Etiquette, COVID-style
by
Eyes Right 
Springfield, VA – As frequent readers of this column are familiar, my wife and I are daily walkers.  Actually, she is the more disciplined of the two of us;  she will not go to bed at night until she has accumulated at least 5 miles of walking that day.  Recently she has increased that distance to six miles.  
During our daily walks we bring along two plastic grocery bags which we use to pick up trash.  I have mentioned this practice previously and have enumerated some of the absolutely remarkable (and disgusting) items that have been pitched from passing vehicles and/or pedestrians.  We dutifully pick up all of these items for proper disposal at our trash bin.  There is absolutely nothing which now surprises us.  When you have found both men and women’s underwear (not at the same time), what else could evoke wonderment?
In the past month, however, we have noticed new social interaction patterns among fellow walkers.  Because social distancing is now the norm, there is an unofficial competition which occurs when walkers/joggers/runners sees someone coming toward them.  The goal is to be the first to demonstrate that you are more socially conscious than the oncomers by stepping quickly off the sidewalk or path into the street so as to create the obligatory six feet of separation.  Just as the 1990 play, Six Degrees of Separation, created the premise that everyone in the world is connected to everyone else by a chain of no more than six acquaintances, the updated variant is that everyone in the world is now separated by at least six feet.  I have detected a certain smugness in the faces of passersby who have beaten me to separate.  It’s this, “Sorry, pal, you just aren’t in my league of separation…you have to up your game in this neighborhood” look.
There are now vastly larger numbers of casual bicyclists out and about in this “stay at home order” environment.  At least here in Virginia citizens are still allowed to venture out of their homes for exercise, and many have now apparently found those bicycles which have been languishing in the basement or garage for the past 10 years.  The problem is that few of this fresh crop of 2-wheel enthusiasts have learned to announce their coming up behind a walker by yelling “On your right!” (or left).  This courtesy allows the walker to know that a metal object being peddled at a higher rate of speed than you are walking is about to fly past you.  In just the past few days I have been nearly run over by bicyclists who apparently prefer to ride on the sidewalks rather than in the new bicycle lanes which have been marked in the streets.  Even if I do hear one of these coming at the last minute, there is no time to react other than to mutter a very brief prayer that I will not be smashed from behind.  Some of the younger bicyclists have those cutesy bells which they ring while anticipating that you will jump to the side so that they have exclusive use of the sidewalk.  It’s a dangerous world out there, fellow walkers!

However, the greatest annoyance remains the jerks (I use this word instead of a profane variant that begins with ass and ends with hole) who now seem obligated to throw used facial tissues out the window of their car or to drop it discretely as they walk.  In view of the well-known contagion of the COVID virus, this transgression is more than littering, but a genuine public health hazard.   Every day for the past week of this pandemic we have found a minimum of three used (and crumpled) facial tissues on our walks.  There are also now a steady supply of used hand sanitizer wipes ending up on our roads and sidewalks.  What kind of person does this??  Actually I have an answer for this question:  the same type of inconsiderate loser who leaves behind his/her plastic bag of warm dog poop for someone else to deal with.  

So get out and enjoy your COVID walks.  Just wear gloves, your N-95 respirator mask, and a full set of anti-contamination clothing – and have your attorney on speed dial to sue the bicyclist who runs you over.
I thought you might like to know.
E-R
