Marginal Descent

Intro: [Bm –D; A –Bm; Bm –A; A –Bm]

[Bm, Bm, D, A / 
Thru the 2nd-hand-hand me downs that I've been crowned, 
 
& drowned in my home town 'til I've lost count

And I begin another round; I’m not sure what kept me around, 
 
when nothing ever does seem to amount.

But what I found in the sound that surrounds my senses, 
 
and all the burnt ambitions that I’ve been bound

The price of perfection; the drive to distance, 
 
and you try to raise yourself by tearing me down

Your syndicated smile and your vision of happiness, 
 
blinded by social status and material excess

You fall out of focus, it’s a delicate balance, 
 
when you rest your interest in your own self-image

A-as I search for closure in the composure of conscious, 
 
I know more I love more when I own less 

‘Cuz I found my own deep, dark secret, I saw the whole within 
 
and ya know somethin’, you’re in it

[Bm –D; A –Bm; Bm –A; A –Bm]

The only path to true happiness is to find yourself content

Or else you live a lie in all the times that you have gone & spent

So don't believe in power, or control & learn to look past wealth

And if/when I die a broken man that's just how you see myself

And I have a way with words, ‘cuz words get in the way, 
 
as if a face when the taste is the touch

A mind of paper mache, to express what I can’t say; 
 
just a phrase of clichés all to strucked and cuffed

and I get the feeling I feel too much, ‘cuz the more you feel, 
 
when you fail, and I’ve done that enough

I took my tumble in the rough and my rumble with the tough, 
 
until I lost the touch of the labor of love

But I won’t forget the hand I was dealt, or the way that it felt 
 
when in my hand it was held,

I was shown to embrace all else by letting go of myself,
 
and above all else to respect the wealth,
The bling-bling, the ding-dong of the dollar, 
 
the glitzy and the ritzy, and the sting of power

The thrills of dollar bills, the pleasures of treasures, 
 
they become the measure of all your endeavors

Now, you like shit that flashes, and cash to react with, 
 
to bitch about taxes and an image to back it

To distort the facts and the stats 
 
so you can advance your status to a higher bracket

You like to buy the latest attraction, and the fads of fashion, 
 
& you dress like you’re a fuckin’ actress

Well I don't so you can go pack your act 
 
into your plastic ass and on out the nearest exit

Since, I don't care no more, 
 
so it don't mean that much to me

It seems as though I've walked the whole world 
 
and it's all just the same old scene

It's just money and lies 
 
and I-a-realize that it's all just greed

Just an image and an illusion 
 
and it’s all gone in times of need

[chorus]
-
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Thru the 2nd-hand-hand me downs that I've been crowned, & drowned in my home town 'til I've lost count

And I begin another round; I’m not sure what kept me around, when nothing ever does seem to amount.

But what I found in the sound that surrounds my senses, and all the burnt ambitions that I’ve been bound

The price of perfection; the drive to distance, and you try to raise yourself by tearing me down

Your syndicated smile and your vision of happiness, blinded by social status and material excess

You fall out of focus, it’s a delicate balance, when you rest your interest in your own self-image

A-as I search for closure in the composure of conscious, I know more I love more when I own less 

‘Cuz I found my own deep, dark secret, I saw the whole within and ya know somethin’, you’re in it

The only path to true happiness is to find yourself content

Or else you live a lie in all the times that you have gone and spent

So don't believe in power, or control and learn to look past wealth

And if/when I die a broken man that's just how you see myself

And I have a way with words, ‘cuz words get in the way, as if a face when the taste is the touch

A mind of paper mache, to express what I can’t say; just a phrase of clichés all to strucked and cuffed

and I get the feeling I feel too much, ‘cuz the more you feel, when you fail, and I’ve done that enough

I took my tumble in the rough and my rumble with the tough, until I lost the touch of the labor of love

But I won’t forget the hand I was dealt, or the way that it felt when in my hand it was held,

I was shown to embrace all else by letting go of myself,and above all else to respect the wealth,
The bling-bling, the ding-dong of the dollar, the glitzy and the ritzy, and the sting of power

The thrills of dollar bills, the pleasures of treasures, they become the measure of all your endeavors

Now, you like shit that flashes, and cash to react with, to bitch about taxes and an image to back it

To distort the facts and the stats so you can advance your status to a higher bracket

You like to buy the latest attraction, and the fads of fashion, & you dress like you’re a fuckin’ actress

Well I don't so you can go pack your act into your plastic ass and on out the nearest exit

Since, I don't care no more, so it don't mean that much to me

It seems as though I've walked the whole world and it's all just the same old scene

It's just money and lies and I-a-realize that it's all just greed

Just an image and an illusion and it’s all gone in times of need

[chorus]
-
?:

…design to distance

…fail to focus

…. ‘cuz in order to feel, you got to fail,



… when my former state is clutched but the wave is crushed



… my thoughts as if cliches

alt:

These people aren’t me, they’ve killed anything I could achieve

No, this isn’t me, the beliefs of inequality, lies that became reality

You don’t have to kill community to save society

I don’t have to compete, to make you feel complete

The false pride and the cycle is vicious

Counter the consensus to kill the conscious

