
        
            [image: cover]
        

    








[image: tmp_6e111650996ad4c848b3d4ab914afaf2_ZUJF8i_html_m4c46aece.jpg]


Become The
Machine

Kehinde Sonola

Volume
1


An Original Copyright Work ©
Kehinde Sonola

Smashwords Edition

All rights reserved.

The book author retains sole
copyright to this book, all contained works and images.

No part of this publication may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording or any
information storage and retrieval system, without permission in
writing from the author.

This book is a work of fiction.
Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and
incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are
used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual
persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely
coincidental.

More Information at Comik
Publishing and Westori.

Follow us on Insta, and
watch our videos on DT & Yt.

Other versions can be found at
Amazon,
Blurb and

iTunes

Cover design by Kehinde
Sonola


A message from the author:

Hello readers and thank you for
your time.

This book is dedicated to
you.

You are the key♞.

 


[image: tmp_6e111650996ad4c848b3d4ab914afaf2_ZUJF8i_html_m4f9b4c74.png]


Contents

Pre-Awakening

Awakening

BTM Y0.1

BTM Y0.2

BTM Y0.3



Pre-Awakening

KB sits on his hotel bed,
wondering where it all went wrong and should he kill himself. He
had come on this trip to shoot a documentary and see friends.
However, on the eve of his return home, optimism had turned into
despair and all he wanted to do was escape the surroundings of a
country and culture he despised.

Despair is a real place where
the Dragon is born. Those words rang loud and true in his ears now.
The veil of ignorance had been lifted from his eyes and the only
souvenirs he would be returning with from this working holiday
would a broken relationship and a dearth of friendships.

KB looks again at his hotel room
shower and the electric heater conveniently placed nearby. It would
be so easy to end it all. It’s not like anyone will care anyway he
thinks. Goodbye humanity. Maybe the life insurance could do his
family some good, the will he was considering writing help his four
true friends in the world.

KB stares into the mirror. Who
are you? The question seems stupid but then he is a stupid man. A
soft voice inside whispers, why kill yourself? Over her, over them,
are they worth it? He felt like destroying everything around him
but was it worth it? Again, he asks himself, who are you?

“I don’t know,” KB says out loud
stripping off his clothing. I know who I was and that was a weak
man he thinks. Killing myself would achieve nothing except further
cement my weakness. My family, my friends don’t deserve that.

KB enters the shower turning it
onto near full pressure, and a very high heat, wishing he could
cleanse himself of his mistakes, his weakness. On the edge of
passing out from the intense heat, he thinks, who am I? I was a
sheep, a slave to the system and bit part in the machine. Now I am
awakened and I must become a machine.



Awakening

KB awakes lying on the shower
floor. He feels like jelly as he tries to process what happened.
The shower is still running hot, his skin is burning and blood
drips from a gash above his right eyebrow. He manages to pull
himself up, turn the shower off and stagger to the full length
mirror in the bathroom. He must have hit his head on the stone
floor of the shower when he passed out. The red glow of his
over-boiled blood through his skin in addition to his blood smeared
face make a quite a sight. He turns on the cold water tap and
enjoys the splash and sting of cold water on his face. The gash is
fairly deep and it takes several minutes of treatment with cotton
buds and the Robb vapour from his wash bag to stem the flow of
blood. Gingerly applying a thick plaster to the wound, he can’t
help but grin at his reflection. He remembers that he has neglected
to towel himself down and is still dripping wet from the neck down.
As he rectifies this, he wonders how long he has been unconscious
and if those memories of the last day were real.

He rushes to the bedroom to
check how much time has passed and if he has missed his flight.
Thankfully it is still Friday and early morning, 5:14a.m. He has
three hours to get to the airport.

After lightly applying some
cream to his burning body, he dresses, packs his things and finally
turns to the sideboard and the harbinger of doom. His netbook is
still on, with Skype predominant on the screen. The message still
reads the same:

‘You broke my heart and my
trust. I can’t be with you. I need to be alone. Goodbye.’

KB lies softly on the bed,
remembering all of the last day and week. It did all happen - the
tears, the consideration of suicide. However, there was something
else. Become a machine. That was the last thing he had thought in
the shower. Become a machine, yes that was it, but there was
something not quite right about this. He cleared his mind and then
he had it.

Become The Machine.


 BTM
Y0.1

On the return flight, KB
scribbles ‘Become The Machine’ in the centre of a notebook and
stares at it for two hours. He had thought he knew what it meant
earlier in the shower and afterwards in the hotel room but his mind
has gone blank since then with only the twittering of fellow
passengers and the doubts threatening to fill the void. On the
point of just closing the notebook, he turns on his mp3 player,
relaxes for a few minutes as he listens to some of his favourite
songs. He looks again at the three words.

Where to begin? At the beginning
he thinks in response to the question. How and why had he gotten to
this state? The truth can be difficult to admit, even to yourself,
unless you truly want to grow as a person. By the end of the flight
the results of his truth telling are words equally as ambiguous as
the three he had began with:

I was a broken man, even though
I didn’t know it.

I was a broken man, propped up
by the apparatus of slavery.

The apparatus of slavery are:
money, greed, fear and love. However, we cannot forget that other
one that we all try to pretend we don’t exhibit, stupidity.

To become the machine I must
destroy the apparatus of slavery and embrace the apparatus of
freedom. The apparatus of freedom is love. Love is a double edged
sword, which can be both an apparatus of slavery and freedom. The
choice is yours. True love of yourself, this planet and the others
that inhabit it will set you free.

To become the machine you must
die.

To become the machine you must
live.

To live, you must die.

On the way home from the airport
he is on virtual auto-pilot. The train journey and subsequent walk
home are not memorable save for offering a homeless woman near the
train station some money, which she declines.

Despite rereading those words a
thousand times, KB is still none the wiser about how he is going to
die to live. Opening the front door he laughs at himself thinking
who am I kidding? I will be back at work on Monday, back in the
machine. He then spends the next two days in his apartment reading
those words while eating just Muesli cereal and dried fruit. On
Sunday evening the broken man reappears. Going through some paper
files on his desk, while listening to folk music, he comes across a
photo of her. He starts to tear-up and then he is at his computer
scouring her Facebook page and his own. This gives way to full on
crying as he goes over their whole relationship and the way he had
acted during it. A shutdown then occurs. The shutdown is like a
cold slap in the face and occurs as a particular photo from the
start of their relationship comes into view. There is a distinct
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