
Brick Red Depravity 

In the red bricked pit 

That guised itself 

As an institution- 

 

Sat a balded man so content 

On destroying the lives 

Of a youth so eager to break free 

 

From the chains of an education 

Paid for in cash 

And delivered in tyranny 

 

That all they could do 

Was to dream of a time 

Beyond the irony of days- 

 

Associated with a happiness 

Now so contrived that only the adults 

Who presided over a false empire- 

 

 



(New stanza below) 

Could smile as they broke deeper 

Into the malleable psyches 

Of fragile teenagers so bewildered 

 

By a system supposedly 

Built on the promise of an education 

Where neither favoritism- 

 

Nor melancholy should roam 

But where a certain tyranny 

Grew so rampant in the existence- 

 

Of a collective of weak adults 

Lead by a cunning oddity 

So depleted of humanity- 

 

That only his false sense of security 

In the occupation of tears 

Gave any semblance of fragile mortality- 

 

In that once human office of depravity.  



 

 

Outlands 

Large windows grow ever bolder 

As change occurs just outside 

Of their glassy interiors, 

 

And as life changes just outside 

One thinks of the uncertainties 

Which are always just outside 

 

Or simply out of our reach, 

For in the outlands of nation states 

Where cities are just fond memories 

 

Can one find a semblance of certainty, 

Because in the emerald fields 

Where cows graze the dampened land 

 

There is a continuity so mundane 

And so seemingly pure 



That one becomes lost in its cyclical nature- 

 

 

(new stanza below) 

For time and again 

Do cows graze along the riverside- 

With little thought of anything but 

 

The content consumption 

Of the nourishment they crave, 

It is in these moments that I can see- 

 

A time where interactions may cease 

And maybe peace of mind will ensue 

In the outlands of our elders. 

 

 

 


