
With bi-weekly regularity, I employ this space to my own ends. The 
objective is – generally – to connect with you, to find a patch of common 
ground. My stories are sometimes personal, often self-indulgent. This is 
not one of them. 

Instead, I point your attention to what you’ll find deeper inside this 
magazine. In this issue, we feature the high school seniors from families 
within the zip code in which our core audience resides. Nearly 60 young 
people – the Class of 2020 – the kids who will forever be remembered 
as the ones with Zoom-classrooms, virtual graduations, no spring sports, 
and touchless proms. “2020.” So easy to craft clever catch phrases like: 
“Seeing the future with perfect clarity – 2020.” Instead, they’re stuck with 
“The Class of Covid-19.” 

Although I don’t have a senior of my own this year, I have a pair of 
young adults. The virus kills the elderly with cruel indifference, but it 
robs the young of experiences that time can’t easily replace. Roughly 35 
percent of Americans between 18 and 29 have lost their jobs as a result 
of the global pandemic, making this age-work cohort the most adversely 
impacted by the virus’s insidious spread. Think of all of the weddings 
postponed or privatized. What if you had – just months, weeks or days 
before – moved into a new apartment in a new city, and then they sud-

denly shut the whole town down? What will college look like this fall? 
When can I see my friends again? Why has God canceled my dreams?! It’s 
not an unreasonable, impetuous question to ask.   

In this context, I am amazed by the human resiliency (particularly 
when we are, seemingly all of the time now, disproportionately con-
sumed by chaos and negativity) portrayed by the smiling faces several 
pages hence. 

Kids are like today’s NASDAQ Composite Index, they radiate un-
bridled optimism while many of us hide perpetual frowns behind our 
masks. (Okay, so I’m taking liberty with this metaphor – I don’t actually 
see many masks these days, except in Whole Foods…and you can’t tell if 
someone is smiling or miserable when he IS wearing one, which I have 
to remind myself every time I offer an unresponsive, if not incredulous, 
passer-by what I intend to be recognizable as a generous and warm grin.)

Anyway, let’s celebrate these teens-in-transition. For their accomplish-
ments up until this moment; but, also as they remind us of the possibility 
of unexpected and wonderful things to come. 

TheSkinnie      VOL. 18 ISSUE 13 – 5

upfront

1813 Skinnie 36 A.indd   4-5 6/23/20   1:13 PM




