by hands generally.   When people get sick, they 

get a fever, cough, or have a problem breathing. So, for now, 

we can’t go near people. We don’t want to give it to someone 

or get it either. We must wash our hands more than usual 

when we go shopping and other times too. Both sides of your 

hands, Missy. When we wash our hands, the soap dissolves 

the virus. So, no going to school, or to see Simone or your 

other friends for awhile I am afraid. Your Mom and I can’t go to 

work either!”  
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“Oh, well that’s okay then. Mom always makes me stay home 

when I am sick.”   

Dad looked relieved. “We didn’t want to tell you because we 

didn’t want you to be frightened.”  

I started to giggle. “Well, I don’t understand why you would be 

afraid. Being sick is just normal. All my friends get sick from 

time to time. Mom says, we give it to each other at school. So, I 

guess it makes sense that they shut down school.  If we went 

to school, we could give it to each other and then I could come 

home and give it to you and Mom. I don’t want that.”   

Dad looked at me, as if seeing me for the first time. Funny. He 

has known me all my life!  

“Honey I am so proud of you. You really are growing up.”   
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CHAPTER 3 

  

The Toilet Paper is Missing Because?  

  

Mom looked extremely stressed the next day when she got up. 

Again, her hair didn’t look so good and she looked like she had 

been crying.  I told her I would go to the grocery store with her 

if she liked. Mom always tells me that I must help people and I 

think that includes Moms.     

“Mom do you have the grocery list?”   

“Honey, I have to work on it more. We must buy for 7 to 10  

days.”  

“But Mom, that’s silly. Normally we go shopping every few 

days.  You said, it’s because, when you work a lot, you don’t 

have time to think a lot about what to cook.”  

She looked at me, stopped and then looked like she was going 

to say something.  She did this three times. I started to get a 

bit impatient. I wanted to talk to Simone today on skype and I 

could see this grocery shopping was going to complicate 

things.   

Finally, a half hour later Mom was ready. She put on her hat, 

then her coat. I stopped her at the door. “Mom you look great, 
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but you are missing something.” I said teasing her a little but 

serious too.  

“Honey I am ready. I am.”  She looked like “her feathers were 

ruffled a bit”. At least, that’s what she calls it when I am about 

to get really upset.  

“Mom, I am sorry. I don’t want you to get upset but you forgot 

to put your shoes on!”   

She looked down. Then a tear suddenly came down her face. 

“I’m sorry. You are right. I simply cannot go to the store 

without my shoes!”   

“Momma, I could take my shoes off too if you want.   Then we 

would look the same and it would be okay.” I giggled. Soon we 

were both laughing.   

After that, Mom seemed to relax. At the grocery store people 

waited outside in a line with their carts until each of us could 

go in. A man stood by the door and counted the people going 

in and out. That seemed like an odd job, but he seemed 

happy.   So that was good!   Up and down the aisles of the 

store we went. We followed our normal procedure.  Mom 

would read something on the list and then I would find it and 

bring it to our cart.  Then she would strike it off our list.  When 

we got to the aisle with paper towels and toilet paper there 

were only a few packages left. I was shocked.  Usually there 

were about a hundred packages all lined up pretty on the 

shelf.  Mom looked at the near empty shelves and started to 



8  

  

cry. I was shocked. I knew we had a couple of packages of both 

toilet paper and paper towels at home and figured we were 

okay. “Mom I think we’ll be okay. We have lots already at 

home.” I led her to the front of the store and to a cashier. I 

looked around. Every cart in the store had package after 

package of toilet paper in it. Why did everyone need so much?    

  

  

  

I shook my head a bit. Things were getting crazy in my 

neighbourhood!  On the way home I asked my Mom a lot of 

questions, “Mom why did those people have so much toilet 

paper in their carts? Why were we going to buy so much?  Why 

don’t we shop every few days like we used to?  
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Mom shook her head at me. “Honey, people are afraid 

because of this Covid-19 sickness. We don’t know what will 

happen.  We don’t understand it. I guess we are afraid of the 

unknown. if I were to tell you the truth.”  

“Of course, you have to tell me the truth. You always say I have 

to tell you the truth!”  

“Well, yes,” she stammered.  Then she laughed.   

We bought so much in the store that I thought we would have 

to call my Dad to help carry it when we got home.   But the two 

of us did just fine. Sometimes, we call ourselves “Wonder 

Women.”  After shopping, we put everything away and I 

started to do my homework. Yes, while we were supposed to 

be on vacation, my teacher was sending all her students’ 

homework. A bit cheeky, as the English twins in my class would 

say.   
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Chapter 4  

  

Monsters under the Bed  

  

That night, I went to bed at my normal time. Sometime in the 

middle of the night, I woke up. I could hear something. At first, 

I wasn’t sure what it was. Then I realized. Someone in our 

house was crying. I saw my Dad walk by my bedroom just 

then. I could recognize him because he was carrying a glass of 

water and it seemed to shimmer in the hallway night light. So, 

it was my Mom.  But Mom was always happy. Just like me. Dad 

called us his twinkle girls because he said we always had a 

twinkle in our eyes.    

