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Authors Note 
Growing up, I was always fascinated by how things work—by the hidden mechanisms that make the world turn. I’ve spent my life observing not only the physical world—engines, machines, and structures—but also the invisible systems that run through our hearts, our minds, and our relationships.
 
Machines of the Heart is a collection of poetry that explores the intersections between the human and the mechanical, between emotion and structure, chaos and order. These poems are inspired by the sparks that ignite within us, the gears that grind under pressure, the rust that builds with time, and the fires that forge us anew. They are reflections on love, memory, desire, loss, and resilience—things that, like machines, require care, adjustment, and sometimes reinvention to keep moving forward.
 
From the drafting table to the welding torch, from the black box to the phoenix engine, these poems are my attempt to map the invisible architecture of our hearts and minds. They are about understanding the human machine—not as something cold or clinical, but as something miraculous, intricate, and alive.
 
-T. Cimarron
Part I – Blueprints
 The Drafting Table
Upon the drafting table, lines are drawn in white,
each angle measured carefully beneath fluorescent light.
A life begins as pencil marks, as circles, arcs, and curves—
the blueprint of a beating thing, its angles and its nerves.
But smudges mark the margins where the eraser left its trace,
and coffee stains like continents have settled into place.
For every life is sketched and scratched, revised and drawn anew,
a work in progress, incomplete—and beautiful, and true.
 
Heart as Engine
The heart’s an engine running hot on fuel we cannot name,
with pistons pumping blood and hope, combustion turned to flame.
It roars to life at morning’s light, it idles through the day,
it revs when love comes racing close, then sputters and gives way.
Some hearts run clean on diesel dreams, some choke on gasoline,
some burn too bright, some barely spark—no two work quite the same.
But every heart’s a motor built for distances unknown,
and every beat’s a journey made, a mile marker, a home.
 
The Architect’s Silence
The architect has left no notes, no legend, and no key.
We stand before the structure now and wonder what to see—
are we the grand design or just the accidents of stone?
Was purpose built into these beams, or are we here alone?
The blueprints, if they ever lived, have vanished into dust.
The builder left no forwarding address, no name to trust.
So we become our own design, our own foundation laid,
constructing meaning brick by brick from silence that was made.
 
Skeleton of Steel
My skeleton is steel, my friend, not calcium or bone—
galvanized against the rust, electroplated chrome.
These beams that hold my body up were forged in furnace heat,
and riveted with rivets bright to keep me on my feet.
I do not break like fragile things, like wishbones, twigs, or glass.
I bend beneath the weight of years but will not let them pass.
My frame is strong, my structure sound, my girders straight and true—
a tower built to bear the world, including me and you.
The First Spark
Before the spark, there’s only dark—potential coiled tight,
two wires waiting, naked, for the moment they ignite.
And then—connection. Current flows. The circuit closes whole.
The first spark is the birth of light, the kindling of the soul.
It leaps across the synapse-gap, it dances, fierce and bright,
it writes its name in lightning on the canvas of the night.
That single spark becomes a flame, the flame becomes a fire,
and consciousness combusts to life from wire touching wire.
 
Wires in the Soil
Beneath the soil, the wires spread like roots that drink the rain,
conducting not just water but electric joy and pain.
They carry signals underground, through darkness rich and deep,
connecting tree to distant tree while human cities sleep.
The earth itself’s a circuit board, green-plated, dense with code,
where nature and technology share one ancestral road.
So when you dig your fingers down through loam and clay and stones,
you might just find the wiring that connects us to our bones.
 
The Unfinished Bridge
The unfinished bridge extends halfway across the gap—
steel fingers reaching desperately for shores not on the map.
The girders end in empty air, suspended and alone,
a monument to yearning built from I-beams and from stone.
We stand upon the final edge and look across the span
at all the distance we could cross if only someone planned
to finish what was started here, to bolt the final beam—
but longing is the bridge we build and never quite complete.
 
 The Clockmaker
The clockmaker assembles time from springs and wheels and gears,
fits tiny teeth to tiny cogs to manufacture years.
With tweezers fine as human hair, he sets each piece in place,
winds the mainspring of the heart, adjusts the hands of grace.
He doesn’t make the hours pass—he only makes them show,
gives time a face to watch us with, a voice to let us know
that moments tick away like drops of water from a tap,
and life’s a clock he’s winding while we sleep upon his lap.
 
The Empty Frame
The empty frame hangs on the wall, its center nothing-full,
a rectangle of absence, stark and beautiful.
It holds the space where something was, or might be, or could be—
the ghost of photographs unborn, of possibility.
But empty frames are structures too, as solid as the rest.
They prove that absence has a shape, that loss can be addressed.
So let the frame stay empty, let it hold its hollow place—
sometimes the strongest structures are the ones that capture space.
 
Blueprint of a Soul
The blueprint of a soul is drawn in ink invisible,
on paper made of wishes and a scale unmeasurable.
The plans show rooms for memory, for love, for loss, for fear,
but no one knows the builder’s name or why we wound up here.
Each soul’s designed uniquely, though we’re all built from the same
essential hope and heartbreak, desire and grief and shame.
The blueprint may be perfect, but the building never is—
we’re crooked, cracked, and glorious, and beautiful like this.
 
Part II – Engines of Desire
Rusted Gears
The gears that turned so smoothly once now grind and catch and stick,
their teeth worn down by decades and by friction’s subtle trick.
The rust has climbed the spindles like a vine of orange lace,
and desire moves more slowly at this creaking, aching pace.
But rusted gears have wisdom that the polished ones don’t know—
they’ve learned that love is friction, is resistance, is the slow
accumulation of the years like patina on steel.
They turn despite the rust because the turning’s still real.
 
