


 
 
 
 
 

This anthology contains poems commissioned 
from young poets aged 14-17 as part of  

Word in the West. 
 

Word in the West was a festival of spoken word 
produced by Bath and North East Somerset and 

North Somerset Libraries in May 2015. 
It was generously supported by Arts Council 

England. 
 

It took place in libraries at Midsomer Norton, 
Keynsham and Paulton, Portishead, Yatton and 

the For All Healthy Living Centre Weston Super 
Mare, and at Writhlington, Wellsway, Gordano 
and Backwell schools and Hans Price and Bath 

Community academies. 
 

It was another project fuelled by boomsatsuma. 
 

If you’d like to know more about Word in the West email 
hello@boomsatsuma.com 



Foreward 
 

Last year I received an intriguing email from 
boomsatsuma, a pioneering Bristol based creative 
company working with young people. Would I like 
to curate Word in the West? It was to be an 
exciting collaboration between the libraries of 
Bath and North East North Somerset and North 
Somerset with the aim to discover 13 new young 
poets. 

 
The project brought together some of the 
country’s leading spoken word artists to deliver a 
transformational programme in schools, youth 
centres and libraries. Working with well-known 
artists such as Vanessa Kissule, Rebecca Tantony, 
Louise Hill, Lucy Lepchani, Hussain Manawer 
(Hussain’s House) and Sally Jenkinson, Word in 
the West lit up libraries, school corridors and 
street corners in a month long series of spoken 
word inspired activities. 

 
The idea was simple. Send high profile artists into 
schools and youth centres and inspire young 
people through performance and workshops to 
create their own original spoken word. Each of the 
workshops took place over two days, at the end of 
which an in-school slam was held to determine 
who would go forward to the next stage of the 
project. 

 
The workshops in schools were breath taking. The 
range, diversity and depth of the young people’s 
writing were absolutely outstanding, and served to 



inspire their poet mentors as much as the mentors 
inspired them. 

 
The winners from each school joined a spoken 
word artist on a week-long library residency over 
the May half term. The residencies and 
accompanying live performances, brought poetry 
and spoken word directly to the heart of the local 
communities. 

 
Not only did they benefit from the experience and 
guidance of the lead poet – in terms of learning to 
deliver their own workshops and create new 
writing – but they were also commissioned to 
write. The poems in this anthology are the 
products of those commissions. 
 
They consider a wide range of subjects from the 
hanging girls of India to the back streets of 
Brixton, via damaging ideas of normality and 
imaginings of the cities of the future. We have 
much to learn from the young. They are the best 
teachers among us. 

 
Some blank sheets of paper are walls. Others are 
windows. This is a door. Open it.  
 

Joelle Taylor 



 
 

The Poets 
 
 
 

Poppy Summers 
Paddy Withey 

(Writhlington School) 
 

Charlotte Garrett 
Robyn Lee-Coetzee 

(Gordano School) 
 

Kurt Reynolds 
Sebastian Watkins 
Channon  Chard – 

(winner of the Word in the West slam) 
(Hans Price Academy) 

 
Chardaine Love 

Freya Moore 
(Bath Community Academy) 

 
Jemma Mayler 

Kylan Stillwood 
(Backwell School)



POPPY SUMMERS 
 

Drag Queens and Darth Vader 
 

Brixton born and bred. 
Backstreets, broken buildings and booze. 
Cigarette smoke kisses and chips. 
Tower blocks, kebab shops and music. 

 
Stuck sharing a room with my younger brother, 
working at shitty supermarkets to look after each 
other. 
Living off cold tea and KFC. 
The stereotypical Brixton type, 
black, urban and armed with a knife. 

But it ain't true. 

Tower blocks throw blankets of prejudice over 
thousands of people with different stories. 
Chantelle, 18, received a full scholarship to 
University. 
Dylan, 23, been a drag queen since he was 19. 
Violet, 88, oldest black belt on the estate. 

 
And I like being from Brixton. 
I like the graffitied shop windows, 
the smell of tobacco and spray paint, 
the filthy night clubs, 
but most of all, 
I like who I've become. 

