
Doomsday
“When did you lose the war?” --

“The day I slavishly harboured
The belief in my own indestructible power -

That I shall live forever.

In my hastily pursuit to score transient victory,

Followed yet by another victory,

I failed to reckon,
The strength of a weak adversary.

I kept interminably bashing its head,

To be or not to be, until it no longer appreciates.

With all mighty, I vigorously fought to live,

On its part, It doggedly fought to die.

Alas! To my horror,

I found out this devil,

Would rather drag me down to hell.

There isn’t any weapon,

Neither the use of once effective media manipulations and lies,

Nor a harsh punishment,

I could possibly apply,

To submission it could force the adversary to comply.

In a nutshell I have lost 

The plot.

If only I could now hold my nerves,

Regain composure,

Forgive offenders,

Allow sinners and saints alike,

In the same house to dwell

And, so to speak, drink from the same well,

As the good old book tells.
And Oh yes, at times I could also fight, if I have too,

Only eager to die like a warrior -

A gun in a hand,

Ammo rounds snaking the waist,

A wound to the head,

A stream of hot blood gushing ahead,

From severed carotid,

But no filthy welted wallet,
Swollen with plastic cards of debt.”
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