
Are You a Prey to the Pandemic Propaganda? 

It’s 2025 and all the UK billboards display the familiar phrase: ‘Hands, Face, Space’. 

Whilst he wondered thoughtlessly into the shopping mall, he desperately tried to 
recall the list that his wife had given him which he had carelessly left in his car.  He 
looked up to see a large imposing figure glaring down at him while tapping his 
truncheon on his left palm and gripping it tightly in his right.  His mind went blank 
and in a state of whimsy he recalled to himself how shiny the policeman’s buttons 
were.  He was then wrenched back to reality by the booming voice of the officer 
demanding “Where’s your mask?”  For a second he froze as the sudden pang of 
realisation struck him that he might have forgotten his face covering.  Swiftly he 
fumbled in his pockets in desperation and then with a sudden flash of insight he 
remembered that he had stuffed it into his sock, one place which he could not drop it 
when pulling out his hand sanitizer or wallet.  “That’s a £25 fine,” barked the officer. 
Trembling, he pulled the elastic straps behind his ears. 

‘What have we become?’ states the tutor of philosophy at the London School of 
Higherthought.  

‘When will this end?’ yells the truculent teenager, as pasty and pale he stares blankly 
into his screen. 

‘How long will this last?’ groans the exhausted nurse, closing the eyes of yet another 
Death by Covid at the end of her fifth consecutive shift. 

How did we get to this? 

‘Hands. Face. Space.’ This is the mandate that screams to us from our telephones, 
radios and TVs.  We can none of us avoid it.  It is hardwired into our memory like a 
computer that we cannot turn off and here is the reason why; our mindset has been 
distorted turning nouns into verbs as our dystopian psyche grapples with the new 
commandments.  The assonance, the rule of three and the hypnotic rhythm all compel 
us to obey the urgent edict. 

How can it be that only five years ago we shook each other’s hand, embraced each 
other and were crushed together like sardines in a tube?  How have millennia of social 
etiquette become a memory of the past in five years? 

In the past, adversity brought people together.  However, this adversity has driven us 
apart as everyone else is a potential suspect. 

Separation is the order of the day: screens divide us in restaurants, two meters define 
our sympathetic space; every family gathering is accompanied by a chill as windows 
and doors are thrown wide open; the very air that we breathe has become a potential 
poison and loved ones expire with their last words unheard.   



Could this dystopian future become a reality? Leading us to wonder whether we 
should be so easily persuaded,  are we not in danger of being ruled by blind fear and 
propaganda? 