 
Mells born and bred. 
Country lanes, priceless buildings and elderflower. 



Dandelion clock wishes and pork pies. 
Thatched cottages, farm shops and markets. 

 
Stuck sleeping alone in a vast expanse of a house, 
waiting for the day I can finally get out. 
Living off granary bread and hummus. 
A stereotypical country family, 
horse riding and tyranny. 

 
But it isn't true. 
 
Country cottages throw blankets of prejudice over 
hundreds of people with separate stories. 
Elliot, 12, youngest drug dealer in Mells. 
Aurora, 43, speaks to her son in Japanese. 
Hugo, 28, dresses up as Darthvader. 

 
But I don't really like being from Mells. 
I don't like the pristine shop windows, 
the smell of roses and expensive incense, 
the lavish retreats. 
But I’m still finding out who I will become. 

 
Teenagers and Galaxies 

 
Words, that will never be seen, 
lost somewhere between the tongue, teeth and lips. A 
tumbling cascade of thoughts, a waterfall, a hurricane 
reduced to a gentle breeze, a drop of rain. Thoughts 
that could grow into gardens of ingenuity, 
blossom into beautiful flowers 
or broad oak trees that branch towards the sky. 
But the seeds die and the leaves wilt. 

 
Because teenagers don't know enough. 
Because teenagers don't understand. 
Because society rules that the younger you are,  
 
 



the less that you know, 
and because you are young 
those thoughts should not grow. 

 
But I say, teenagers should grow. 
Grow their thoughts into constellations, galaxies 
and planets. 
Let them dabble among the stars and dance upon 
the sun. 

 
Because teenagers may not know much, but they 
can learn. 
Because teenagers understand more than you 
think. 

 
Lost words can be found. 
A breeze can get stronger 
and galaxies can be built. 



PADDY WITHEY 
 

The Prayer Flags Fly 
 

Twisted hands mean words to us. 
Words that slip from silent lips when spoken, 
but this way, we can understand. 
The prayer flags fly 
as we talk, 
he may be a thousand miles away, 
but we speak. 
Twisted hands mean words to us. 

 
We chat every month, 
our faces meet for a moment 
as we tell with our fingers, 
as our minds become one. 
Lost in conversation, 
It's as if he's here, 
It’s as if I'm there. 
Friends. 
Twisted hands mean words to us. 

 
I hear on the news 
what has happened 
and I try to imagine, 
the earth convulsing, 
the mountains becoming monsters 
hurling rocks and stones down upon you, 
and you turning to run. 

 
Your eyes watching as muted screams fill the dusty air, 
you wanting to run,  
but having to stay. 
You huddling together,  
your arms around those who have always loved you,  
protecting them from fear. 
 
 



As the ceiling cracks and chips,  
you’re not hearing the screams,  
you’re not hearing the danger, 
but you are sensing it. 
The earth violently shaking beneath your feet. 
Earthquake. 
Twisted hands mean words to us. 

 
Are you even alive? 
Scenes of destruction, death, pain. 
Are you even alive? 
We do what we can, 
I text frantically. 
Raising funds. 
Empty money boxes. 
I'm worried. 
I need to see you. 

 
Finally after days of waiting you find  
me,  
you’re alive, 
the best I have ever seen you. 
Your eyes full of pain, but a smile on your face. 
You tell me not to worry, 
to believe in God, 
to stay positive, stay  
happy.  
Twisted hands mean words to us. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Remember Me 
 
Why did we give what we gave? 
That lay in fields as still as a fallen tree 
If a tree falls in a forest and nobody is there 
does it really make a noise? 
Did we really die? 
did we have to die? 
Are we remembered by the people we   saved? 
 
I'm Harry, I’m 18 
and I have been since 1917. 
I went to France, 
and shot bullets as easily as I now shoot words. 
I watched them fall, 
my tears soaking into the Flanders mud. 

 
The twisted trees mirrored my twisted mind, 
the sharp barbed wire cutting paths through flesh 
one bullet, straight through my head, 
and I lay.   Dead. 
I died for you and this country, 
to give you freedom and make this place great. 