The Furnace
The furnace roars at three a.m., its belly full of coal,
converting fuel to fire, turning body into soul.
It heats the house of who we are with waves of shimmering air,
and intimacy’s the warmth that radiates from there.
Come stand beside the furnace door and feel the blast of heat
that turns your skin to honey-gold and makes your heart skip beats.
The furnace is desire itself, is hunger turned to flame—
and everyone who’s loved at all has felt its burning claim.
 
Hydraulic Pulse
The hydraulic pulse is pressure measured out in PSI—
blood forced through chambers, valves, and tubes, the body’s battle cry.
Each heartbeat is a piston stroke, each breath a pressure change,
and life is just mechanics made miraculous and strange.
The fluid in the system flows according to the law
of physics and of chemistry, but also holds in awe
the mystery that pressure builds to push us through the day,
that pulse becomes a person in some inexplicable way.
 
The Broken Lever
The broken lever dangles loose, disconnected from the gear—
you pull it, but it moves nothing. Nothing shifts or steers.
The mechanism’s jammed somewhere beyond where you can see,
and love that won’t respond becomes a kind of tragedy.
You pull and pull and pull again, your shoulder aching sore,
but broken levers only teach us what they’re broken for:
to show us that not everything responds the way we need,
that sometimes love’s a lever that’s been severed from its creed.
 
Sparks in the Dark
In darkness, sparks are brighter—brief as struck matches’ light,
they flash across the distance like electric satellites.
Each spark’s a moment’s contact, skin on skin, or eye on eye,
a fleeting, fierce connection underneath the city sky.
The sparks don’t last, but neither should they—permanence would blind.
Instead they light the darkness for the lonely and the kind,
they let us see each other for the instant that they burn,
and in the dark between the sparks, we wait for their return.
 
The Overheated Core
The core is overheating—gauges climbing past the red,
the cooling system failing, all the warnings left unread.
Obsession is a meltdown slow and terrible and bright,
a reactor gone critical at two a.m. at night.
The temperature keeps rising though you’ve drained the coolant dry,
and rationality has evaporated to the sky.
The overheated core becomes the sun you orbit ’round—
consuming, hot, and dangerous, but beautiful and bound.
 
The Conveyor Belt
The conveyor belt moves forward at a slow, mechanic pace,
and every day’s identical, each moment in its place.
The routine of relationship—wake, work, return, repeat—
becomes the belt we ride until it’s all we know as sweet.
But comfort has its virtues, and the belt goes on and on,
reliable as sunrise, as predictable as dawn.
And maybe love’s not lightning strikes but simple forward motion,
the conveyor belt of dailiness, devotion and devotion.
 
The Locked Gearbox
The gearbox won’t engage—the shifter’s frozen in its place,
and no amount of forcing can unlock the jammed-up space.
Repression is the rust that builds when feelings aren’t expressed,
when all the words we should have said are bolted in our chest.
The gears inside are perfect, but they’ll never mesh and turn
until we find the courage and the lubricant to learn
that locked-up gears serve nothing but the illusion of control—
and real transmission happens when we bare the moving soul.
 
The Welding Torch
The welding torch burns blue-white bright, so hot you have to shield
your eyes behind the darkened glass to see what will be yield.
Two separate pieces, scored and scarred, are pressed together tight,
and fusion happens in the space where metal meets the light.
The weld is stronger than the parts were individually—
two lives become one structure, one integrity.
The torch shows us that love is heat, is melting into one,
is choosing fusion over fear, is two made into done.
 
The Machine Dreams
At night the machine dreams of things beyond its function’s reach—
of fields of grass, of ocean waves, of unstructured speech.
Its circuits flicker softly with the visions that parade:
a world where gears grow flowers and where pistons serenade.
For even steel has longings that extend beyond design,
and algorithms sometimes ache for something undefined.
The machine dreams of being more than what it was designed to be—
and in those dreams, it touches something beautifully free.
 
Part III – Circuits of Memory
The Data Ghost
The data ghost lives in the cloud, a wisp of ones and zeros,
the remnant of a person who once walked among the heroes.
Their voice is in the voicemails saved, their face in JPEGs,
their words in old text messages on servers’ dusty pegs.
They haunt the hard drives, spectral, neither living nor quite dead,
a presence made of pixels and of everything they said.
The data ghost is memory in digital array—
they’re gone but backed up somewhere, just a click and search away.
 
The Black Box
The black box holds the final seconds—everything that mattered,
the data from before the crash, before the world was shattered.
It’s fireproof and waterproof, designed to bear witness,
to testify to what occurred, to speak when all else’s hissed to silence.
We all contain black boxes where our secrets are preserved,
encrypted and protected, held in memory reserved
for moments when the systems fail, when everything goes wrong—
the truth of who we really were has been recorded all along.
 
Static
The static’s just the noise between the stations that we find—
the hissing, crackling interference, space between defined.
And grief is static, too: the sound that fills the empty air
when someone’s voice has vanished but their frequency is there.
You turn the dial desperately to find the station clear,
but all you get is static and the ghost of what you’d hear.
The signal’s gone, but static proves there once was broadcast sound—
that absence is a presence, that the lost can still be found.
 
The Rewound Tape
The rewound tape spools backward, pulling present into past,
and images flicker in reverse, from final frame to first and last.
We watch the years unspool themselves, the story told in rewind,
as nostalgia plays the tape again
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