
Pandemic, COVID-19, isolation, quarantine, social distancing, confirmed vs. probable cases, 
masks, sanitizer, hand washing--- 
 

What a change the last five weeks has brought to our lives. On February 19, I turned 48 
years old. Not a milestone birthday. Another year gone by. Words and blessings from friends 
both near and far. The “Rona” was beginning. To be honest, it was not on my radar. Scattered 
news reports from far overseas had little impact on how I was living from day to day. Life was 
packed full. Most evenings had at least one meeting or activity planned. A super conscious effort 
needed to be made to take some down time. Sharyn will tell you I was too busy, and did not take 
enough time for myself. 
 

And then… March 13. As the weeks progressed from my birthday to that date, COVID-
19 made itself known here in the USA--in a big way! Largely populated areas begin the climb. 
Statewide numbers started to rise. Predictions were made, adjusted, re-evaluated, readjusted, and 
made again. Panic buying became the norm. (TP? A run on TP? Really? I have to search to buy 
TP?) And still, I doubted. I looked up flu numbers for comparison. I downplayed the danger. I 
assumed things would change slightly, but life could go on as we know it. And then, the 
governor issued the first stay at home order. No school for the three weeks, starting on March 16. 
I was… stunned. Reality sets in. And then the report of a case in T-county. Who I later learned is 
someone I knew from work.  
 

The changes came one after the other. No school. Sky home from college as classes were 
shut down, and then the dorms. Restaurants being closed to dine in. Even worse panic buying. 
Non-essential businesses being told to close. Shelter at home orders are put in place. Daily 
briefings from Gov. DeWine and Dr. Acton. Watching the numbers climb, hearing the concerns 
about hospitals having enough equipment and room for the potential flood of severe cases. 
School buildings closed for the rest of the year. Strange and chaotic times. 
 

It feels like the stuff of a Hollywood movie. Almost surreal in its impact. We are almost 
six weeks removed from that March day. I have learned a whole new Pandemic vocabulary. I 
have seen my wife adjust to teaching from home, via the computer. Trying to maintain “contact” 
and relationships with her students. I have talked with other educators of their struggles. I have 
spoken with parents who are worried about money because they are laid off. Other parents who 
are now “teaching” their children. And realizing that education has changed, in a lot of ways, 
over the last two to three decades.  
 

We are now in a “new normal.” And what does that mean? I have no clue. I believe each 
person will have their own definition. No longer do we have a lot of the same basics to draw 
from. Other than being stuck at home, we are all walking a different road as we deal with this 
situation. I have no clue what the mindset is for an essential worker as they go to work each day. 



I am so, so, so blessed to not have a financial worry. For someone who is unemployed, how do 
they handle the stress of making each and every dollar stretch even farther. If a parent is 
overwhelmed by their child’s schoolwork, how do they cope?  
 

Life for me is very static. We are staying home as much as possible. We are limiting our 
trips to the store and making them as quick as possible. I have done more cooking in the last six 
weeks than I have done in the last six months. I do this to stay busy, since I cannot go anywhere. 
And, truth be told, I am not a fan of this new normal in my life.  
 

I struggle most with the isolation. I love my wife. I adore my wife. She is an absolute 
saint for being married to me. Lots of folks have appreciated the opportunity to dial down. This 
is almost a forced time of relaxation. And for the first week or so, I did as well. A chance to read 
and rest and binge watch, and shutdown the active part of my life. But I realized something super 
quick. Most of what I enjoy in life involves people. Friday nights playing games or cards. 
Thursday night darts. My severe auction habit. To truly abide by what was being asked, that all 
went away. I enjoy being around people. As a social animal, I crave the interaction. I am an 
extrovert. And I miss shaking hands and giving hugs and standing and discussing everything and 
nothing all at once.  
 

What is most disheartening is the feeling that this will never end. I know that is not true. 
At some point, the “old way” of doing things will re-emerge, to some extent. Aspects of this 
experience (sanitizer and PPE and cleaning practices) are going to be a part of our lives for years 
and years to come. And that is a good thing. I have always believed the adage that what doesn’t 
kill us will make us stronger. 
 

I know my struggles are not unique. This is an imperfect time in an unusual situation. 
These are days of survival. When this is all over, I want to focus on reconnecting. In person. 
Face to face. Technology is grand. And has been invaluable as a coping mechanism during these 
abnormal times. But I want to pat someone on the shoulder, look them in the eye from less than 
six feet away, and ask “How have you been?” Ordinarily, during stressful times we would rely 
on our church family to support us. We would know that Sunday morning would have us 
surrounded by Christian friends, there to lift us up. And the option to physically gather is not 
available at this point. I cannot wait for that first Sunday when we can gather in the sanctuary 
and worship together. 
 
Please take care of yourselves. First and foremost, do what is best for your health. Know that you 
do not struggle alone. If you need it, reach out. Make a call. Send a text. Have a video chat. Give 
someone the chance to be your support. That opportunity to reach out might be what they need to 
put a smile in their world as well. 
 


