
It’s April Fool’s Eve, as I write this. Our “normal” tradition at the 
magazine: This time of year we craft specious stories, with luck they 
are amusing…even funny…and pass them off as plausible, if not true. 
Some of you recognize the folly; some of you take the bait; some enjoy 
our work; some consider us annoying and demand we 
“cancel my (your) (free) subscription,” a request we 
attempt to honor but have no assurance that the 
postman will comply. 

Today, though, it’s hard to imagine a 
tall tale that is more absurd or outrageous 
than our current shared reality. Worldwide 
panic. Completely redefined social norms. 
Closure of entire macroeconomic sys-
tems. Widespread uncertainty. Gruesome 
headlines. Because of what?...an invisible 
self-replicating organism that may or may 
not have first found its public footing – 
somehow involving bats – in or near a mar-
ket more than 8,000 miles from here where 
people convene to purchase living things? April 
Fool’s material, indeed…except it’s real. 

I take my temperature at least five times a day, and I have been do-
ing so since March 1. Both of my kids are living at home (their child-
hood home) – refugees from New York City and Washington, D.C. 
Our laptops are our lifelines to what remains of the productive world. 
My parents are compelled to virtual exile and isolation. Eating-in ev-
ery night means someone has to clean, so the kitchen floor is often a 
mess. I’m considering repatriating one of my firearms to within the 

walls of my home. Some days, the supermarket is devoid of eggs.     

Have you laughed lately? Really laughed…out loud, from deep in 
your belly? I can’t remember if I have. Growing up with it as a historic 

abstraction, I have assumed the “Depression” in “Great 
Depression” refers specifically to the notion of a 

particularly severe, prolonged and deleterious 
economic decline. But the broader definition 

of the word is “feelings of extreme dejec-
tion and despondency.” With respect to 
the word’s etymology, which, then, is the 
chicken, and which is the egg? 

Right now – we’re in a tough spot. We 
lean on optimism but can’t turn away 
from hyperbolically grim news. I’m going 
to resolve to find a reason to laugh today. 

Or, at least, smile really wide. I hope you 
do the same. Maybe, something you find 

in these pages will help get you there. That 
would make us feel great. Stay strong and safe.
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