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 No statistic, article, trend, or graph escapes my eye. “The economy”, what even is 

that? Rhetorical question of course, but sometimes not really, especially in 

moments where its utter fragility is revealed and its “larger than life” façade 

stripped away to reveal its locomotive: terrified investors who have invested their 

money, and much more exponentially their faith, into a virtual market’s relentless 

waves, pretending they fully comprehend the flow of the wind and the nature of 

the tides, and that the one they ride will be the one that shall, by the grace of a 

Godless market, never crash.  

I’ve always had an acute interest in the market but was never smart enough, or 

stupid enough, to invest; nevertheless, I spent most of today talking to my Chinese 

friend Fabio (coincidentally, the first person I ever met on campus), an incredibly 

shrewd investor who grew 30,000$ into nearly 500000$ in the span of three years, 

mostly through his faith in Elon Musk’s’ Tesla. 

 Without having spoken a word, or having seen a statistic, his facial expressions 

would have been enough to convey the severity of this situation. A week separates 

the market’s best performance in history to its most severe crash in history 

(extrapolated from its current rate of downturn), with a little help from the ever-

terrifying microscopic virus . 

 A not very weird sense of deja-vu engulfs all who watch from the precarious 

sidelines, whether familiar or not with what the “economy” is; as the day goes on I 

start talking to more and more friends, dining-hall workers to library assistants to 

dorm-hall managers, all of them having lost or about to lose their job, and all of 

them starting to feel the unholy blend of uncertainty and terror set in. Scary 

numbers are thrown around, like recovery dates predicting a recession lasting more 

than a year, vaccination dates indicating what seems to be a never-ending period 

of emergency. What becomes of our social fabric when it catches a virus? Well, a 



 

 

house in this city somewhere probably hoards 200 disinfecting sanitizers. I have 

spent the final hours of today going from our local Walgreens, to the Champaign 

Country Market, to the largest CVS pharmacy, and failed to locate a single one.  


