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‘This horror will grow mild, this darkness light.’


Paradise Lost, Book 2, line 220
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Say, heaving Muse, what catalogue of restraints


And luckless lockdowns fell upon th’unwilling world


Accompanied by pain and stifled shouts of family grief


Till the world’s wisest company of brethren


In stately halls and candelabra’d chambers flush


At their desks with freshest data


Brought an end to that wailing noise


And comfort to those begging for release.


Tell, Mighty Wit, how the highest in forethought and,






	That tremendous plus, the Science,
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Saw off our panic and globed vexation


Until a drape of calmness furled around the earth


And beckoned a new and greater normal into each life


For which we give plenty gratitude and pay


Willingly for the vict’ry triumph


Merited by these wisest Gods.


Take us bravely to that source of all our woe,


A wet and withered bat in Wuhan, or, some say,


A bat-lab nearby, carelessly venting bat juice to the world






	While, ’tis equally true, Pharma and/or Bill Gates,
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In league with Illuminati lizards,


Hid poisoned cameras in our breath


So we could spray their malice drop by drop


Like spoken mist, as from a tower of Babel


Or like that other mighty shaft, the mast of 5G


(For, yes, I near forgot, 5G is another cause,


Since everyone has seen it said,


Where G is for George, and 5, to all, is clearly S,


The sign of the malevolent serpent Soros, it is true.)






	And all is truth, for truth also can mutate,
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Into twenty truths, and spawn twenty variants more,


Once uttered, slotting any gaping void of sense


And fitting it like a fisting fact.
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Tell first of one who fought that bat, and tackled truth


As it clawed and ravaged his beating lungs


And near ended life in some ventilated corner


Of a ward. Orbis Rex was he known on high


By all the Gods, ‘World King’ by birth and plan,


Though the Gods, sensing men would stall in fear






	Of his breeding, transformed ‘Orbis’ to more earthly ‘Boris’,
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Spurring love and laughter from us on hearing


This more mortal name.


Say how this hero Boris, seeming felled


By the evil mite, coughed back up


His gleaming soul renewed and rode out to fight


Sadness with mirth, and brought lilting light


Into the darkest streets and homes of his kingdom.


Golden capped, like a sainted knight, he slew that dragon


In twelve weeks or so, or if not weeks then months,






	And if not slew then tossed it flattened
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Back into its cave, where it would certainly


Think long and hard before it dared to spaff


Its deadly spew upon this land again


And spread its dark and manic ills.


Go back to that day, when the bat first smote Europe


And he, our Hero, to lull it into thinking us unprepared
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