 
I look now at what it has become, 
how our children died for our sins, 
how our deaths meant nothing. 
Genocide, homicide, racism, poverty. 
Was it worth it? 
I died for nothing. 
Before you raise a hand in anger, remember me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Seeds of Donegal 
 

In amidst the flower pots, 
I watch him. 
Happy. Working. 
Planting seeds of memories and helping  
them grow. 
Delicate. Wrinkled. Simple. Skin like  
crumpled tissue paper. 
I watch him. 
The flowers of stories 
he has grown are told to me. 
And I listen. 

 
In amidst the hills of earth 
the first seed is planted. 
Donegal,1926. 
He is born. 
A beautiful cottage 
nestled amongst the cascading grass. 
A family. 
The plant grows as he grows, 
full of the freedom of childhood. 
His roots spread. 
Long walks, journeys  
bare feet on cool rocks, 
tracing mountain footprints, 
climbing cobbled tracks. 
School. 
A jacket potato in his hand to keep him warm. 
He gets there. 
 
But the plant struggles. 
Donegal,1936. 
Lying in bed, 
colour fading, the plant is wilting. 
He's gone. 
Two words which claw his heart, 
his father, dead. 



The family is torn apart,  
a mother and two sisters. Food, 
warmth, bed. 
Life, tough, work. 
He has no choice, 
his hands and skin worked thick, 
his heart made strong. 
Cutting turf for warmth and money, 
the earth was their friend, 
cows, sheep and donkeys, 
it made him strong. 
He nourishes the plant, 
and it grows. 

 
He leaves this seed, 
carries the family, the memories, 
Somerset 1960. 
A new seed is sown, 
nestled between the folds of life. 
Money, food, home. 
He must care for this plant, 
he watches it grow. 
He meets a girl, 
an honest girl, 
and they plant that seed together. 
The seed flourishes, 
The family grows. 
 
I watch him. 
In amongst his plants of memories, 
I watch him. 
The thoughts he's grown, 
the seeds he's sown. 
I see him. 
Strong, determined, loved.  
And I understand.



CHARLOTTE GARRETT 
 

This Beautiful Game 
 

Betrayal’s a bitch, 
don’t you think? 

 
I love you, you said 
but was that to me, 
or the other girl 
you’d go and see? 

 
Revenge is a rhythm you have to keep, 
because once that beat begins to fade 
the game is over, 
let’s take a break. 

 
Let’s cuddle and kiss, 
eat pizza, watch Netflix, 
take walks for a while 
then suddenly stop. 

 
That girl is back, 
she’s come to play. 
Let’s go round and round 
and round again. 

 
Oh how we love this beautiful game. 

 
Loves a wonderful thing, they say, 
but not with you 
and your selfish ways.  

For all I know, 
betrayal’s a bitch. 
Forever lasting?  
Oh please, go fish. 

 
 



The Tree of Life 
 

Girls - taken, trafficked, raped and hung. 
You thought no one would care about them, 
give a thought about them, 
but you hung them from the banyan tree. 

 
They were of the lower cast, 
only fourteen, fifteen. 
Young girls, beautiful girls, 
but you took the colour from their eyes, 
leaving them to die. 

 
We sit watching it all on the news 
but that doesn’t mean anything to you. 
We just sit there silent, stunned, 
we see the girls hanging from the banyan tree. 

 
You hung them by the back of their hair, 
with fingerprint marks on the barks 
scarred there by the young girls. 
It’s their family tree, my family tree. 

 
The palms of my hands. 
The veins in my  wrists. 
Connect me to the roots of the banyan. 

 
I can see it, 
4758 miles away from my own home. 
I can see it, 
my cousin, her sister hanging like fruit. 
I can feel it, 
I can feel their numbness. 

 
The tug of their pain, 
their shattered souls 
exploding into rainbows. 

 
 



The petals on the ground are their only wreathes 
and the leaves whisper the names of these, 
of these beautiful girls 
who swing from banyan  trees. 

