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“I am who I am, and I’m not changing”
 -Man at the Pittsburgh Bus Station



December 31st, 2018. In an Uber with a former 
significant other going to a video game bar in Providence. 
The driver blasted ACDC as if they were the coolest 
band east of the Mississippi, and insisted on making 
inappropriately aggressive U-Turns. I protested, informing 
him we were in no rush. He continued to drive like a 
sasquatch. To my surprise, we arrived unscathed, and 
were able to proceed with the night. Several rounds of 
Pac-Man and one watered-down gin and tonic later we left 
a-quarter-to twelve. I began 2019 cautiously walking down 
the frozen sidewalks of Benefit Street.

A year passed, and a new decade was closing in. I 
planned to have an equally low-key New Year’s adventure 
with my friend Amy. We decided to have one drink and 
draw the musicians at a jazz bar close to our apartment. 
I ordered a gin and tonic (this time not watered down), 
whipped out my sketchbook, and opened a fresh pack 
of crayons. Amy did the same. Ten minutes in, we were 
interrupted by two thirty-somethings Amy knew through 
her performance art. Small talk was made, and they 
offered us two bright orange pills identified as ecstasy. 
Having never experienced ecstasy I chose to do the smart 
thing and take it all at once. Two hours later, I began 2020 
in a strange kitchen, high on ecstasy, in a huddle with 
Amy and the two thirty-somethings one naked for a reason 
unbeknownst to me. The rest of the night was wonderfully 
bizarre, followed by a massive serotonin crash, and six 
days of restless depression. 2020 was off to a great start. 



Coney Island in January is similar to my inner-psyche 
the day after ecstasy. A shell of its former self. Cold, 
unpleasant, under a cloud grumpiness. I kind of like it. 
There is something comforting in the bleakness of the 
landscape. It’s an escape from New York’s otherwise 
bustling streets. The hordes of tourists are elsewhere, and 
everything is closed. It’s quiet, relaxing, welcomed silence 
from the noise of my everyday life. Sure, it’s far and there 
is an overwhelming feeling that I will be mugged if I stay 
past sunset. Yet, the desolation is worth it. 

It takes an hour to get there. I catch the A at Broadway 
Junction (C if I’m feeling funky) and transfer to the F at 
Jay Street Metro Tech. Then, I sit on the train for precisely 
twenty stops. Upon arrival, I order a caffeinated beverage 
from the Dunkin Donuts below the train station. I usually 
land on an iced coffee, making drawing outside as 
agonizing as possible. I grab my drink, cross Surf Ave, and 
head towards the ocean. My body is frigid. Multiple pairs 
of pants, extra warm socks, and layers of sweaters, jackets, 
and coats are no match for the Atlantic wind. Painfully, I 
approach the boardwalk. 





The dormant rides tower over the 
landscape like lethargic monsters. 



But there are signs of life. 



The locals reclaim their neighborhood, 
occupying the abandoned structures. 





Coney Island is far; there and back is at least two hours 
on the MTA. On a warm day in early March it finally got to 
me. I exited the train at Park Slope, halfway to my usual 
destination. There, I ventured to Greenwood Cemetery. I 
was welcomed by massive Gothic gates and a flock of green 
parakeets that should not be able to survive in New York. 
I walked through the cemetery enjoying the first warm 
day in months, exploring trees and tombstones until my 
stomach started to grumble. 

I headed towards one of the gates. It was locked. Panic 
briefly set in, and I jokingly made plans to spend the night. 
I prepared to sleep under a bush away from the path and 
the night security guard’s eyes. I had a coat, a sketchbook, 
and a toothbrush. I’d be fine. As I walked to the other 
entrance I saw more visitors. Would they be spending 
the night too I wondered? This could be Greenwood 
Cemetery’s w. If you’re in after four you have to spend 
the night. It sounds ridiculous but who knows? Maybe it’s 
a risk people are willing to take to spend time with the 
dead. I approached the other entrance, and it was open. 
A bittersweet feeling entered my mind. Sure I wouldn’t 
have to spend the night in a cemetery but now I’m out of a 
good story. I walked through Park Slope for another half-
hour and headed home. I did not know everything would 
change the next day. 



