The End of the World. Again.

It was the end of the world again,
and again, I just wasn’t ready.

I was in Ralphs buying beer
Immortal IPA

makes you live forever
makes you strong

says it on the box

ALC 7% by volume

picture of an old man

on the can

arm wrestling a gorilla
Silver Hair v Silverback

the old man smiling

the big ape grimacing

sweat flying in cartoon drops
from his overhanging leathery brow
the gorilla that is

not the old man

he is merely nonchalant

for his world will never end.

It is the end of the world again.
She announced it over the tannoy.

In between the Buy-One-Get-One-you-don’t-want deal
on some Chicken-in-a-Tube and a Special one-off Offer
on the bull testicle jerky

And in a blink there was a rush

on bottled water

on toilet roll

on Chicken-in-a-Tube
on vodka

ice cream

on tuna

toothpaste

on drugs to kill the pain

or kill the family

if needs be

should the dead rise from their graves.



Again.

There was the smell of death by the frozen foods.
A ghostly chill by the flowers.

Mothers were shielding their children’s eyes.
Men were phoning their mothers.

Valued Customers were slipping and sliding
in widening smears of linoleum blood.

It was the end of the world again,
and again, I just wasn’t ready.

But I grabbed a tin of Butternut Squash & Crab Bisque anyway
some salsa

some tequila

some pinot noir

some bull testicle jerky

some blue corn tortilla chips

and some half price patio chairs

as I opted to watch
the end of this world
in reasonable
comfort.

Again.



