
I wake up to my alarm and roll out of 
bed, trying not to disturb the man 
sleeping next to me. Tip-toeing into the 

kitchen toward the coffee, my phone buzzes. 
This is your wakeup call, my mom sings into 
my ear, reminiscent of high school mornings 
when she roused my sleep-deprived teenage 
body to catch the bus on time.

I take her out to the porch with me and 
hand-grind coffee beans to a fine powder, 
pressing the phone to my ear with my 
shoulder. The birds cackle at each other, and 
the sun pushes the clouds away to begin its 
morning as we exchange tales of what we 
cooked for dinner, small frustrations with 

domestic life, and the omnipresent, What a 
strange time this is.

I’ll call you tomorrow, she says. I love you, 
I respond.

Two mugs of coffee in hand, I return to 
the bedroom. The sleeping man rolls over 
and harrumphs loudly at the injustice of 
consciousness, but offers a thank-you kiss for 
the caffeine, and blearily sits up. The scrolling 
commences. Facebook, Gmail, Reddit; death 
tolls, economic projections, cats jumping over 
mountains of toilet paper.

These are how my days begin in the time 
of coronavirus. I knew this year was bound to 
be a strange one. After eight years of dancing 
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professionally for a Midwest ballet company, 
I sold my house, said goodbye to friends that 
felt more like family, and moved to Tennessee. 
If I were religious, I’d say it was a God-thing 
that motivated me to uproot my life for a year 
of service with a stipend in a small Southern 
city. My best secular explanation is that it 
was a soul-thing; I needed time to examine 
why I needed time and to answer the what 
do I want?, how do I love?, where am I going? 
questions. God, despite my tepid and rare 
commitment to his existence, collaborated 
with my secular goal. Connie—I’ll give you 
a worldwide shut down to examine your life. 
Enjoy.

My best friend called me from her isolated 
attic in woodsy New England. Her current 
paramour has been texting her love notes and 
foggy shower pictures to keep things steamy 
in quarantine. But as she tries to spill her soul 
to him, to describe the rooms in her mind 
(here’s who built them, how many layers of 
wallpaper each has, dreams for remodeling, 
intention behind the placement of this couch), 
he withdraws. Zero percent of my brain 
capacity is devoted to what’s going on in my life 
or with me, he explains. No soul searching on 
his end. His mind rooms are there (he has to 
live somewhere, no?), but he can’t describe the 
flooring, and the furniture layout is still in its 
default arrangement. The oven is spotless, and 
the fridge contains only condiments.

I take this to mean that soul searching 
is optional. We can all push through as 
illustrated above, trying to produce external 

goods to prove our existence matters—
money, accolades, hours worked, games won. 
This race keeps us moving so we never have 
to sit on that couch molding in our mind’s 
attic and realize the musty smell’s origins. 
We don’t have time to sweep the cobwebs 
away or hang a plant in the corner and 
nurture it. However, soul searching has 
never felt optional to me. I’m too aware 
of the dust collecting on the bookshelves 
in my brain and far too conscious of the 
need to demolish a couple walls. I can’t 
run from this home; I need to spend the 
time to search for the small touches that 
make it feel cozy.

Running is harder these days. We’re 
all stuck inside our literal homes with less 
to distract us from our figurative ones. 
Reflection time is ample. Old issues bubble 
to the surface. Relationship dynamics are 
magnified. Vanquished habits resurface. 
That broken table you’d been avoiding, that 
disheveled hallway you tried to forget about, 
there is no ignoring it now. I see the news 
of people rallying for normalcy. Get me back 
to real life! they plead. Lift these restrictions. 
Let me out into the world to make money, to 
consume something, to escape from this 
monotonous existence.

But busied with constant opportuni-
ties for mind home renovation, I don’t 
find it monotonous. I can paint new col-
ors, refinish original flooring, add some 
crown molding for maturity, tile the bath-
room for polish and flair. This constant 

evolution, consistent care, and explora-
tion of the dark, scary, and secret rooms 
seem to be the purpose of my own exis-
tence. So many who detest this work yearn 
for life before coronavirus. But I fear life after 
it. I’m scared to return to the hustle of forty 
hours of office work, the shuffle of schedul-
ing activities, the push to fit in exercise and 
cooking and socializing and money-making 
and career development, the pressure to jus-
tify my existence in terms of what I’m doing 
for society.

My imagination home has gotten 
cozier with these stay-at-home orders. 
But my rented apartment too has been 
filled with new co-working routines, 
bubbling sourdough starter, Zoom calls 
reestablishing old friendships, succulents 
striving for life, yoga sessions where we all 
breathe in tandem. I’m scared to lose the 
beauty of this simple time. The space for 
creativity. The commitment my isolation 
buddies and I have to each other, because we 
don’t have all the choices, or the possibility 

of perfection, or limitless options. We have 
what’s in front of us.

I know it can’t last forever. And if it could, 
the romance of this time would likely feel 
like drudgery. The fact that it will end, that 
we will one day return to normal, makes 
me cling to the mundane rituals that mark 
this unique time. The five-minute morning 
check-in with my mom. The coffee-breath 
kisses in bed. The societal validation that 
we, in this time, are all enough because we 
literally can’t be anything else. This is not 
a time for typical growth, the world 
has decided. You will not advance in 
your career or date new people or make 
new friends or buy new things or join 
new clubs. You will dig into what you 
have. Which is the people around you, 
if you are lucky enough to be amongst 
them. The hobbies you know and love, 
if you want to. And, mostly, the soul 
you can always search, revealed in and 
expressed by the flourishes decorating 
those interior rooms of your brain. ✦

im
ag

e 
in

fo

Summer 2021  •  Issue No. 42  |  129 128  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Connie Flachs Safer at Home

http://www.shantiarts.co/SPAQ/SPAQ42/files/SPAQ42_SUM21_DIGITAL_IMAGECREDITS.pdf



