
 

Living for Freedom 

It was somewhere in the year 2020 that I realized my life had changed. It all still feels strangely 

vivid, as though it just happened yesterday. 

But it has, in fact, happened over two life-changing years.  

“Two weeks,” they said. “That’s all. You can go back to school in two weeks. You can stop 

wearing masks. You can play in your front yard again. You can see your friends again. Two 

weeks.” 

Two and a half years later, the life we used to know had plunged into a never-ending war 

between truth and deceit.  

My story, though it might seem familiar to a few, is quite a bit different from the others. I will 

not say it was more difficult, nor will I say it was any easier. But it was different in the way that 

caught me off guard, as it did the rest of my family.  

I was on vacation with my family in March 2020. I heard some things being discussed between 

my parents and grandmothers. I thought nothing of it, though I was sure I had heard the word 

pandemic. 

Having heard this particular word only a few times before, it was strange and unfamiliar to my 

ears. I knew what pandemic meant, it meant a widespread disease. Little did I know that this 

word would be spoken nearly every day in class for the rest of the year and so forth. 

Being in grade six at the time, my life as a pre-teen was already pretty rocky. Boys, school 

drama, and my first year at a Christian school made my feelings mix into an unwanted blend of 

confusion and chaos. Though my family has always been Christian, I had never been to a school 

that revolved around my faith. It was different. . . in a good way. 

School transitioned to online learning when we returned to Toronto from our vacation. For the 

rest of the year, we were trapped inside our own homes, virtually learning things that should 

have been taught in class. Our neighborhood was like an eerie ghost town. There used to be 

people walking together, children playing together, friends laughing… It was silent. 



The next year, 2021, I was going into grade seven. For the first time in half a year, we were 

returning to our school, in-person, in the classroom, with a teacher. This should have been 

normal, not a privilege. 

Half of that year went smoothly. There were some rocky bits, of course, as there often were at 

school as a teenager, but it was good to be back. I didn’t like the masks, social distancing, and 

constant hand sanitizing. It felt a lot like a hospital. Or a mental institution.  

We had barely gotten through our second term when Mom and Dad announced we were moving. 

Moving to where? 

Not anywhere close. 

New Brunswick.  

I knew the reason we were moving. Toronto was getting worse now, with the government taking 

more and more of our freedoms from us. Turning us against each other. Neighbors were 

snitching on each other for being outside or talking to a friend on the street. Churches were 

closed and Costco was open.  

We sold our house in Toronto and found a house in Rothesay, New Brunswick. We had to look 

at all the houses online because we couldn’t travel. There were borders put up between 

provinces. 

We arrived in New Brunswick on December 17th, 2020. We had to show proof of our new home 

ownership and Dad’s new job just to cross the “border”. We didn’t know anyone, and we had to 

quarantine in our new house for two weeks. We ordered our groceries online and our real estate 

agent picked them up for us.  

I had left all my friends behind, all my family, my school, and pretty much anything that 

represented my old life. Just photos and memories of my life in Toronto. I missed my friends and 

my grandmothers. Sadly, my Papa, my father’s dad, died in April 2020. He was in a nursing 

home at the time with a rare form of Parkinson's and had stopped eating. We had to say goodbye 

to him on Skype. 

Though the beginning of our time in New Brunswick was rocky, I met a boy in a youth group 

named Jakin, and over time we grew close. Our parents got to know each other better. Soon we 



were good friends, and we met more friends. And now they are our “Family”. We found our 

people. 

Now that we lived in New Brunswick, there was the matter of visiting family. It was six months 

before we were able to go back home for a visit. We managed to squeeze a quick visit in but had 

to suddenly return home before we got trapped in Toronto because they announced the beginning 

of the vaccine mandates for travel between provinces. 

The vaccine mandates were the worst part. For a while, we weren’t allowed to enter the library. 

We had to stand outside to pick up our books or order them online. We weren’t allowed in movie 

theatres or restaurants. We couldn't even travel within our own country, let alone leave it. It 

didn’t feel good. But everyone bowed to the government’s will because they had been made to 

believe that it was for their protection and others’ protection. But, of course, Covid posed no 

threat to most of society, and real science proved that. . . But CBC tells a different story. So 

despite what people had been led to believe, they had been lied to.  

During my first summer here, I met my best friend. She looked like my twin. We looked so 

much alike, that when our parents saw photos of our camp week, they were confused. It was 

funny. Her name is Ella, but I call her Fletcher and she calls me Jay. 

Our family has been divided during these last few years. Covid did that, and the government and 

the media did that, as I’m sure it did for a lot of families. My parents tried not to talk about it in 

front of me, but I could sense a tension that encircled our family gatherings when we went back 

to Toronto for visits. Especially when it came up in a conversation.  

Now in New Brunswick, where homeschooling was a common way of educating, I was taken out 

of school. That was ok with me because I didn't like my new school anyways. So, for my eighth-

grade year, I was homeschooled, as were most of my friends. So we had a great school year 

because I had more free time to hang out with my friends, and I had a better year of education 

without a distracting classroom around me. It was nice not to have to wear masks every day, and 

I'm enjoying learning at home. 

And so, over a year and a half, my life has changed a lot. I have new friends, a new church, a 

new community, new education, new pastimes, and new responsibilities. I love New Brunswick 

and the opportunities that my new life has provided me with, like riding horses and spending 



more time in nature. So even though I don’t have my old life or my old friends, I know that I’ve 

been fighting for freedom alongside many others around the world who will continue to stand for 

what is right. We found a community of freedom fighters on the East Coast and we know 

freedom is our fight, and if we don’t stand up now, we might lose it forever. 

We can’t take it for granted. 

 


