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Coronavirus cure 



 
 

Sunday 6th September 2020 
 

Dear diary, it’s Connor. I’m going back to proper school tomorrow to start  
P3 and I don’t need to go on mum’s iPad anymore, or hear the screams  
of Ava’s new baby sister on Zoom. I can’t wait to see everyone again! 

 
It was finally the day I had been waiting for since March:  

my first day back to school! I told mum I couldn’t wait  

to go in and she had a funny look on her face, her  

mouth opened as wide as a tennis ball! I escaped  

from mum, just missing her goodbye kiss, and  

bolted to the school door. 
 













 

I got out one of the massive buckets from the 

garage and began to mix my ingredients  

together, one by one.  
 

It smelt really bad: like when dad cooks or mum makes me 

stay out of kitchen to clean the floor, all at the same  

time. It didn’t explode like the mixture in school  

though, so I decided I must have forgotten a few things.  
 



 

 

 

In an angry voice, she asked me what I was doing and 

where all the food had gone. 
 








