Austerity
Why hang yourself

when God can do it for you?

You lose your job to China, 

lose your son to drugs

and your hope to the bottle;

then what’s left?
The estate becomes a prison

with paper walls to weigh you down,

from CV’s to GCSE’s,

you’ve got neither

and don’t think they’d be of any use

 whatever.

After all, there’s nothin’ out there but

job centres and Tories

and they’ve no clue what you do

during the day

when there’s just the roof

over your head, your dog on the

street and a noose in the

shed.
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