


Cruel Britannia 

Cruel Britannia, 

Still trying to rule the waves, 

We'll turn a blind eye to those wishing to cross, 

They say "let them drown, 

It'll keep the immigration figures down." 

We're living in a heartless state, 

Where people work hard for a pitiful wage, 

Demonisation the only rising trade, 

'He's not the same as us' 

Sowing distrust. 

People struggle, 

Choosing to heat or eat, 

But no help, no sympathy. 

In such a land, to care is a revolutionary act. 

Where leaders promote hate without tact. 

This cold land is far from utopia, 

But not some distant utopia. 

This is food bank Britannia 

Hopeless Britannia 

Cruel Britannia.  



Utopia 

Utopia, 

A green and pleasant land, 

A place where your worries melt like the snow, 

Where hope, 

like the beautiful roses grow. 

Take me to utopia, 

There may not be riches in abundance, 

The streets may not be paved with gold, 

But what we have we share, 

We care. 

We labour, 

But our reward is fair. 

Take me to Utopia, 

A nation truly united 

Sweet compassion 

replaces the bitter pill of cruelty and shame. 

A gleaming jewel in the silver sea 

worthy of the name. 



End the stigma  

No signs on the outside, 

But they're hurting inside. 

People are eager to pounce,  

eager to judge, 

Say 'smile' , 

'Cheer up', 

'Man up' 

But you don't have a clue, 

Do you? 

You don't know about those dark thoughts, 

The constant struggle they face  

because it's a struggle you don't see. 

It's a struggle not easily measured, 

Not solely on NHS spend, 

It's not that easy to comprehend. 

It's time to end the stigma 

It's time to talk with respect, 

It's time to LISTEN to what you may not expect. 

It's time to break the stigma. 

Its time to care. 



Politics 

Politics is a place where idealism, ambition collide, 

and have to find a place to reside. 

Politics is a place where change can be a snails pace, or a revolution, 

A new revelation, 

or the same old wrapped in the cloak of the new. 

Politics can be a place where the sun can rise on a new dawn, 

or the darkness of hopes forlorn. 

Politics can bring out the best and very worse of humanity, 

High minded, base, 

sleazy self serving and the rest, 

Or in the peoples interest, 

but at the core, politics is all too human. 



There is a such thing as society 

I believe there is a such thing as society, 

Something greater than you and me, 

Care for all at the point of need, 

Put your credit card back, 

there’s no entry fee. 

It’s a dream made flesh by head and hand, 

A dream of a new Jerusalem in this green and pleasant land, 

A society that cares, 

A safety net for those on hard times, 

we help out, we share. 

No matter how threadbare, 

No matter how formidable those who wish to smash this vision may be, 

I will fight, 

Fight to believe. 

She said there was no such thing as society, 

Bringing discord to harmony. 

I disagree, 

There should and always be something greater than you and me. 



Ode to the young 

I thought that children were the future, 

I guess that was a song from the rosy past, 

Troublemakers, lager louts, lazy we are often cast, 

Can’t get a job because we ‘haven’t got experience’ 

Yet is working for free stacking shelves really experience? 

Paid work denied, 

Uni education that doesn’t break the bank denied, 

A future denied, 

Hope itself seems a gift denied. 

For those without the eyes to see, 

How hard life is for you and me, 

Live a day a week, a year in our shoes, 

The jilted generation, cast aside are we. 



Use your voice 

Use your voice, 

Don't lose your voice, 

Your voice was not a gift given 

But a right fought for, 

Suffered for, 

Died for 

Your right of choice denied to so many. 

You claim  

that they're all the same 

But they will only hear those who use their voice, 

Who make their choice. 

If you want to change the world, 

You need not be a philosopher, 

A rich man, nor politician, 

Put a cross in the box, 

Make your choice, 

Use your voice, 

Don't lose your voice. 

The future can change, 

The land can slide, 

With only the sound of your voice. 



A new politics 

We need a grown up politics 

Not a Punch and Judy 

He said she said, 

Playground politics. 

We need substance over style, 

We see bluster, 

Filibuster, while we dream, 

We call for 

A new  

A real politics. 

We need a change, 

A revolution in thinking politics 

A get things done politics 

A politics truly of the people for the people  

Not just for ambitious people politics. 

A new politics. 