 
You thought no one would care about them, 
give a thought about them, 
but you hung them on the banyan tree 

Yaha mērā parivāra, mērē ēkatā hai 

This is my family,  my unity. 



 

ROBYN LEE-COETZEE 
 

A Beginning 
 

There were books, 
dog eared and scattered around, 
pages yellowing. 
A laptop 
lying open 
casting a dim light. 
A swimming pool outside, 
autumn leaves skimming the water. 

 
There were snow globes, 
shaken memories. 
A little girl with her arms 
wrapped around a snowman’s shoulders, 
her smile alive on both their porcelain faces. 
Her nose and cheeks are flushed from cold. 

 
The whiteness threatening 
their endless moment of happiness, 
oblivious to the tornado circling them. 

 
On some days 
the sun peaked over the windowsill. 
Door wide open- 
duvet thrown aside. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I am an Angel 
 

I am an angel, 
laid on cold, hard ground. 
Torn flesh, skin and bone 
rain spits on my face it 
clings to my body,  
suffocates my skin. 
My arms spread out beside me 
in silent hope. 

 
I am an angel, 
you lie down and create me. 
You watch the seasons weather me. 
The heat of summer cracks my bones, 
winter lays a cover of white on my skin 
until I’m just a memory 
embedded in the frost. 

 
Trapped, 
my blood taints the ground beneath you. 
You rely on it as your mask. 
Gravel slides through your fingers 
and onto my still body. 
The same dirt, which is strewn across my face 
like dark snowflakes, 
grips my ankles and wrists. 

 
I am an angel, 
cast me out to sea as if I am nothing. 
Let me drift. 

 
Submerged, 
the water bloats at my chin. 
My hair a crown spread out around me, 
my eyes lifeless voids. 
With lips parted, 



the water fills me to the brim. 
With swollen lungs, I cry out 
no sound escapes. 
With heavy hope 
I waver 
and darkness envelopes me. 

 
I am just a body, 
you will find me 
limp by the roadside, 
the ground reeling me in. 
Caught like a fish, 
the hook pierced through my lip. 



KURT REYNOLDS 
 

 
Talking Too Much 

 
Ever got that feeling when you’re talking and 
making a really good point 
but then it starts to sound a little monotone-like? 

 
So you carry on talking to make people interested 
but you still drone on and maybe accidentally 
speak over someone that tries to reply, then finish 
with a long awkward silence? 

 
Because you feel as if nobody is even listening as 
they’re not paying attention. 

 
When someone finally turns their head towards 
you, you don’t think they heard the whole speech 
because you mumble on. 

 
You have two options: 
you restart your monologue again 
or you pretend that you’re talking to yourself. 
Possibly both, and then get excluded because 
you’re insane. 

 
Believe it or not, I get that feeling all the time! 

 
Future 

 
Future lived in the city. 
This is the story of his life, 
his friend’s potential, wealth and safety, were always  
close by. 



One day he decided to take a flight 
to see what the rest of the world was like. 
He started by exploring the slums in Rio, Brazil, 
where the common street child was constantly ill. 

 
One man here who thrived was violence; 
he was paid to fight men and achieve their silence. 
The people told him hope was a man of 
admiration and wonder. 
He would never kill, rape, attack or plunder. 

 
You see when all is a sunder, 
he always used to find and he’d make you see past 
the thunder 
in the back of  your mind. 
Yet wherever future travelled in this god-forsaken 
land, 
this man called hope seemed to be 6 feet under. 



SEBASTIAN WATKINS 
 

Me, Myself and I 
 

From she to him, 
from her to he, 
names are balloons popped with a pin. 
Pronouns are torn, 
the person I am is not the person I was born. 

 
Hairstyles change, 
just after clothes. 
Only a few people can ever know. 
It’s a rare occasion when I let my true self-show. 

 
Words spread like wild fire. 
Tranny, she-he, liar,liar. 
I don’t know what to say 
I’m just being me. 
But I know for certain how unsure I am 
that my she is a he. 

 
Addiction 

 
Addictions are strange. 
Alcohol. Gambling. Cocaine. 
Nobody ever talks about addiction to pain, 
or sex or people or love. 
These are ones of which we will never get enough. 
Addictions are strange. 



