
 

 

 Buy Something or Leave 

 We watched the President’s address to the nation streamed onto our television. My 

husband & I had been married thirteen weeks on the promise that the future was what we made 

of it. Between his calm demeanor and frequent pauses, the President offered up the tragic 

news. 

 “…I come to you today not just as your President, but as a citizen — nay, an organism 

— on this Earth, same as you. We are, all of us, born onto this planet with the predetermined 

nature to move forward, make progress, and change this nation, this planet, for the better for the 

next generation. It is with a heavy heart that I share this information: There will be no next 

generation.” 

 Those words would be the defining sentiment of the last eight years & the history of 

humanity. We had lived so large, for so long behaving as if there would never be a next 

generation that we never bothered to consider what living like that could cost. 

 The live-stream to our television kept cutting in-and-out but key words offered the 

summation of our planet’s situation. “Supernova — G2V Yellow Dwarf — Sol — extinction.” 

 These were not uncertain terms. 

 It wasn’t long before the news pundits descended on the President’s speech like wild 

dogs. un-American was a term oft thrown around by the conservative media. “Since when do 

Americans give up at the sight of seemingly impossible odds? We need a leader who will face 

up to the threats against our way-of-life.” 

 My husband had heard enough. 

 “These aren’t seemingly impossible odds. They’re impossible. Rush Limbaugh is an 

idiot. What good does political in-fighting do us now? 

 “Simon — do you want to go get ice cream?” 

 “What? Now?” 



 

 

 Yes now, I thought. Why not now? We could stew here, in this humid box of an 

apartment, and wonder how political elites could behave in such a way or, in the face of 

humanity’s end, we could go eat some fucking ice cream. 

 “Ben and Jerry’s has new cookie core flavors I want to try.” 

 He looked at me wide-eyed, I could almost taste the anger behind his eyes but, in a 

moment, it all changed. His eyes went soft, his whole face might as well’ve transformed. He 

smiled. 

 “Sure. Grab your sandals.” 

  

 We walked into the 7-11 a few blocks down the road. The woman behind the counter, 

fixated on her gaudy golden watch, lip-synced to the music playing over the stereo. Rihanna’s 

“Work, work work,” song. 

 “Should we tell her,” my husband asked. 

 It’s borderline hilarious. How much of the world didn’t know yet? If I hadn’t married a 

political science major, I probably wouldn’t know yet either. I almost hated Simon for that. 

 But then I saw that the ice cream freezer was empty. 

 “All out,” the woman behind the counter offered, without looking up. 

 “What’s that,” Simon replied. 

 She looked up, clearly frustrated that she was being made to repeat herself. 

 “We’re all out of ice cream, unless you wanna check there.” She pointed to the cooler by 

the window — Strawberry Shortcake and Flintstones-themed Push-Pops filling it up. 

 “You’re out of Ben & Jerry’s? I was just in here…what? Two nights ago? You were 

completely filled up.” 

 My eyes started to sting. 

 “Maybe you should’ve bought some then, sir.” 



 

 

 My head fell forward as I tried to control my breathing. 

 “Excuse me?” 

 “Don’t raise your voice at me, sir.” 

 I started sobbing and both Simon and the woman looked at me. 

 “I’m sorry. I’m okay. Don’t worry. I’m okay. I’m sorry.” 

 Simon put his arm around me and tried to calm me down. 

 “It’s okay. It’s okay. I’m sorry I got angry. I just — I don’t know. I’m sorry. It’s okay.” 

 “Sir, you either need to buy something or leave.” 

 He continued to hold me. 

 “Do you want the Strawberry Shortcake? Or the Push-Pop?” 

 I held my breath and shook my head. 

 “Sir!” 

 “Give us one goddamn minute, won’t you? The fucking world’s ending give us one 

minute!” 

 The woman went silent at that. It wasn’t the graceful notification we were given, but it’d 

have to suffice for her. 

 He held up my face. “Hey,” he said. 

 “Let’s go.” 

 

 We stepped outside and sat on the curb of the parking lot. 

 “Are you doing alright?” 

 “I just want some Ben & Jerry’s ice cream. Can we go somewhere else? 

 He smiled. Then he laughed. 

 “Of course we can, dear.” 


