
Jack J. Anderson, Class of ’55, 

has retired from a varied career. 

His books and other writing may 

be downloaded for free from 

http://www.jjanderson.info/. His 

email address is jack@abq.com.                     

Comments are welcome.  
 

““WWhhoo  wwaass  tthhaatt  mmaasskkeedd  mmaann??””  
 

He wore a cowboy hat and his face was 

masked by a bandana. He was tall and lean 

and strode into the grocery store with 

confidence. I knew he wasn’t the Lone 

Ranger because there wasn’t a white horse 

tethered in the parking lot. But there were 

plenty of pickup trucks like the ones my 

neighbors drive—my neighbors who have 

ranchos out in the nearby Sandia mountains.  

   There were others, too, with covered faces. 

Were those the beautiful eyes of a princess 

trying to hide her identity and stay safe from 

nefarious rascals pursuing her for ransom? 

Why were those children’s faces hidden? 

Were their parents embarrassed by their 

looks? Had they stolen them? 

   My imaginary cowboy was just following 

the guidelines for shoppers in these days of a 

pandemic, as were the other people I saw in 

the grocery store. But after many long days 

of “sheltering in place” my imagination 

while shopping offers a bit of entertainment.  

   The pandemic has been disastrous for 

millions of people worldwide. Closer to 

home I had furloughed family members on 

unemployment and loved ones whose 

livelihoods were taken away. For me there 

were also unwanted negative effects of 

“social distancing.” More on that below. 

   I won’t dwell on the miseries of the 

pandemic—you, dear reader, have probably 

had you fill of the distressing news flooding 

the media. Instead I will report some of the 

minor annoyances I experienced. 

   About the time the government shut down 

the American and New Mexican economies, 

I had just decided to revert to short haircuts 

such as I wore in my younger (well, OK, 

much younger) days. I found an excellent 

Master barber and was starting to enjoy the 

easy care and freedom short hair affords. 

But after so many unshorn weeks I was very 

shaggy and yearned for my barber to return.  

   I was not without a solution of sorts. One 

of my grandsons offered to cut my hair until 

my barber returned to work. He cuts his 

brother’s hair—I should say he “peels” his 

brother’s head. My volunteer grandson 

assured me his offer was sincere. The 

trouble is he has a very active sense of 

humor and is known to for clever (if funny) 

jokes. I thought it over and decided to wait. 

   My family and many of my friends are 

loving and demonstrative. They hug when 

we meet and part. Others not as close shake 

hands. Such behaviors are now forbidden. 

So I am among those suffering hug 

deprivation. My grandkids tell me it’s for 

my own good they stay six feet away from 

me. (I am one of those seniors with 

“underlying health issues.”) I understand 

and appreciate their concern but am 

nevertheless left with a hug ache. Hugging 

my favorite teddy bear (which I do daily) 

does not make up for not being able to hug 

my kids, grandkids and dear friends. 

   I missed the Motor Vehicle Department! 

My Driver’s License was due for renewal 

but, alas, I was out of luck. We who are 75 

and older must renew our licenses in person. 

Youngsters may renew their licenses online. 

After several phone calls and emails, I 

received a call from a very proficient young 

woman responding to my email to our 

Governor. Citizens in my situation were to 

be given temporary amnesty. My caller from 

Santa Fe said she would make sure I was on 

the list of New Mexicans to get this break. 

This same young woman also arranged an 

appointment for me with the MVD (now 

partially back in business)—I will be 

masked, of course, and observe their social 

distancing protocol. 

   Carry out meals are just not the same as 

sitting in a café or restaurant and enjoying 

lunch or dinner out with family and friends. 

I missed hanging out with my pal, Terry, 

and taking my grandkids out for meals and 

treats. I am hoping my favorite restaurants 

and hangouts will survive the shutdown. 

   Hey, I’m hoping all of us will survive! 


