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Capitalism, Empire, and the Infernal Gloom 

Machine 
Depression is built into this machine and the evidence is plastered on the morose faces of 

people caught in the clutches of its business as usual activities. Depression is found in the 

insurmountable debts we owe for spending a lifetime of preparation and labor to serve the 

machine. In addition to debt, the machine awards us for our servitude with trinkets, 

gadgets, doodads and gizmos that provide a moment of hollow amusement and then sit on 

shelves in garages and decay. They represent the planned obsolescence of the human 

heart. The sacrifice paid for our fetish with materialism is the actual quality of our lives. 

The gloom machine tells us the quality of our lives is defined by the machine in the 

driveway, and the machine that flushes away our excrement, and the machine that chills 

the tortured slaughtered animal flesh for later consumption, and the machine that flashes 

pornographic images and supplies numbers detailing how much we are liked by our so 

called friends. But to us humans it seems that quality of life is more appropriately 

measured in the amount of disposable time we have to pursue that which what we want, 

and the quality of the community around us, and living without being chronically stressed 

with threats of being displaced from the land upon which we live for not working hard 

enough for the machine. 

Depression is waking up at 6 in the morning in darkness to sit in traffic for an hour to 

arrive at a job that we don’t want to be at, only to serve the machinations of people with 

nothing but greed in their overstuffed bellies. And we go to these jobs so that we can pay 

rents that are unaffordable, and to service debt we’ll never escape, and we go home in 
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darkness to our lonely lives in places where community is absent with a view of an equally 

lonely tree or a manmade retention pond which is an upgrade over the view of staring 

directly at your neighbor’s domicile. Depression is the realization there is no vacation on 

the horizon, no respite, just more of the same. Depression is knowing that such a life is 

better than many others have it. 

Depression is recognizing the cynics were right about this society, that Cohen spoke truth 

when he sullenly moaned: 

Everybody knows that the dice are loaded 

Everybody rolls with their fingers crossed 

Everybody knows the war is over 

Everybody knows the good guys lost 

Everybody knows the fight was fixed 

The poor stay poor, the rich get rich 

That’s how it goes 

Everybody knows 

Depression is watching art die. The surrealist, the bohemian, the rock ’n roll, and the anti-

authoritarian soul has lain down and pledged fealty to the dollar. For money, they’re now 

all willing to become ready made predictable cubes to be packaged and sold in plastic 

wrap placed in cleverly designed boxes which deliver to the depressed public what they 

want, more of something that’s pretty on the outside and vacant within. We are left with 

monthly subscriptions of more tales of self aggrandizement for the throngs of temporarily 

embarrassed millionaires. 

Depression is watching the worst of us rise to legitimacy and awarded iniquitous riches for 

it. The popular is depressive, musical hack Cardi B sings about her money money money 

and she is loved. Jordan Peterson sells cheap self help stolen from better written material 

decades ago amalgamated with misogyny and dictates of hierarchal subjugation and 

becomes wildly popular. Trump purveys hatred of people of color and a love of 

authoritarianism and the depressive people, oh do they eat it up. This is sickness, 

depressive sickness. 

Depression is acceptance of the violent now. The grossly unhappy men with their 

armaments spread their gloom and horror across the planet and claim righteousness for 

doing so. Depression is watching society applaud murderous hearts for their crimes who 

don badges and camouflage and have holidays to celebrate their violent history, while 
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villains are made of those who simply don’t want to stand up for songs of oppression. 

Thank you for your service to the machine. 

Depression is watching notions of resistance and revolution take form in slightly altered 

subservience. The great reformation desired now is for a “green new deal” that doesn’t 

come close mitigating the impending culling of humanity from soon to be ecological 

catastrophes. Their plans offer only more endless work at the behest of the gloom machine 

while promising healthcare that will never happen, less debt it will also never deliver, and 

affordable housing that still won’t solve homelessness. They don’t want to break the 

machine, just tweak it, and they lack the ability to do that even. Never have I borne 

witness to such eager slaves and such depressive aspirations. The people seem to adore 

their cubicle lives, their environmental destruction, their corporations, their debts, their 

corrupt leaders, their prisons, their banks, and their taxes. 

They want to continue to be put to work under the thumb of the status quo western 

civilization authoritarian mind and this is all the depressed mentally dominated masses can 

think of as a possible improvement. Instead of wanting to taste real liberty and be actual 

equals, their dreams are limited to being better treated servants. The gloom machine chugs 

along fueled with dimwitted ideas sold by boxed in thinkers without any possibility of 

escaping the darkness, rather simply offering a more cushy seat for viewing the end of 

everything. 

