Instinctual Mechanics [6.04.04]

Everyday, there’s a tainted view to see through

It’s an ironic vision for ourselves. 

We say we aim for truth, yet distort it day-to-day
But we, the people, are just another in the ways of man…

Each and every secluded land

A spectacle to all others;

Each and every average man

A critic to all brothers.

Each will always wonder

Why the other sees no right in them
It’s simply a matter of understanding…

Until then we’ve got eternity to wait

It’s human nature’s pace.

But most will think that change is today

And squabble over visions of grace.

There’s no way to win. We’re not made to stop.

Instinct’s mechanics are something we can’t give up.