I’ve followed coronavirus on NPR since January. Not 
that I chose too, I was just too lazy to change the radio 
station when the topic came up. I didn’t take it seriously. 
I thought it was an overreaction for essentially the flu in 
a far-away country. Yet, whether I liked it or not, Covid-19 
began to affect my life directly. I was forced to swap my 
school’s 12th floor Chelsea studio for a second floor Bush-
wick bedroom. Classes were moved online, stores were 
closed, and taking the train became taboo. 

In this new era, the days are monotonous and boring. I 
flop out of bed and make oatmeal. Half a bowl of dry oats, 
two scoops of peanut butter, one apple, cinnamon, and a 
spoonful of brown sugar. I read depressing news articles, 
and or look up the climate of various Canadien cities. It’s 
warmer here, and their misery makes me feel better about 
my current situation. Did you know it’s still snowing in 
Edmonton? That’s crazy! Next, I go for a run. Down Bush-
wick Ave, if my legs are sore, to Highland Park if I’m feel-
ing okay. I return, shower, take a caffeine pill, and or drink 
coffee, get to work. 

I go out again and purchase a ginger drink from the 
yellow deli. I make lunch. A slice of pita bread with hum-
mus, accompanied by sweet potatoes, mushrooms, red 
onion, garlic, bell pepper, and spinach. Paint, go for an af-
ternoon walk, usually to Highland Park. I photograph the 
budding plants, birds, and afternoon skies. The red-winged 
blackbirds remind me of the saltwater marshes I grew up 
by. I return and eat dinner if I feel like cooking. Usually 
rice and black beans, or a bagel with the same onslaught of 
vegetables. I have dried fruit and pita chips if I’m lazy. 

Sometimes I go to Sanika’s. She has higher standards 
so the meals are usually better. There isn’t much to do. I 
cook, work, or aimlessly roam Brooklyn. At least I have 
been walking a lot more. It counteracts the number of 
dried pineapples I plow through in a day. 



I spend most of my time observing 
the neighboors through my 
bedroom window. 



On days spent alone, my knickknacks 
keep me company. 



On sociable days, I walk Bushwick 
with Sanika. We discuss the most 
sophisticated of topics as we pass 
the row-houses. The conversation 
tends to get heated, but it’s always 
cerebral. We plan to host TED Talks 
in the future.





Eventually, we reach one of our homes. We camp out three 
days at a time, irritating each other’s roommate before we split 
ways. When alone, I purchase dinner at one of my three delis. 

Sometimes on my way back, I fantasize about walking to 
Montauk. I’ll wake up at 6 AM and pack a bag of toiletries, 
clothes, a tent, and various materials I will not use. The bag 
should way at least fifteen pounds, ensuring that I will screw 
up my posture as much as possible. If it’s underweight, I’ll add 
a bag of rocks. I won’t pack food. I’ll live off gas stations and 
sauteed roadkill, a well-balanced diet.

The trip will be far, but I will manage. I used to walk 20 
miles on a weekly basis during my Adderall days. A walk 
across Long Island is nothing. When I arrive, I’ll put on my 
trunks and go for a swim. It’s May and the water is cold. After 
five minutes I’ll get sick of the frozen ocean and walk back, 
aggravated with my stupidity. 

Unfortunately, I don’t have the drive to pull off such 
an endeavor. It seems like a waste of time, and I don’t like 
sleeping in a tent. I need to shower once a day, and eating 
roadkill would do horrors to my stomach. I can’t do it. I guess 
I’ll spend my quarantine stuck in Brooklyn like everybody 
else. Yet it’s not all that bad.



I try to make the best of it, for there 
is no other option. Who knows how 

long this will last



Yesterday, I left Bushwick. I rented a bike and rode 
it to Domino Park. I observed the swarm of hipsters 

and dogs breaking social-distancing, I silently judged. 
Yet, I was there too, so was I really much better? I 

contemplated crossing the Williamsburg Bridge into 
Manhatten, but something was holding me back. I 

turned around and rode the bike home
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