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         The day we cease to believe, we cease	

To be, to breath, to keep our lease,		

On bodies dying by degrees, 			

With hearts that too know atrophies.		



With minds unfixed on something pure,	

No beloved truth held firm and sure;		

No cause for slings to be endured,		

No better future's gold allure.			



But just to want, to hope, believe,		

Cannot alone these things achieve.		

There must be more, be not deceived -	

The work will never see reprieve.			



The light of faith, the sweat to try,		

The wings on which we all must fly.		

Ours not from faith & works to shy,		

Ours to believe, & do, or die.			
      

      
   
      Do or Die


      

      
      
         Two quarts of milk

One for the brownies

And one for me

That I won’t drink

That came from the store on the hill

With the old coolers and the cheek prints

Of a child, forty years ago



And one for the brownies.



Your spaghetti

Angry noodles

Pulled by an angry hand

From a timorous can

Just for me

Sauce and all

I won’t eat that shit 

Of origin unknown

Like the dusty household

And your stranger, angry hands.



Brownies, you remind me

We have brownies

Within these forgotten brown walls

With brown pictures

And brown spots on the furniture

Our browned hands

Fisting over whipped cream. 
      

      
   
      Binary


      

      
      
         Refuse to take it! Change the paradigm!

Explode exclusion! Stretch that simple 'or'

The height and length and breadth of space and time!

If 'do or die,' I'll pick another door,

Inveigle other options, something more!

The universe is massive, so complex,

To say the choice is two and not a store

Upsets the conscious mind and swamps its decks!



Perhaps I'll 'do' and also 'die.' A crime?

Or stationary, simply live, ignore

Commands that ring an arbitrary chime.

I'll back away, investigate, explore,

Expand the walls, or burrow through the floor!

Gradation's vital, grays that warp and flex

The black and white. To see but still deplore

Upsets the conscious mind and swamps its decks!



Except, of course, philosophy sublime

Collides with brick and mortar, falls before

The iron fist of social swill and slime.

To talk degrees and shades will raise a roar,

Collect a mob, and leave you scratched and sore.

In politics or fashion, beer or sex,

It's 'this or that' despite the way the war

Upsets the conscious mind and swamps its decks.



So 'do or die.' It holds the very core

Of human nature, all it saves and wrecks.

Implicit bias reigns from shore to shore,

Upsets the conscious mind and swamps its decks...
      

      
   
      Last Task


      

      
      
         Aged yet able, born of ice and fire, 

He took sad path in high wind, cold hard rain.

Low ways beat his skin, made hope die out.



He rose, time worn, grim game for the next bout,

Her last look gave him need to face the pain,

And make his good will known in muck and mire.



How good was life, that made each man a liar?

Both rich and poor the same; the iron bane

Of time took all and set your host to rout.



He did not like to flee, for any lout

Did find it easy. He, in dark dim vein,

Knew well his ash kept lit in any pyre.
      

      
   