A War Foretold

In war you don’t philosophize.
It is practice for the old and wise.
And the curse of destiny
Is nothing but obscenity.

I ask, “Should I ready the projectile
To scream with deadly fire?”
For ghastly death it will announce
Destroying trenches in a lion’s pounce.

And the enemy will surely die,
Engulfed in flames that fill the sky.
In trenches, throats will thirst and dry
With clouds of smoke all gone awry.

The curse of fate still eats my soul;
I want to act, yet it’s foretold.
All things I do are preordained,
No use to lose, no use to gain.

And thoughts I deeply contemplate
Are in the fickle hands of fate,
And I know that probability
Is all in fact a certainty.

My thought’s impaired like mirrors torn!
Like broken glass on martial shores!
And all my thinking has been thought,
And all my actions have been wrought.

And if I say, “I have to kill,”
Does it defy my Maker’s will?
And even thinking about thinking
Is like an echo ringing, ringing.

So, what madness can this be?
To kill or not by me?
All foretold by lunacy!
Like a hopeless ship adrift at sea!

If in the depths I lose myself…
Already bells have rung that knell!
My life has come, and it has gone!
No past, no future, all undone!

And so in war resigned I am,
To the prophecies at hand,
Repeating is the voice above:
“My will be done, My will be done!”  

