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    To my beautiful wife Caroline, for putting up with me.

      

    

A Peasant at the Coronation of the Emperor

The bells of Paris sing the dawn anew,

I crowd among the throng, my heart alight,

O wonder! Crown and glory rise in view.

Gold banners dance beneath the winter hue,

The incense curls where saints once knelt in white,

The bells of Paris sing the dawn anew.

I see him lift the crown—what dare he do?

He places it himself, with kingly right,

O wonder! Crown and glory rise in view.

We cheer—a roar from cobblestones we knew,

The humble and the grand are one tonight,

The bells of Paris sing the dawn anew.

For once, the son of France, the strong, the true,

Has claimed the dream beyond our meagre sight,

O wonder! Crown and glory rise in view.

Let centuries judge—but I, I only knew

How stars could tremble in cathedral light,

The bells of Paris sing the dawn anew,

O wonder! Crown and glory rise in view.
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Anchored in the Divide
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​A world split in two, sharp and bright,

Between the searing sun and the rising heat,

Four shadows rise, elongated and slight,

Where the yellow plane and the crimson meet.

​They do not stand apart, but share a root,

A single line that binds them to the earth,

Leaning inward, silent and resolute,

Contemplating the space of their own birth.

​Minimal in form, yet heavy with the grace

Of a family, or thoughts, or moments passed,

They balance on the edge of a vibrant space,

In a harmony designed to forever last.
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Anatomy of the Dark
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The rough-spun bite of hempen twine,

A jagged map across the skin,

The shadows thick as heavy wine,

Where do the walls—and I—begin?

​I wake to rhythm, not to light,

The frantic hammer in my chest,

A steady pulse against the night,

A heart that cannot find its rest.

​My fingers curl, but find no air,

Only the wood, the splintered seat,

The cold, hard pressure of the chair,

The phantom ache of bound-up feet.

​

​The air is stale, a copper taste,

Of salt and sweat and sudden dread,

A life reduced to panicked haste,

Between the living and the dead.

​I listen for a heavy tread,

A key to turn, a latch to slide,

To face the ghost of what I fled,

With nowhere left for me to hide.
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Labour’s Lament (Part II – The Reckoning)
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You bloated sacks of sanctimony, perched on stolen seats,

With your rainbow lanyards and your pronouns in your bios,

You’d sell your own mother for a Guardian retweet,

While the council estates you ruined echo with your lies, oh.

You weaponise the poor like cheap election fodder,

Then sneer at their accents when they dare speak their mind,

Import replacement voters by the container lorry,

Call it “diversity” while native culture dies.

Starmer’s hollow eyes and Rayner’s bitter scowl,

A cabinet of mediocrity dressed in moral black,

Every promise broken faster than a benefits claim,

Every U-turn slicker than the grease upon your back.

You nationalise failure, privatise the blame,

Turn prisons into hotels and borders into jokes,

Then cry “austerity” when the coffers run bone dry,

From the wreckage of the nation that your hatred finally broke.

So choke on your own hypocrisy, you red-robed rats,

May every lie you told come crawling back to bite,

The day the forgotten finally drag you from your thrones,

And history records you as the traitors of the night.
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Front Bench of the Damned
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Starmer, cold-eyed undertaker in a suit of stolen skin,

You gutted your own party like a fish on a slab,

Then smiled for the cameras while the working class bled thin,

A soulless accountant counting corpses for the tab.

Rayner, gutter harpy with a mouth like a rusted blade,

Spitting class-war bile through veneers bought on the take,

You’d sell your kids for power if the bidding ever strayed,

A council-estate succubus dragging Britain to her wake.

Reeves, grey accountant of the apocalypse, eyes dead as slate,

Promising growth while you tax the air that people breathe,

Every budget a noose you tighten with quiet hate,

Turning hope to ash beneath your Treasury sleeve.

Lammy, righteous clown in diplomat’s ill-fitting rags,

Ranting at statues while the streets burn black with crime,

You’d kneel for every flag but the one that bears our rags,

A walking embassy for every grievance known to time.

Streeting, polished serpent with a grin that hides the fang,

Whispering sweet NHS lies through teeth stained with deceit,

You’d let the waiting lists grow long as funeral sang,

While private healthcare whispers in your other ear so sweet.

Kendall, Blairite ghost still chasing phantom glories,

Lipstick on the pig of every failed New Labour lie,

You’d bomb another country just to pad your CV stories,

Then cry “progress” as British boys come home to die.

You front-bench fiends, a circle of hell in tailored cloth,

Devouring the nation like locusts dressed in red,

Every virtue signal just a shroud to hide your sloth,

Every “compassion” another nail in Britain’s head.

May your legacy rot in the sewer where it belongs,

May the ghosts of betrayed miners and forgotten towns,

Haunt your every sleepless night with funeral songs,

And the country you murdered finally tear your thrones down.
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