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Précis for the Collection
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This collection of poetry is a stirring lament, a call to remembrance, and a warning for the future. It chronicles the slow erosion of sovereignty, tradition, and justice while casting its gaze forward to the perils that lie ahead. From the Spirit of Albion to the Vanishing Crown, from the Farmer’s Lament to the Ballad of the Blind Brigade, these verses weave together history and prophecy, honour and betrayal, strength and decay.
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Themes of war, duty, law, and liberty resound throughout, capturing the weight of tariffs and taxes, the shackles of silence, and the heavy hand of those who rule without heed for the ruled. The plight of the soldier, the farmer, and the forgotten daughters is laid bare, while warnings of folly, foreign threats, and the creeping hand of tyranny serve as stark reminders of history’s harsh lessons. Yet the book does not dwell solely on the past, it looks ahead to the dawn of new frontiers, where humanity’s ambitions stretch beyond the stars. The Road to Mars and the Star-Road’s Call sing of exploration’s promise, but also whisper of its dangers, will mankind carry its old sins into the void, or forge a new path among the stars?
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At home, the perils of progress masquerading as salvation are revealed. The Promise and Peril of the Electric Steed and The Green Mirage dissect the illusion of utopian technology, warning of energy chains that bind rather than liberate. The Weight of EV Creed cautions against the blind embrace of innovation without reckoning with its costs, depletion, dependency, and the slow decay of autonomy. Meanwhile, the spectre of addiction looms large in The Poppy’s Ghost, where the modern plague of fentanyl and opiates saps the will of nations and enslaves the weak.
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With echoes of poets long dead, and the ballads of old, this collection is both elegy and exhortation: a poetic testament to the past, a mirror to the present, and a forewarning of the fates that await those who fail to defend what is theirs, or who chase the future without regard for the perils lurking in its shadow.
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(By John Shenton)
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The Spirit of Albion
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When Albion stood in glory bright, her banner high unfurled,

She ruled the tides, she forged the steel, she shaped and steered the world.

Yet now she bows with shackled hands, her birthright cast away,

While strangers walk her hallowed halls and mock her old array.
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She yielded once to Roman might, yet took their laws as gain,

She bought her peace with Viking gold, but broke their yoke again.

The Norman came with sword in hand, yet Albion took the reigns,

And from her fields and factory mills, she spread her proud domains.
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But woe! The mighty stand no more, their voices lost and weak,

Their wisdom spent on hollow words, their leaders tame and meek.

Now Saracen and stranger come, unbidden through the gate,

And those who should defend the land instead invite its fate.
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Oh where is Drake who sailed the seas? Or Arthur’s noble band?

Where rides Boudicca, wreathed in wrath, to free her captive land?

Where are the men of iron will, with courage strong and true,

Who once would fight with mind and word to see the nation through?
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We tax our own to feed the hands that scorn our ways and kin,

They claim alms not as charity, but tribute for our sin.

They call us weak, yet stretch their palms, demanding ever more,

While those who speak for Albion’s rights are silenced at the door.
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Rise up! Oh sons of Albion! Let not her flame grow cold!

Let honour, law, and liberty, once more take proper hold!

No more the bribe, no more the dole, no more the endless shame,

Let men of wisdom guide the land where once our fathers reigned!
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Look westward to the steadfast kin who broke from crown and chain,

Who hold their laws and freedoms firm, who will not bow again.

Shall we, the first of all the free, now yield without a fight?

Or shall we, by the people’s voice, restore what once was right?
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Then let the nobles bicker on, let Europe rise and fall,

But Albion must shape her fate and heed her people’s call.

With steadfast hearts and ballots cast, let vision rule again,

No foreign hand shall guide this land, Make Albion whole again!
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The Tide of Empire’s Rule
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Oh, Rome did sail the wine-dark deep, her banners proud and high,
Her galleys lashed the Carthage fleet, beneath the burning sky.
With iron oars and iron will, she claimed the waters wide,
And made the waves her empire’s guard, her shield, her law, her pride.
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But trade must flow and grain must feed, the legions on the land,
And when her ships no longer ruled, she lost her firm command.
The pirates came, the strong grew weak, the harbours filled with rust,
And so she fell, as empires do, when navies turn to dust.
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Then Britain rose, a sea-borne queen, her banners draped in foam,
Her warships held the world in check, her sailors far from home.
From India’s ports to Africa’s shores, her cannons carved her name,
And trade poured gold into her vaults, the spoils of empire’s game.
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Yet war will drain, and time will fade the strongest fleet at sea,
The fires dimmed, the empire waned, no longer bold and free.
She passed her torch to younger hands, a nation proud and new,
Whose ships would rule the oceans vast, whose power time yet knew.
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America, with steel-clad might, took up the trident bright,
Through storm and strife, through war and peace, she held the seas with fight.
Her fleets did roam from shore to shore, her flag the winds unfurled,
And none could dare to claim the deep, her strength had tamed the world.
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But now a shadow climbs the wave, a dragon stirs the tide,
It builds its ships, it shapes its ports, with silent, patient stride.
The harbours fall, the trade winds shift, the old ways start to fade,
And now the world must watch and wait, whose fleet shall rule the waves?
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For power rides upon the seas, as tides rise and recede,
And he who holds the ocean’s path will have the world at need.
Yet ships alone do not make strong a kingdom’s iron hand,
It is the will, the soul, the spine, that lets an empire stand.
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So now the test returns again, shall free men guard the main?
Or yield the seas to silent chains and bow to foreign reign?
The lesson carved in waters deep, from Rome to Britain’s fall,
Is he who rules the open waves shall rule the world and all.
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