 
 
CHANNON CHARD 

(Winner	  of	  the	  Word	  in	  the	  West	  Slam)	  
	  

 
 
 
Suppressed Creativity and Tamed Originality 

 
Tell the lion to cut of his mane, 
tell the zebra to paint over his stripes 
and tell the bird he cannot fly. 

 
These animals need to stay in captivity. 
They are no longer the predator, 
they are the prey. 

 
Put them in a cage. 
Turn a tiger into a house cat 
and a wolf into a pet dog. 
The originality needs to be tamed. 

 
Strip the peacock of his feathers 
until he is all bald. 
Suppress his creativity 
and tell the lion to cut off  his mane. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
The Albatross Hangs Heavy Around My 
Neck 

 
The Albatross hangs heavy around my neck. 
Salt water falls down filling the pores in my skin. 
Your brow furrows as your mouth creases. 
Bike trails crisscross on porcelain white skin. 
I brave the scandal that is your love, 
infamy, stigma, disgrace, 
It is my fault, 
I shouldn’t have become 
infatuated with the 
theory of meaning. 

 
The Albatross hangs heavy around my neck. 
Such delicacy. 
Sense, impression, awareness? 
Skin stretches as veins break: you’re in my veins. 
Festoons of laurel and magnolia, 
I shouldn’t have worn that dress 

 
The Albatross hangs heavy around my neck.  
Swollen and painful this burden exists and I cease to. 
Don’t talk to him just now. 
Discomfort, regret, defection. 
I have sleepless nights. 
The thief broke in through a first floor window 
and now this Albatross hangs heavy around my 
neck. 



CHARDAINE LOVE 
 

Dear Future 
 

I am making a dream map of 
places from childhood. 
Mixed up with storybooks against a wall. 
I go into the room, Mum giving birth, 
it’s the background of life. 
Dreamt twice about winning the X Factor, with 
autographs, 
I sang a song back to life. 

 
The noises of sisters. 
The sound of applause. 
Still sat in the silence of a library, 
thinking… to which book do I belong? 

 
Whether my days are with the three little pigs, 
or to when I’m 23 and still reading Thomas and 
Friends. 
That one less lonely book on the shelf. 

 
The neighbourhood of strong smells 
and the times that cause loud noises that my heart 
can almost see is danger. 
My life in one book. 
The one that may have a future like the one held 
for me. 
Standing in the emptiness, quietness, loneliness, of 
the library. 
But will I be like my mum? In the hospital room. 
Will my child become famous? Just like me? 
Dear future,  
what book do I belong to? 
 
 
 
 



I Come From 
 

I come from a land where small opinions come 
from big people. 
I come from a world with early days and late 
nights, 
where teenagers drink and take drugs whenever it 
suits them. 
From a place named Bath. 

 
I belong at BCA, 
a school where students learn everything possible 
from languages to music, 
to PE and English. 

 
I come from a world of blue, red and purple, 
to the cultures of  pop music and late night baths. 
I come from a place where we listen to Sam Smith 
and Rihanna, 
dream of holidays like France and travel places 
like Spain. 

 
I come from a town where the smell is strong 
and the sounds are loud and irritating. 
Inside my town I come from a community with big 
attitudes, 
from fireworks next to locals and crashes next to 
schools. 
I come from a world full of people aged 13 at 
night clubs. 
I come from a land of pregnant teenagers to 15 
year old murderers. 



I don’t belong to the world of my dad. 
I belong in Twerton. 
I belong in the house of craziness, 
the street of happiness, 
the town of loving and caring. 
A city full of respect and a world that belongs to 
us. 



FREYA MOORE 
 

Famous VS Normal 
 

Famous people THINK they’re KOOL, 
normal people KNOW they’re KOOL. 

 
Famous people THINK they’re all it, 
normal people KNOW they’re all it. 

 
Famous people THINK they can PEE in buckets, 

normal people drink the PEE. 
 

