
TROUBLE WITH MACHINES 

Enduring random discourse, stillborn, lewd and leering

Demanding my adherence to disconnected theory

Spinning rounds of reason, revolvers blasting lead

Into a sky sheltering lies, delusions never shed


	 We all possess a blueprint, complete with patent pending 

	 Self designed and realigned to suit our comprehending


	 Trouble with machines, machines not of my making

	 Agenda’d gears churning fears in an undertaking

	 Of contradiction, perceived sedition, industrial revolution

	 Opposing wisdom forged in steel with welded resolution


Assembly lines of thought design fill our factory

Serving apex predators seeking destiny

Vulcanized entitlement, sterling hands that feed

Sacrifice efficiency, preserving primal need

	 

	 We all possess ambition, rarely comprehending 

	 We’re redesigned, kept in line, stifle superseding 


	 Trouble with machines, machines not of my making

	 Agenda’d gears, inner fears, of their overtaking

	 By understudies spinning steady, inciting revolution

	 Opposing those with seeds to sow molten convolution


Mechanized entrapment, rebuilt, replaced, partitioned

Survived, revived, left dead-alive, rusting in rendition 

My heart grows old with hollow goals, longing blurred and faded

Dreams come true, gold avenues, stainless steel replated


	 We all possess fight or flight, a birthright guarantee

	 We’re coiled and toiled until we’ve soiled our lifetime warranty


	 Trouble with machines, machines not of my making

	 Agenda’d gears, in arrears, engines seized and shaking

	 Busted bolts, broken souls, toxic faith pollution 

	 Opposing shields, magnetic fields, blindness and collusion


My machine’s begun to error, indicates malfunction

Fatal decree signaling, beyond recalibration		 

Diseases, choices, inner voices, challenged memory

Compromise the confidence of its integrity


	 We all posses investment on our behalf they’re making

	 We’re destined, questioned, told we’re less than, life from us they’re taking


	 Trouble with machines, machines not of my choosing

	 Agenda’d gears, oiled by tears, reckless in their fusing

	 Disconnected theory, inert philosophies

	 Prevent escape from the fate of these factories

	


