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It’s St. Patrick’s Day. I’m downtown. It’s quiet…very quiet, indeed. 

I’m writing this from my home office inside my carriage house. 
Moments ago, after careful consideration, I typed “showtunes” into 
my Spotify search box. When the system responded with a page of 
icons, I clicked on “The London Theater Orchestra and Singers: The 
Greatest Showtunes Ever.” I promise, this is not normal for me, but 
these are strange times, and extraordinary measures are required. 

I don’t need my usual playlist of angst-y tunes today. But “You’ll 
Never Walk Alone” feels right. So does the wide-eyed optimism of 
“Oh, What a Beautiful Mornin’.” And “People (Who Need People),” 
the loners among us are reminded of a source of untapped strength. 

It’s difficult to avoid seeming tone deaf when speaking or writing 
publicly during a panic-inducing crisis. So, I’ll simply share honestly: 
I am both scared and not. It oscillates, seemingly minute to minute. 
Last night, half-awake, half-asleep for most of it, in my semi-conscious 
moments I tried to evaluate my breathing, dreading it had grown la-
bored since I first closed my eyes. I wasn’t lucid enough to determine 
if the feeling was psychosomatically induced or real. Counting the sec-
onds as I held my breath, my lung capacity seemed to shrink. Groggi-
ly, desperately, I willed myself to return to slumber each time I awoke. 
If the virus was overcoming me, I’d deal with it after sunrise. If not, I’d 
arise and celebrate the reprieve. 

I moved to Savannah in August of 2001. Three weeks after arriving, 
I made my first trip back to New York City on September 10, and my 
family stayed here to tend to school and our unremarkable lives. The 
next day, the world was in chaos, and I was unmoored from my new 
footings, wandering the burning city’s streets with my friend, Larry, 
my mouth agape and tears in my eyes.  

Gradually, we (all of us) stemmed the crying. It didn’t happen im-
mediately – I have precise memories of myself using workout equip-
ment at the Oakridge Fitness Center, watching TV, listening through 
headphones, suddenly giving way to unstoppable waves of despair. 
Then, one day, I can’t pinpoint when, I didn’t weep. 

This is like that, in a way. Back then, an unexpected enemy seized 
our shared sense of security. We craved leadership, stability, revenge. 

We wanted our “normal” lives back.  

Today, we are similarly unsettled. We 
are uncertain. We are anxious for the resto-
ration of happy times. We want to work. We 
want to congregate. We want the money we 
have lost through investments to magically 
come back. We want to find toilet paper on 
a grocery store shelf. 

Yet, we have subtle things to celebrate, if we are willing to recognize 
them. We have opportunities to deeply connect in ways that everyday 
hustle prevents. There is simple joy in preparing and sharing a family 
meal. And we get to stop being angry at one another for a while. Have 
you noticed that the yelling has quieted? When we all face a com-
mon foe, we highlight our innate common sensibilities and ignore our 
manufactured or self-amplified differences, if only for an instant in the 
span of generational time. Cherish that this is such a moment, that the 
human spirit is a powerful and beautiful collective force.

People will die, sadly, as they do and have done every day since man 
began walking the earth. And people will continue to live, shelving 
their darkest fears and deepest regrets in order to serve others and 
themselves. There will be bad days and better days and, eventually…
just…days, one as unremarkable as the next.

For today, I have showtunes: 

“Walk on, walk on, with hope in your heart…and you’ll never walk 
alone.” 

To contact The Skinnie with your ideas, responses, letters and more, email us at mail@theskinnie.com
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