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About This Poetry Collection
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This collection brings together a powerful body of poetry examining modern society through the lens of history, tradition, culture, and national identity. Drawing on historical parallels, current global issues, and timeless human struggles, these poems explore how nations rise, change, and sometimes lose their way.
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Across the collection, readers will find poems that reflect on heritage, faith, law, freedom, social change, political power, and the pressures facing Western civilisation today. Some works are deeply reflective and symbolic, while others are direct, hard-hitting, and rooted in contemporary debate. Together, they form a broad narrative that moves between past and present, warning, questioning, and remembering.
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The collection also balances its larger themes with more personal and allegorical pieces, including animal parables, maritime reflections, and poems about loyalty, loss, and endurance. These moments provide contrast, grounding larger social commentary in shared human experience.

––––––––
[image: ]


This is a collection for readers who enjoy poetry that engages with real-world ideas, poetry that challenges, reflects, and encourages independent thought while drawing strength from history and tradition.
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​The Law of Sacred Soil
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You kneel upon the Saxon fields, yet know not why that soil was bought,

Nor how the blood of martyrdom once sealed the truths that priests had taught.

You claim the earth as mosque and shrine, as though all ground were void and bare,

But shrines are more than clods and grass, our fathers named them through their prayer.
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The walls of stone, the chancel cross, the cloister carved with Norman grace,

Were not just bound by time and toil, they marked the soulhood of a place.

To cast aside these anchored creeds, and plant new flags where saints once stood,

Is not mere faith, it mirrors war, soft conquest cloaked in brotherhood.
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So take your prayer, but mind the frame, this isle is not an unruled stage.

We too have rites, and laws, and lines inked deep upon our nation's page.

To pray is free, but context speaks, and silence often guards the wise:

There’s reverence due to ground once blessed, by crown, by church, by sacrifice.
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​The Fields of Canterbury
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In lands where Becket’s shadow falls, and Saxon bells once graced the air,

Where cloisters hummed with candle hymns, and monks knelt low in solemn prayer,

The furrowed earth remembers all, Rome’s mitred creed, the Druid grove,

And now beneath the Kentish sky, new hands are raised, new rites are wove.
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O stranger, think not faith is new, nor deem your custom sole and right,

For every age its prophets bore, and each has prayed by dawn or night.

Yet mark the soil you wander on,it holds the bones of those who died,

That altars built may not be moved, nor shrines of conscience swept aside.
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The oak once held the priestly flame in groves where Britain’s pagans trod,

Then came the cross on stone-hewn hill, the monks who bore the Word of God.

Augustine walked through isle and hearth to kindle Rome’s unyielding light,

And made of Kent a sacred hearth where Gospel truths and kings unite.
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The Saxon psalms gave way to chants that echoed down from cloistered nave,

As Norman vault and chancel arch rose high above the abbey grave.

They brought both law and Latin mass, a crown anointed not by birth,

And made the sword and crozier twins, to bind the soul and guard the earth.
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Yet still the tale did twist and turn, through Henry’s wrath and Cromwell’s laws,

The bells were silenced, shrines destroyed, by fire that claimed a purer cause.

The rood screen cracked, the saints cast down, the Book unchained from gilded shelf,

And England stood, both proud and torn, to weigh the soul and think for self.
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The pulpit roared, the steeples flamed, as Puritans and Bishops strove,

And faith was torn ‘twixt throne and town, ‘twixt Common Prayer and Gospel rove.

Till blood upon the scaffold dried, and law restored the royal name,

Yet liberty of thought endured, and nevermore would burn the same.
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Now centuries have turned again, and softer are the echoes told;

The pews are thin, the spires grey, the sacred texts no longer bold.

Yet on the green of Canterbury, where saints once wept and pilgrims came,

Another flock now bends its knee, and calls upon another Name.
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But let us not with sneer or scorn dismiss this prayer upon the field,

Nor raise the wall, nor draw the sword, lest what we guard be unconcealed.

Yet neither may we silence truth, nor make all creeds the same by might,

For though all faiths may walk the land, not all will tread the path aright.
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To pray is not to conquer ground, nor claim dominion stone by stone,

The heart is where the temple lies, but reverence too is rightly shown.

So honour what the soil has borne, this land of martyrs, monks, and kings,

And ask if what you bring anew still honours older, deeper things.
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Not all that kneels is born of peace, not every bowed head wears a crown,

And some who cry for liberty would pull both steeple and law down.

Beware the prayer that hides a blade, the robe that cloaks a mailed hand,

For tolerance, though pure in soul, must guard the house and till the land.
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Yet let the bell of reason ring, let psalms of freedom still be sung,

So long as all may speak and stand, and none need fear another’s tongue.

