






jeff bezos sneezosed.



god bless you, said a nearby 
bootlicker



but jeff already knew that the 
gods had blessed him from 
the day he was born



for the ancient greeks,
a sneeze was a gift
from the gods

a divine omen

a foretelling



and jeff knew his destiny was 
at hand



blue origin is my “most 
important work,” said jeff



“we have to go to space to 
save earth,” jeff said



jeff knew that his ascent to 
the heavens was preordained

the pantheon watched over 
him, he the conduit through 
which they meddled in 
earthly affairs

by will or by valor, he would 
save humanity from their 
own recklessness



jeff’s sneezos was carried on 
zephyr’s gentle wings unto 
the ends of the earth, floating 
along in the gentle ebb and 
flow of the west wind



for zephyr, son of the starry 
one, harbinger of spring, it 
had been many seasons since 
the air had felt quite so heavy

in the light spring breeze 
faint traces of voices echoed 
out from offices, factories, 
and launch sites



let us work from home jeff

give us paid sick leave jeff

stop retaliating against 
employees who organize jeff

do literally anything to help 
other people jeff





the space colonies will be “maui on 
its best day, all year long. no rain, no 
storms, no earthquakes,” he said as 
climate change threatened the future 
of an entire generation

“we can have a trillion humans in the 
solar system, which means we’d have 
a thousand mozarts and a thousand 
einsteins,” he said as hundreds of 
thousands of humans died of covid-19 
on earth

“this would be an incredible 
civilization,” he said, not talking 
about the one he has given up 
on, the one he is determined 
to leave behind



i will save the earth, said 
jeff

it is my fate, he said



jeff bezineo’s amazine dream #5 

by jonathan zong

printjobpress.github.io


