
It was late May that the United States marked the 100,000th death from the coronavirus. 
  
The New York Times marked the grim milestone on its front page on Sunday, May 24 — a 
front page unlike any front page in the paper’s modern history.  Instead of the usual articles, 
photographs and graphics, the front page ran one long list of one thousand names — one 
percent of the 100,000 Americans lost to the pandemic.  Each entry included the 
deceased’s name in bold type, age, hometown, and a brief phrase depicting the uniqueness 
of each life lost:  Lila Fenwick, 87, New York, N.Y., the first black woman to graduate from 
Harvard Law . . . Rabbi Romi Cohn, 91, Brooklyn, N.Y., saved 56 Jewish families from the 
Gestapo . . . April Dunn, 33, Baton Rouge, Louisiana, was an advocate for disability rights . 
. . Coby Adolphy, 44, Chicago, entrepreneur and adventurer . . . Ken Caley, 59, San 
Clemente, California, always ready with a one-liner to lighten the mood . . . Skylar 
Herbert, 5, Detroit, was Michigan’s youngest victim of the coronavirus pandemic . . .The 
heartbreaking and breathtaking list of tributes filled the front page and continued for three 
pages inside the first section of the paper.  The Times’ editors selected the names from 
obituaries published in newspapers across the country.  
  
In an essay accompanying the list, Times’ writer Dan Barry wrote that the project was 
designed to convey both the vastness and variety of lives lost:  “A number is an imperfect 
measure when applied to the human condition.  A number provides an answer to how 
many, but it can never convey the individual arcs of life, the 100,000 ways of greeting the 
morning and saying goodnight.  One hundred thousand.  The immensity of such a sudden 
toll taxes our ability to comprehend, to understand that each number adding up to 100,000 
represents someone among us just yesterday.  Who was the 1,233rd person to die?  The 
27,587th? The 98,431st?  She may have died in a jam-packed hospital, with no family 
member at her bedside to whisper a final thank you, Mom, I love you.  He may have died in 
a locked-down nursing home, his wife peering helplessly through a streaked window as part 
of her slips away.  They may have died in subdivided city apartments, too sick or too scared 
to go to a hospital, their closest relatives a half-world away . . .“A number is an imperfect 
measure when applied to the human condition.  “One. One Hundred. One Thousand.” 
  
After Jesus feeds the crowd with the bread and fish, his disciples collect the left-over 
fragments: “twelve wicker baskets full.”  Those “fragments” are not to be lost; they are part 
of the miracle.  We are all part of the body of Christ: there are no useless scraps, no wasted 
fragments.  Satan invites mankind to rebellion and disorder and incites us to pour out hatred 
upon each other.  A reminder, as we continue to face the pandemic, civil unrests, political 
polarization, that everyone is more than a “fragment” of a label or statistic: every person is a 
child of God, part of the body of Christ that is blessed, broken and shared at this Altar.  We 
are only whole when every piece, every fragment, is gathered as ONE.  


