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Opinions are easy. Actions are hard. 

“Open the economy.” To borrow a popular, grammatically-suspect 
– but useful – phrase: What does that even mean?!

Weeks ago, I wrote about the science of changing human habits. 
Rather than rehash, I’ll loosely summarize: Give me a couple to a few 
months to reprogram you, and I’ll alter your default behavior like you 
were never really whom you used to be. I’m adding this part without 
research-substantiated evidence (not that some doesn’t exist, I just ha-
ven’t bothered to search for it): Add fear as an accelerant, and your 
transformation will require even less time than two months. And, late-
ly, lots of people have been pretty scared.

Think about your own routine. Do you constantly wash your 
hands now? Of course you do. But, more insidiously, do you remem-
ber what it was like to actually “go to work?” For many, the answer is, 
“No.” Unfortunately, we haven’t chosen idleness, it was foist upon us. 
But the subconscious gets accustomed to things. Even if the demand 
function were controlled by a magic switch, will we all jump up from 
our couches and straight into peak productivity? I don’t know about 
you, but several walks a day and a couple of hours in the kitchen now 
seem like “basic human rights.” So the slow and seductive pull of so-
cialism (light) goes. 

Forget about psychology and political philosophy, though. Let’s vis-
it the real world. Or 1,200 square feet of it. Cutters Point, my coffee 
shop near you. We sell food and drinks; and guests – in pandemic-free 
times – sit in our store and enjoy their purchases, oftentimes meeting 
with friends, colleagues, clients…maybe a blind date. So what is our 
Covid story arc?

On St. Patrick’s Day, we closed the interior of the shop and began 
drive-through-only service. We adjusted our sourcing, anticipating 
broken supply chains and reduced retail demand. We communicated 
our decisions to our team and our community (as best we could), 
and emphasized our commitment to retaining our entire staff while 
remaining open for you. As I have said many times, in many contexts 
recently, “Hope is not a strategy.” So we acted as swiftly and decisively 
as the blurred inputs we were reviewing would allow. 

What next? Predictably, sales are down. Specifically, for the four-
week period beginning March 30 and ending April 26, revenue is 68 
percent of the same stretch in 2019, which is a lot better than the 
fate of business owners who have closed altogether. But 68 percent 

is rough, when 100 percent of monthly sales is 
“normally” 45-grand in the Sandfly store. Our 
rent hasn’t changed, and we have continued to 
pay it. We still use power. We must buy beans 

and cups and milk and baking supplies, and nobody is discounting 
these things. We’re using cleaning products at a record pace. The util-
ity companies expect monthly checks.

So, we’ve done what was fundamentally antithetical to us mere 
weeks ago: We looked to “The Government” for help. ‘I’ve paid a 
lot of taxes over the years, and everyone else is doing it, so why not 
me?’ I can’t talk myself out of thinking this way. Does it make me a 
hypocrite? I don’t have time to honestly assess the question…I’ve got 
payroll due.

Speaking of payroll…How about the PPP?! Payroll Protection Plan 
(or Program, or whatever). Free money, that’s all I know. Ostensibly, 
its intention is to help small businesses keep workers employed. We 
haven’t furloughed or laid-off or fired a single soul. Nobody we pay has 
filed for unemployment. We are serving the public. So we’re the plan’s 
poster-kids. By fancy calculus, we have determined our maximum po-
tential allotment to be $42,652 (which is roughly one-month’s sales). 
We applied through our bank (B of A) on the second business day of 
the program’s existence. You’ve heard the Shake Shack stories by now. 
Ours is the other end of that animal – we’ve received ZERO, but B 
of A emailed us a few times with the comforting affirmation: “Your 
application is complete.”(And, no, there is no number you can call to 
check on it…the messages also implied.) 

So, we’re cash-depleted, but I’m not going hungry. Others likely 
are. 

What would you do about this one? I lead the board for a sum-
mer program that serves close to 400 economically challenged kids. 
We host them on independent (private) school campuses, every day, 
all day, for six weeks straight. They learn in classrooms, make lasting 
relationships, eat (balanced meals) together, visit places they wouldn’t 
otherwise go, and learn to swim. Their parents depend on us – to help 
combat the embedded educational equity challenges their kids face, 
and, more pedestrianly, so they can go to work without leaving their 
little ones alone. Safety of our students? Safety of our faculty? Com-
plex regulatory directives? Complicated community needs? Funding 
in jeopardy? Will campuses be open? Will they remain open when 
someone gets sick? 

What would you do?

Here’s the rub: It’s easy to have opinions about this stuff from a dis-
tance. It’s a much different feeling to wade through the sludge. Which 
is why, “We’re doing great…” sounds a little crazy when it plays on 
repeat around 5:30 every afternoon.  

P.S. Things change incredibly fast, now…so much of this essay will 
likely be proven inaccurate or irrelevant by the time you read it. Any-
way, I think it’s time to for another walk. 
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