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There’s No Going Back

SEND US YOUR NEW SONGS
graham@tradartsteam.co.uk

We have put together a selection of songs for people to sing at on-line
sessions. Songs about what is happening now and what happens in the future.
This crisis is one of capitalism’s making and could have been avoided.
Austerity, cutbacks and poverty together with environmental destruction have
brought this about. But it has been made worse by the criminal failure of the
Tory government to prepare for a pandemic that they have been warned
about for years.

Songs are weapons. Songs make us strong. This book is free on-line to give us
the tools to start fighting back now by raising our voices and singing the
songs.

Thanks to all who have sent songs. This is the first coronavirus edition of the
Political Songster and is the most important one yet.
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They danced in the street, their eyes with fire were blazing
They walked proud and tall, their hearts with hope were racing
They sang from the rooftops, no more starvation wages
We won this bloody war, we’re demanding changes now

Chorus
We’re not going back, to dole queues and evictions
We’re not going back, to slums and dereliction
We’re not going back, to sickness and squalor
We want action now, we won’t wait till tomorrow
We’re not going back

The Tories they said they won’t touch our health care
They’re liars and cheats, all they want is just wealth care
Destroying by stealth our NHS service
So Bupa and Virgin can decide who deserves it

We’re Not Going Back
Dave Rogers - Banner Theatre
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youtu.be/0MzBQNEO2Yg
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They’re trying to drive us right back to the thirties
Where the rich had it all and to hell with the workers
Thatcher’s sick dream, so we got to stop it
And put people first and to hell with their profits

’Cos we don't want a health care like in the US
Where they take all of your money, leave your life in a mess
The first thing they do is to check out your cover
And if Bupa say: “No” then you’re left in the gutter
Chorus

We will not go backwards to private insurance
Or turn back the clock, so they can ignore us
We don’t want a world where the rich get the pickings
And the rest cast aside, their wounds left a-lickin’

We see what they do in those big US cities
Where the poor and rejected get nothing but pity
But we don’t want a bottom rate, bottom class service
Free health care for all, not a charity circus

Our grandmas and grandpas had great expectations
They fought for a future for all generations
No more will the poor and the needy be stranded
“Free health care for all!” was all they demanded

It’s the same dirty deals all across Europe
“And there’s no other way” – and that is their chorus
These rich profiteers they stand in the doorway
And you shall not pass, whether Labour or Tory
Chorus

In Madrid and in Athens, it’s a new situation
The workers say: “No! We’re in occupation
This hospital’s ours and you’ll never close it”
Say: “This is class warfare and we will oppose it”

So they took to the streets with their banners a-flying
“Free health care’s a right, it’s not yours for denying”
In praças and plazas the people are meeting
Say: “Organise now, we will not beaten”

“We are the many ninety-nine percenters
With their money and gold they are plotting against us
So stand up and fight or to hell we'll be driven
So rise up like lions, you men and you women”
Chorus
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In sixteen forty-nine to St. George’s Hill
A ragged band they called the Diggers came to show the people's will
They defied the landlords, they defied the laws
They were the dispossessed reclaiming what was theirs

We come in peace, they said, to dig and sow
We come to work the lands in common and make the waste ground grow
This earth divided we will make whole
So it may be a common treasury for all

The sin of property we do disdain
No man has any right to buy or sell the earth for private gain
By theft and murder they took the land
Now everywhere the walls spring up at their command

They make the laws to chain us well
The clergy dazzle us with heaven or they damn us into hell
We will not worship the God they serve
The god of greed who feeds the rich while poor folk starve

We work, we eat together, we need no swords
We will not bow to the masters or pay rent to the lords
Still we are free, though we are poor
You Diggers all stand up for glory, stand up now

From the men of property the orders came
They sent the hired men and troopers to wipe out the Diggers’ claim
Tear down their cottages, destroy their corn
They were dispersed – but still the vision lingers on

You poor take courage, you rich take care
This earth was made a common treasury for everyone to share
All things in common, all people one
They came in peace – the orders came to cut them down
You Diggers all stand up for glory stand up now
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Words and music © Leon Rosselson, 1975

youtu.be/PCXnol8NGbg

The World Turned Upside-DownThe World Turned Upside-Down
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Well every Thursday evening when the clock is striking eight
The people all come to their doors or to their garden gate
They lean out of their windows, and the sound they make is great
As they cheer the

CHORUS:
Glory, Glory Hallelujah, everybody’s singing to yah
We’re all out today, because we really want to say
Three cheers for the

Some clap their hands for ages, till their fingers they are sore
Some they whistle, some they shout and some call out for more
Some bang a spoon or pan or stamp their feet upon the floor
Three cheers for the

We’re cheering for the nurses and for all the doctors too,
For cleaners and for drivers, we are not forgetting you
And all you lovely carers, thanks so much for all you do
Three cheers for the

There’s others who are working just to keep us well-supplied
You’re out there facing danger, while we all are safe inside
The service you have given us must never be denied
Three cheers for the

And when this time has passed we hope you all will get your due
For your courage and commitment will have helped to see us through
You’re essential, indispensable, you’re loyal, brave and true.
Three cheers for the

Words Sandra Kerr, tune John Brown’s Body

THREE CHEERS FOR THE
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youtu.be/U6f734MDffs

The Roses of Eyam

The earth beneath the surface dust
Is cold and damp and raw
And holding but the memories
Of what has gone before
Can almost be forgiven
For remembering the dream
Of the wall of stones around the homes
Of the villagers of Eyam
Of the villagers of Eyam

