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Around 60 days ago, I entered in this time of lockdown with the typical adrenaline that is produced 

when an unprecedented event happens.  

I was part of a sort of collective hyperactive condition, riding the wave of optimism as we were in the 

mindset of a very temporary and limited time of sacrifice.  

We thought it was a 100-meter sprint, difficult but quick.  

 

In that initial hyperactive condition, we sang on balconies, cleaned the entire house, decluttered our 

space and decluttered our social interactions, starting to keep in touch only with the people we really 

missed.  

The mantra that we were repeating almost obsessively was “Everything is going to be fine”.  

We were strong, determined, and we acknowledged that so many things that we once considered 

priorities were not that important in front of our rediscovered human fragility.  

 

Then the lockdown became longer and longer and, most importantly, we understood that life will not 

simply “go back to normal” once we are allowed to go out, at least until a vaccine is not available.  

We thought it was a 100-meter sprint, it is actually a marathon. 

 

We were ready for a much limited effort, therefore the available energy was limited too, and the 

lockdown becoming a marathon left us short of breath and uncertain about the future.  

I am not an expert, but I am quite sure some of the readers are experiencing the same feelings. From 

here - one of the hearts of the pandemic - I honestly do not have great pieces of advice.  

All what I can tell you is to never think that you are doing nothing or that you are powerless: staying 

home now and helping your country go back on track later, respecting the new measures and being 

socially responsible, is doing something, and it means so much.   


