
Camus Redux

“The plague bacillus never dies or vanishes entirely,…it can remain dormant for dozens of years in furniture or clothing,…it waits patiently in bedrooms, cellars, trunks, handkerchiefs and old papers, and…perhaps the day will come when for the instruction or misfortune of mankind, the plague will rouse its rats and send them to die in some well-‐contented city.”   





Albert Camus, THE PLAGUE  

Like New York. Hitler dead, Mussolini 

Gone, Petain in the Ash can of history.  

But the rats are out again, Nova virus,  

Nova Fascism. Can we muster the  

Compassion Camus felt in the middle of it all, 

His sympathy for humanity, (at the risk of   

Turning evil into a banality as Hannah Arendt  

Would have it.) Disease separation and exile 

Come upon us unexpectedly, absurdly, and  

The Only way to fight the plague is with  

Decency, Camus tells us. But how Can we 

Not blame our country now, left and right.  

How can we find the will to resist

Compromise, to survive, to love?