Famous people are APPARENTLY Illuminati, 
normal people are DEFO Illuminati. 

 
Famous people TWERK all over PEEPS, 

normal people are TARTS for twerkin on ya! 
 

Famous people’s eyebrows be ON fleek, 
normal people’s eyebrows be OFF fleek. (PLUCK 

YA EYEBROWS!) 
 

Famous people get BOOBIE jobs, 
normal people get BOOBIE jobs and they’re 

SLUTTY. 
 

Famous people get HATE pages on Instagram, 
normal people MAKE them. 

 
Let’s just face it…. “NORMAL” people are WAY 

better! 



Lost Fear 
 

A dream-map, out with my friends; still alive. 
Shattered into the dustbin of things that didn’t 

seem to matter. 
There was no one in there, but people were trying 

to get in. 
We were sitting against a wall, 

left with the small proof that my enemies will be 
diminished. 

 
Not anyone could get on. 

It was impossible. 
People were getting closer and closer; 
before everything started to black out. 

The world went dead, everything stopped. 
The dustbin of things had already been locked. 

Enemies had succeeded, 
they had got what they wanted, I had failed. 
Failed once again to be there for my friends. 



JEMMA MAYLER 
 

The Pile 
 

If you lost what was broken would you even care; 
would you bask in moment, would you even be 
aware? 
It’s like a necklace that was severed, beads were 
dispersed if you’re lucky, you may mend it or else 
it’s immersed. 
Into the pile 
of the things not worthwhile to save. 
With the teddy from your birth, the one you never 
gave a name. 

 
Let’s look a little wider into the world around, 
all the brittle people, the ones that have no bounds. 
But did you ever wonder if the boundless men 
and women 
and children, 
had a little story that left them condemned 
into the pile. 
Of the things not worthwhile to save. 
With the people of the world in the metaphorical 
cave. 

 
What about your family, the ones you claim to 
love? 
Do you know their shame, the hand beneath the 
glove? 
Perhaps she was beaten or raped or worse; 
he couldn’t escape before the curse forced him into 
the pile. 
Of the things not worthwhile to save. 
With the hearts of children, now adults, with their 
minds enslaved. 
 
 



Did you ever stop to think: 
That this pile of the things not worthwhile to save 
is really a pile 
of brain waves 
of close-shaves 
of outrage? 
Can’t be contained. 
Letters from the grave. 
Words on a page. 
Spoken from the stage. 

 
Maybe this pile of the things not worthwhile to 
save 
should be more than saved, 
It should be craved 
by the generation of youth today. 
To make an innovation. 
A transformation. 
And use the pile of things utterly worthwhile to 
save, as inspiration. 

 
If you found what was broken what would you do? 
Would you throw it in the pile with your 
granddad’s shoe, or would you think? 
Would you try to understand 
that it just needs a hand, 
to help it stand 
to help it mend. 
Would you be the one to lend that hand, 
to watch it stand? 
Or would you still disregard it into the pile 
of the things not worthwhile to save 
but maybe for the use of  another day. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Dear Past Self 
 

Humanity is up in the clouds 
but when we tried to come back down it turned out 
we were further from the ground than we thought. 

 
I didn’t believe it 
as I couldn’t see it, 
until the darkness was finally lit, 
then we all looked down bit by bit. 
Until// 
Broken hearts and broken minds, 
you tell me once 
I hear it twice. 
But once we realised 
that we were deceived, 
it became clear that 
the broken heart 
is only broken 
if it bleeds. 

 
These people or whatever they may be, 
are nurturing a dangerous seed. 
In the minds of those who deserve to be freed. 
Deserve to be// 

 
What do we deserve? 
How am I meant to know the purpose I serve? 
How do I know if I’m even// 
In my time we don’t have the rhymes, 
we lost the rhythm of our lives. 
We are buried under a pile of lies 
and there’s no getting out. 
Not when you know what the lies are about. 
Not when no-one hears your shout. 
Not when// 
Oh boy, do I need your help. 

