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Big Ben 

 

Big Ben is leaning say the engineers, 

They say it has been for years, 

You may not notice from a distance, 

But get closer, 

You can see cracks in the wall, 

You can see the lean if only look critically, 

If you get closer. 

 

Big Ben is leaning they say, 

How do we make it straight I pray, 

Experts, MP’s scurry, 

Holding meetings in a hurry. 

 

Big Ben is leaning, what are we to do? 

Cracks are appearing too, 

Foundations rotting away, 

How do we make Big Ben straight again, 

Straight again today? 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Manifesto 

Is your manifesto your beliefs manifest, 

will actions and deeds put them to the test, 

or are your words empty like all the rest? 

Is yours a vision of a bright new dawn, 

Is hope your gift where hope is forlorn? 

Do you seek to serve, do you seek to inspire, 

Or is it for fame, power, desire? 

Will you stand for those with no voice on the street, 

Will you pull him up back onto his feet? 

We’ve had enough of forked tongues, weasel words, 

Words uttered without passion, 

Fancy phrases seem to come and go like fashion. 

Do you say what you mean, 

Do you mean what you say, 

Or are they just words, 

Just words for one day? 

 

 

 

 

 

 



European Division 

Funny how any conversation about the European Union leads to complete, savage division. 

You put your right foot in, 

Your left foot out, 

In out, in out, 

Shake it all about. 

Rebates, vetoes, rise in subsidy get thrown around like artillery, 

I don’t think the hallowed handbag will cut it. 

So much for bringing peace to a fractured continent, 

Not amongst trenches, 

But upon the green benches, we’re at political war. 

 

 

Disunited Kingdom 

This kingdom disunited,  

an island divided, 

the spectre of poverty and despair tearing bonds asunder. 

A nation divided between the haves, the have not’s 

Old loyalties awaken, 

Long suppressed or forgot, 

Flags, symbols issue orders 

People building up borders, 

Higher than Hadrian’s Wall, 

Behind banners, speeches, 

behind the grand facade, 

This kingdom is divided, 

Not united after all. 



 

All in this together 

All in this together,  

Hmm, I challenge you to live our life, 

Where jobs are a rarer commodity than gold, 

Can’t afford the heating so we’ll have to go cold. 

Have you eaten today, 

For there’s no food in the cupboard kids, 

No not today. 

Yes this is our life, 

Skipping a butty so you can get a bus, 

Not a ministerial car, a rickety bus, 

Where despondency and despair lie heavy in the air, 

You can smell it, 

So while you’re wined and dined 

Chauffeured on seats of leather, 

Remember those on the bread line, 

remember we’re all in this together! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Parliament 

Spires, towers of stone, a fortress of thought, 

Once a palace for monarchs, a palace it is still, 

but feasts are long in the past, now a palace of the people's will.  

Parliament, a place to speak, to debate, 

A place to question, for answers seek, 

to speak truth to power no matter how great, 

To open your ears to your constituents lobby and petition, 

To listen, 

The solid stone, the portcullis should not insulate. 

A paradox, 

Unchanging facade concealing constant renewal,  

Revolution, evolution. 

It’s all so easy to be overcome by these towers that soar, 

Before this symbol, this mother of parliaments and stand in awe. 

Do not be swayed by the glamour of stone palaces,  

Your mouth staying still,  

Remember this is a palace of the people's will. 

 

 



Gehenna 

In Gehenna, they sacrificed their children to appease ancient gods, 

By fire to reverse their fortunes by miraculous odds. 

Condemned, 

Millions on the dole queue stuck in the mire, 

Amidst the doom the only light is that of the funeral pyre. 

Cuts here and there, 

Cuts everywhere to put the books in order, 

The young are lead to Gehenna, lambs to the slaughter. 

A price worth paying for fantasy growth to be higher, 

In Gehenna they sacrificed their youth upon an open fire. 

No hope, 

Forget Jerusalem built upon this green and pleasant land, 

In Gehenna they took the youth by the hand and fed them to the fire! 

   



Democracy 

Democracy is the oxygen, 

The wind of change to sustain, 

To lay blame if you wish. 

To have your say, 

Hope for a better day. 

How liberating it is to have your own destiny in your own hands, 

When those in foreign lands are kept oppressed by the iron fist. 

People have had to struggle,  

Fight, 

For the right we possess, 

And yes, it may be imperfect, 

but how liberating it is to make a choice, Use your voice, 

To hope. 

Your destiny is in your hands, grab it, 

Dare to use your voice, make a choice. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Roar my lions 

 

Roar my lions roar, 

Roar like thunder, 

loud and clear, 

roar without the chains of fear. 

With forked tongues they decieved you, 

with words, deeds, force of arms they whipped you, 

they tried to TAME you, 

But your heart is wild. 

So roar my lions roar, 

for they can beat us, slay us, 

or in words condemn, 

but we shall not silence ourselves for them. 

so roar my lions roar, 

make the corridors of power shake, make feet in boots quake, 

for we are the larger number, 

Roar my lions, awaken from your slumber! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



One Nation 

One nation, 

Of the many, not just the few, 

One nation, 

For me and for you. 

Solidarity, 

Common kindness embracing, 

No ideology of division, but unity. 

Striving for equality, 

In this one nation we will be our brother’s keeper, 

Our bonds deeper, 

From variety, from many we become one, 

In sporting endeavour one team, 

One clear vision, 

One dream, 

One nation. 

 