The machine bellows out demanding more, more, you owe me more, and somehow those 

wearing red, white, and blue agree and celebrate the demands of the machine. These debts 

we owe are servitude. The numbers held in digital machines are immoral which demand 

one must wake up to a dreary existence to do more of what is killing our souls along with 

the flora and fauna around us. 

Depression is the downtrodden plebs who celebrate their corrupt democracy, which is in 

reality a thinly veiled oligarchy that should be obvious to all. They prop up a system of 

voting that allows the election of the presidency, a position that shouldn’t exist in the first 

place in an egalitarian society, to be awarded to candidates who don’t not capture the most 

votes. What little democracy there is in a representative system is lost in totality when the 

winner of elections need not win the majority of votes. The gloom machine is straight up 

tyranny. 

A non-depressed society would reject being served faux democracy. They’d reject a 

system absent of reason or compassion and disdain would be for ideas of continuing to 

support such a destructive way of being. But instead, within the gloom machine shame is 
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reserved for those who don’t want to take part in the busted system, and it venerates those 

who cast votes for imperialist conquerers and planet destroyers, and those voters are 

lauded as doing their civic duty for taking part in open public corruption. 

Depression is the insincere know it all crowd who are incapable of honest debate and have 

rarely endeavored to open a book of substance or engage in critical thought, but they know 

trivialities which they mistake as facts and wisdom. They know arrogance well and 

emanate it with aplomb. They know how to believe all they see in the corporatized media, 

but thinking without boundaries or limitations is beyond their capacity. This is not even 

depression, this is tragedy. 

Depression is watching the trees be plowed down for more tract housing, a portion of 

which will sit empty for years because no one can afford to move there, and even if they 

could it’s a heinous boring life that awaits which is only significantly better compared to 

being homeless. Depression is knowing this is the reason why we are rapidly destroying 

our habitable environment and commencing a 6
th

 mass extinction event which is now 

accelerating. 

Depression is to know there nothing we can do to stop the country we live in from 

mercilessly killing innocent people all over the world for no reason other than more 

economic expansion and our sadistic ideas of exceptionalism that entail spreading pain 

and hardship so a few elites can have more of what they already have more than enough 

of. 

Depression is the powerlessness to change anything of significance. There is no other way 

they say other than the desolate gloom machine, they say this is how it must be. And so we 

remain here waiting for the horror that is soon to approach us all as the gloom descends in 

ever quickening waves. 

A zombified indoctrinated populace can see no other way than capitalism and beating each 

other over the heads to satiate egos in needless competition that is unnecessary for survival 

and deleterious to the common good. Capitalism is the primary tool of empire, and a word 

that should be  synonymous with depression. It’s the accumulation of resources in an 

effort to gain more power in manmade markets to leverage that power over other people 

and get them to do what the person with the most power desires. Capitalism’s depressing 

ideology is defined by the lecherous desire for more for the sake of it so the winner can 

pound their simian chest in victorious celebration of the devastation they’ve created. 

Capitalism is inherently unsustainable due the way it allows power to coalesce via the 

leveraging abilities given to money to buy land, the means of production, elections, and 
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advertising. It allows the whims of the few to overrun the needs of the many where those 

with the worst intentions aspire to gain more than others because they will attempt to fill 

the void in their hearts with self importance expressed via power over others. This is why 

it cannot be used. 

If there is no central currency or advantage to collecting huge amounts of resources then 

the motivation to hoard would evaporate, as those resources would simply rot or become a 

burden to maintain, there’s no fun in that kind of hoarding. The “fun” comes to the 

simpleton power seeker when they acquire power to make others do what they want and 

thus gain the ephemeral validation they so desperately seek. 

If one runs the math on players competing for money at different rates of gain over a 

certain amount of time there will be a doubling effect which becomes exponential. And 

this effect will accelerate as it plunders along due to gains in leverage which allows for 

ever greater amounts of money to be made at faster rates. Eventually it always ends the 

way a game of monopoly ends, someone has all the power and everyone else is 

subservient to that entity/person. 

These dour thoughts manifest from the recognition of the stranglehold empire has over our 

lives. The depression is the result of the myriad of expectations I can’t let go of that wants 

to see a kinder more egalitarian and sustainable world emerge while knowing how 

unlikely it is. Our collective depression is rooted in the foundations of social hierarchy and 

its economic tools of control, and understanding what a perfect trap it is, and so it goes, 

and everyone doesn’t know, but they feel it though. 

  