Well there was no twinkle the next morning when I saw Mom 

at the breakfast table.  She looked strained and sad.    

I guess I would have to do something to fix this. When I found 

her in her bedroom shortly after breakfast, she told me she 

was going to lie down for a while. I decided enough was 

enough! I ran to my bedroom and got her Jack. Jack was my 

dog, my stuffed animal. I had gotten Jack when my dog, 

Freddie died.  I had been so unhappy. I slept with Jack for 

weeks and he had helped. In the middle of the night, I could 

feel Jack all warm and cosy next to me. He made me sleep 

better. He helped me feel like I was not so alone.   “Momma, 

here is Jack. He will help you sleep.”   
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“Honey, that is so nice.”  

“Momma, I think this old disease has gotten you afraid. But  

Jack will help. I am sure he can make you happier.”  

“Oh honey. I am sure Jack will help.”   

“Mom, I think so. Jack helps me when I get afraid of the 

monsters under my bed. I know you say that there are no 

monsters under the bed but sometimes there are monsters!  

Jack makes them go away. He calms me down and makes me 

remember that most of the things I am afraid of are things in 

my head. They are “maybe” things. Maybe there is a green 

monster under the bed. Maybe there is a flying monster in the 

sky outside my window every night.  Maybe…”  

“Mom, you told me I had to separate my fears from the facts 

last summer when I was afraid of frogs croaking in the river. 

So, Momma, you must do the same.  People can get sick, but 

people get better too from this old virus. That’s the facts.  I 

heard it on the television.  So, if I don’t get to worry about 

monsters under my bed, you can’t worry so much about this 

COVID – 19 thing.   

I smiled gently at her. She smiled back. I told her to lie down 

and I would be right back. I ran to the kitchen and made her a 

big mug of hot chocolate. I like mine with marshmallows, but 

Mom doesn’t. I found a vase, cut a red rose from our garden, 

and put a clean napkin on the tray with the rose and the hot 
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chocolate. I saw my Dad do this one time. I was sure the hot 

chocolate would help.  

I ran back, Mom had fallen asleep. I leaned over and kissed her 

on the forehead.  She woke up and smiled a little. Then she 

saw the tray, the rose, and the hot chocolate.  

Now she smiled broadly and laughed. “Oh, my sweet girl. This 

is so nice. You are so good to me. I’m sorry I got scared. First, I 

didn’t want to frighten you and then the more I didn’t tell you, 

the more afraid I got. I love you so much. I don’t want anything 

to happen to you or your Dad.”  

“Mom, it’s okay. I understand. I love you too. Nothing is going 

to happen to any of us. We shall just stay in the house like the 

television says we have to. We will clean our hands. Not sure 

why. It seems to me they are already clean, but we will clean 

them some more. Then maybe we can bake some cookies and 

clean our hands again and drink lots of hot chocolate. I think 

we will be okay. Hopefully, school will start again soon. You 

and Dad are going to get tired of spending so much time with 

me.”     

After Mom’s nap, she awoke, and she seemed better. We 

made chocolate chip cookies and a pie too that day. Over the 

next few days, she seemed to sleep better. In the morning, her 

hair was always brushed, and she put on the perfume Dad 

loved. I didn’t hear her crying at night anymore either. 

Obviously, Jack was doing his job and taking away her fears.    
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Also, the good news is that, we didn’t get tired of each other. 

While we stayed at home those many weeks. We played lots of 

games. We had pillow fights. We ate all our favorite foods. We 

stayed up late and watched old movies. We even ate popcorn 

in front of the fire.  Mom taught me to make some of our 

family favorites. I learned how to make Spanish rice, kiss-me 

cake, our family favorite, and also how to make a cherry pie. 

That’s my favorite of all the pies Mom makes. In our family, we 

all say that Mom makes the best pies in the world. While we 

have not tasted all the pies in the world, our family is pretty 

big, so we have tried an awful lot of pies!    

We took a breath during that time and washed our hands.  We 

counted to 60.  Mom said sixty seconds was more than we 

needed to count, but that it was good practice for my math 

lessons.  I refused to sing Happy Birthday twice like someone 

said to do on television because I do not sing well!  I do count 

well.  So counting was okay. Most of all we had lots of fun as a 

family. That was something we hadn’t been able to do for a 

long time when we were all busy with school and work and 

things.   

It took many weeks before school started again, and before we 

could leave the house and see our friends.  We didn’t get sick 

and none of our friends did.  Mom and Dad did tell me some 

people got very sick in our town. I am hoping they got better 

too. Hopefully, someone made them some hot chocolate. I 

think I am going to remind my parents of how much fun we 
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had when we had to stay home. That way when we get too 

busy, we will remember to stop and have fun together. Maybe 

we will need to agree to go on a family fun lockdown from 

time to time.   

  

          The End  

 

  

  

  

  