 
 



We wrecked everything. 
As you can see, 
but there’s no going back 
at least not for me. 
But I know what to do; 
Yes, this is where I need you! 
You can decide who you want to be but, 
I beg you, 
When you do choose,  
please 
 keep in mind me. 



KYLAN STILLWOOD 
 

The Building Of Our Nation 
 

Politics, eh, who really cares about politics? Let me 
tell you… 

 
The fat cats sit at the top 
counting their money, their riches and all that 
they’ve got. 
‘Cause for two to prevail, 100 must suffer, 
who knows who’ll be next, your sister or brother? 

 
Society tells us what we can and can’t do, 
they’re controlling the system, they control you. 
And you can’t even see it but let me tell you who 
can do what they want, we’re just pets in a zoo. 

 
Black, white, yellow, green, 
does it matter what colour we may be? 
Because although the outside is what we see 
to really know you need to go in deep. 

 
We’re just judging people by their race, 
but it’s the colour of their heart, not the colour of 
their face. 
We are told we’re advancing at such a fast pace, 
Yet I don’t understand cause we’re losing the 
chase. 

 
He’s a politician in position on a mission with a 
vision, 
to cut emission and stop commission, 
screw up religion, we’re heading for collision. 



We’re told how to talk, how to act and how to be. 
What you don’t know can’t hurt you, 
but what you don’t know you can’t see. 
Don’t be influenced by anyone, don’t be influenced 
by me. 
‘Cause the only person with a voice is this sick 
society. 

 
And I see on the telly a thirsty starving kid. 
Then I realise David Cameron this is something 
you did. 
Into the dark and away from war he hid. 
Don’t have a go at me; I’m merely lifting the lid. 

 
I see crime, hold your breath, 
I see murder, I see death. 
Give it 20 years and there will be nothing left. 
‘Cause it’s not just street crime that’s the biggest 
cause of theft. 

 
Now a quick show of hands, who wants to be an 
actor? 
Then why are you doing maths, does it really 
matter 
whether you know if 2 and 6 have more than one 
common factor? 
If we litter our brains with stuff like that, we will 
just be getting fatter. 

 
So who decides what we can and can’t say? 
Who created words, months, April, June, July and 
May? 
‘Cause at the end of it all, one of us will have to 
pay and it will be the slaves, the poor, the fat, 
black and gay. 

 
 
 
 



Okay, but let’s take you out the equation. 
Add a bit of admiration, complication, prejudice 
and population. 
 
A pinch of salt, pepper and miscommunication, 
and voila, there you have it, our sick, f***ed up 
nation. 

 
Value For Money 

 
You may not know this, but every hour of 
everyday you are being judged. 
Not for the person you are or the way you act 
but purely on your appearance. 
Your height, 
how much you weigh, 
the colour of your hair, 
the colour of your skin.... 

 
We as human beings are only as valuable as our 
attributes, our talents. 
I heard someone once say that people should only 
be allowed into this country if they, “Contribute to 
the community.” 
So does that mean if you are disabled and 
therefore unable to work you are not contributing 
to the community, 
that you don’t deserve the opportunity to enter our 
country?  
 
Does that mean that if you don’t know how to 
dissect a heart or reset pie to 700 digits that you 
are somehow less of a person? 
Did you know that almost 50% of NHS workers 
are not born in the UK? 
Are you prepared to let nearly half of our 
population suffer in order to 
“Save government funding?” 

 



 
Someone once told me that life is priceless, that 
you can’t put a price on a life. And yet merely 200 
years ago our ancestors were literally buying and 
selling human beings as if they were property. 
They were given 
No say, 
No rights.... 
No choice. 

 
Did you know that the average pay of a doctor is 
£74,000 a year? 
I switched on the telly the other day to hear 
Raheem Sterling complaining about the fact that 
he is only earning 85 Grand a week. 
There is someone out there earning £16 million a 
year for kicking a ball into a net. 
Does that mean that if you are able to do 8 keepy- 
uppies that you are 200 times more valuable than 
someone that has the knowledge to cure cancer? 

 
See, some people say that money makes the world 
go round, but it’s not money is it? 
It’s value. 
How can you possibly put a price on a life?  
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