The field is wide, the sun is high, but roots grow deep in English clay,

Let each who prays upon this land first learn the price by which we pray.
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​The Quieting of England
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In England’s land where tyrants fell and common men once broke their chains,

Now silence is the price you pay for daring words or lawful claims.

No crime declared, no jury trial, no proof beyond a neighbour’s spite,

Just speak too loud, or wrong online, and vanish in the dead of night.

You need not steal, nor break a law, just “nuisance” is enough today,

A whisper from some slighted soul, and speech itself is swept away.
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The orders come in courts of grey, with rules that bend and redefine,

And if you break what none explained, you’ll serve the punishment in time.

For social posts, or standing proud, or marching where you’re told not to,

You’ll find yourself behind cold bars, for things the guilty never do.

No warning bell, no battle cry, just forms and codes and silent fear,

Where freedom once stood armed with law, now cowardice commands the gear.
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O England, isle of stubborn pride, of Milton’s pen and Cromwell’s stand,

Are we so frail that speech alone now shakes the pillars of the land?

Did not your fathers face the Crown and bleed to speak without a leash?

And now their sons are muzzled fast for daring truth in public speech.

The chains are silk, the jailer’s kind, the rules are passed with smiling face,

But Justice walks with blinded eyes, and Reason weeps in her disgrace.
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This isn’t peace, it’s ordered hush, a nation lulled to slow despair,

Where every voice must ask permission, every word must breathe with care.

Beware the state that seeks respect but cannot earn it through its laws,

That cloaks control in noble terms and finds in freedom all its flaws.

So rise, descendants of the brave, who faced the axe for conscience free,

Let not your heritage be sold to buy the chains of tyranny.
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​The Crescent’s Shadow Over Albion
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In deserts born where tyrants preach and cloisters breed the chain,

A creed was carved with iron tongues to weld the soul to pain;

They wrote their laws with women’s blood and sealed the courts with stone,

Then crowned the lash, entombed the lamp, and made the house a throne.

Where once the veil of modesty was cloth and not a cage,

Now walls rise high to blot the face and smother youth and age.

The window bricked, the whisper banned, the breath beneath the yoke,

And silence falls like funeral snow where once the daughters spoke.
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But lo! across the salted sea where Magna Carta dwelled,

Where parchment throned the freeman’s rights and tyrants once were felled,

A murmured call from foreign courts now stirs in polished halls,

A softened voice, a veiled plea, to raise the Crescent’s walls.

"Let law be plural," scholars urge, "let cultures shape the land,”

Yet who shall plead for woman’s will, or take the maid’s cold hand?

For when the cleric’s writ invades and Custom trumps the Crown,

The sword returns, the lights go out, and woman’s voice goes down.
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Recall, O land of Boudicca, how bondage came in peace,

How honeyed words and golden coins made firm the grip of Greece.

So now beneath the Minaret, a whisper wears a grin:

“Why fight the law, let faith decide what counts as crime or sin.”

But freedom forged in martyr’s flame and paid in bloody coin

Cannot be bound to tribal creeds nor let its foe rejoin.

For every inch that Albion yields to those who veil the sun

Is one more nail in woman’s fate, one more false war begun.
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Where are the sisters robed in cause who once defied the rod?

Where march the crowds who cried for rights and chanted loud for God?

The square is bare, the posters gone, the microphones are still,

And all that stirred for paper straws is mute at Kabul’s will.

Their silence rings, a steepled hush, not wrought from lack of care,

But cowardice, that foul disease which kills the heart of dare.

They fear to speak, lest names be cast, or "phobe" be stamped on skin,

So truth is chained, while Afghan girls are sealed and starved within.
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O Albion, fair Albion, forget not who you are,

Not birthed by crescent, mosque, or shrine, but under northern star.

Your mothers fought, your daughters rose, your sisters bled for grace,

Not to retreat behind the veil, nor yield the public place.

Let no imam, no council sly, no woke or weak decree

Exchange your shield for fettered peace or turn your soil unfree.

For law is not a market stall where every voice may trade,

But citadel, where Justice sits and Freedom holds her blade.
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So raise the bell and bar the gate to codes that breed the chain,

And hold the line where Right was drawn through flood and fire and pain.

Let no more inch be given o'er to creeds that scorn the dame,

For every mosque where silence rules may bear a deeper shame.

Be kind to all, but clear and firm where liberties are pressed,

For not all cloth is woven kind, and not all laws are blessed.

A state that yields to tyranny abroad will taste it near,

So cast out law that veils the eye, and make your vision clear.
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