SOLDIER MOLDER

A SMOKESTACK BURNS IN THE CITY OF A 1000 SUNS

A STARVING CLAN SELLS OFF ONE OF IT’S YOUNG

DEEP IN THE GUTS OF THE FACTORY

A GIRL SITS CHAINED TO A MACHINE

AND PUMPS HOT GREEN BLOOD

THROUGH THE CHAMBERS OF ITS HEART

SHE’S ALONE IN THE CELL WITH THE GLEAMING STEEL MACHINE

METAL JAWS SNAP AND IT ONLY STOPS TO FEED

OUT OF ITS MAW DROPS A LITTLE GREEN MAN

TINY PLASTIC BODY WITH A GUN IN HIS HAND

SHE TAKES IT OUT HOT AND

DROPS IT THROUGH A HOLE IN THE FLOOR

INJECTING INSPECTING HER

BURNING TURNING HER

SOLDIER MOLDER IS PRESSED INTO HER FATE

HEATING BEATING HER

KEEPING REAPING HER

SOLDIER MOLDER IS CHAINED TO HER PLASTIC BASE 

DIM GRAY LIGHT FLICKERS ON DAY AND NIGHT

SICK DEADLY SMELL OF THE PLASTIC BURNS HER EYES

THEY PUT DRUGS IN HER FOOD SO SHE CAN SLEEP

TORTURED BY DREAMS THAT MAKE HER WEEP

ABOUT CHILDREN LEADING TINY ARMIES

OFF TO WAR

SHE VISITS THE GOLDEN LAND ACROSS THE BOILING SEA

LIVES THE LIVES OF THE EVIL ONES THEIR PLASTIC SOLDIER GREED

HERS IS THE BOOT THAT CRUSHES THE LAND

HERS IS THE GUN ENSLAVING EVERY MAN

SHE SCREAMS AWAKE

WITH THE CHAIN AROUND HER NECK

ALONE WITH HERSELF NOBODY THERE TO EASE HER PAIN

BUT WITH HER EAR TO THE WALL HEARS OTHERS CRYING OUT IN VAIN

SHE WON’T DIE IN THIS PLASTIC HELL

FLASHING FREEDOM MAKES HER HEART SWELL

SHE JAMS HER CHAIN

IN THE JAWS OF THE MACHINE

THE BROKEN CHAIN LEAVES BEHIND A SMOKING METAL CORPSE

SHE MUST ESCAPE BUT THERE’S AN IRON LOCK ON THE DOOR

WRIGGLING HER BODY THROUGH THE HOLE IN THE FLOOR

SHE FALLS LIKE A STONE INTO NEVERMORE

AND LANDS IMPALED 

ON A MILLION TINY BAYONETTES

