
Oh, Nice! 

 

it’s 2020 and the coronavirus 

has emptied shelves at the wal-mart supercenter 

just like hurricane sandy before that, and SARS 

before that, and 9/11 before that, and… 

we as a society can’t seem to evolve 

past a very guttural, primordial fear 

we instinctively, selfishly choose to engage 

during disasters that cause us to buy fifteen 

loaves of bread to freeze, or nine pounds of hamburger 

when all we need is just one of each to survive 

we hoard for self-preservation because people 

are hoarding groceries for self-preservation— 

a circular feedback loop stuck in our lizard 

brains creating a self-fulfilling prophecy 

only to be fulfilled by our fears—basilar 

fears; just like the fears that subconsciously drive us 

to buy before the sale ends, to make more money, 

to do the legal thing, to attend church service, 

to create religion and a god out of fear 

who keeps us in line to tithe and pay our taxes 

and then there is the fear of the apocalypse 

real end-of-the-world shit which was prophesied 

and, by god, we now have the capability 

to do at the all-too-swift-push of a button 

by people who are acting under the mantle 

of an abeyant god to forcefully fulfill 

prophecy of the end time in revelations 

that hastens the return of their lord and savior 

but causes the destruction of all the creatures 

and trees and flowers and lakes as a consequence 

because in their lizard minds they go to heaven 

while leaving the rest of us to all go to hell. 
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