In August sixteen-sixty-five
Along the cobbled roads
Between the houses dark and high
The carriers with their loads
Were leaving for the northern towns
The capital and crown
And also leaving far behind
The plague of London town
The plague of London town

George Vicars was the tailor
To the village life of Eyam
And to his house a case of clothes
From London town was seen
To be delivered one fine day
In September ’sixty-five
And never more was tailor Vicars
Ever seen alive
Ever seen alive

The scars upon his face and chest
Were many to behold
And lying by the fevered body
Now so very cold
The case from London opened wide
The clothes all neatly hung
And from the bell upon the church
The knell of death was rung
The knell of death was rung
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by John Trevor
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There followed sixty, scarred and bleeding
Buried in their graves
As Thomas Stanley stood above
And told them “Jesus Saves”
But Stanley was a puritan
An enemy to heed
To Mompesson the Anglican
Who held the rectors creed
Who held the rectors creed

The differences between the men
That were so very wide
Were shattered by the desperate need
And rudely cast aside
The forces of the two were joined
Their words were not in vain
They told the villagers of Eyam
“The plague must be contained
The plague must be contained”

The simple people took their word
Agreed to stay and die
They built a wall around the hamlet
Not so very high
But high enough that they should know
That though it mean their lives
The plague must stay behind the wall
With children, friends and wives
With children, friends and wives

For six long months the wall did stand
And honest to their word
The families died. The Friths and Sydalls
Never more were heard
The Thornleys, Hancocks and the Torres
All buried in the ground
The Coopers and the Vicars
Never made another sound
Never made another sound

The dawn that rang the final bell
Left thirty-three alive
From three-hundred-and-fifty
In September ’sixty-five
The villagers rebuilt their lives
With those who still remained
The name of Eyam can still be seen
The plague had been contained
The plague had been contained
The plague had been contained
The plague had been containe

Eyam Village churchyard

Coffins lined up in Italy
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There goes another ambulance we’re all afraid to ride
In the shops, no milk, no honey, the shelves all cleared inside
Stand aside, and there’d be plenty, empty parks if we need to roam
Best stay at fucking home, oh please just stay the fuck at home

Chorus:
Stay at home, please stay the fuck at home
Stay home, stay-ay home
Just stay the fuck at home

The medics short of PPE are working night and morn
While we unto the fields can’t go because this thing’s airborne
The rich they hoard the flour, but we’ve bog roll for our thrones
When we stay fucking home, when we stay fucking home

The winter of anxiety in spring now brings despair
And risk to our society ’cos Cummings doesn’t care
Just let the old ones die, he says, the risk is overblown
But don’t believe their lies, please stay the fuck at home

We’re scouring the hedgerow, the shops are running low
All us poor weary labourers singing songs on patios
Our social lives they now take place online and on the phone
’Cause we stay fucking home, please stay the fuck at home

So work that soap around, let’s all stay virus free
Here’s a health to every labourer, freelance or employee
Keep calm and keep your distance, all gatherings postpone
We’ll weather this but ’til we do, just stay the fuck at home

by Piers Cawley youtu.be/SSp9s-8i84o
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The Virus, The Virus

A little offering for the Coronapocalypse from 'The Dioxins'. Just remember, no
health service anywhere in the world can be equipped for a pandemic when the
state have spent a decade or more looting it, and just remember all those fantastic
people you came out of your homes to applaud are the ones who've been picking up
the slack all this time. Show your appreciation with solidarity rather than applause -
Don't vote Tory!

CHORUS:
The virus the virus, no one wants to hire us
What the fucking hell are we gonna fucking do?
Protect the NHS, don’t put it under stress,
That’s what BOJO says we have to do

Talk about severity, ten years of austerity
And privatisation didn’t do us any good
To help us to prepare for a big pandemic scare
No-one talks about the failings of the great and of the good

There ain’t no ventilators for vulnerable patients
That’s what running a tight budget’s gonna do
To a system under pressure from every Tory measure
To cut and cut and cut until they’re through

We know the corporate media are really all scheming ya
Since Rupert and the Murdochs turned all the voters blue
A Tory majority?  Well it really cannot be
The will of normal folk like me and you

No bog roll on the shelves, panic-buying everywhere
Nothing left for our and our doctors and our nurses
There is no solidarity, in a nation of disparity
Of how much cash you carry in your purses

The Tories are the vector for the private sector
To remove our public services for good
So when this all over, they’ll carry on as ever
They’ll have more sell offs waiting in the wood

LAST CHORUS
The virus the virus, when they gonna fire us?
What the fucking hell are we gonna fucking do?
Protect the NHS, don’t put it under stress,
Like fuck is that what BOJO’s gonna do!

youtu.be/KYvzr65lMPQ

The Dioxins
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This is one song taken from David Rovics’ Pandemic Review

IT’S AT MOMENTS LIKE THESE

https://soundcloud.com/davidrovics/pandemic-review

April 2020
For more songs this blog is updated regularly

It’s at moments like these, everything is in the air
The possibilities are nowhere and everywhere
You’ve got to break a bone to set it now all we are is broke
And now a lot of folks are saying it’s time to be woke
And they’re not talking about micro-aggressions but really big ones
The basic assumption that like planets circling suns
But there are no natural laws that built your mansion or your tent
There are creations of society like mortgages and rent

It’s a future of uncertainty
But our liberation
Can only be as free
As our imagination

If you were born and raised to believe that it’s sacrosanct
That whoever has a whole load of money in the bank
Deserves to live off the wealth of the houses that they own
And if they raise your rent you can move or take out a loan
Then how can you demand your human rights
If you don't believe you have any, is it you deserve your plight?
But if things were hard before now the system has flatlined
It’s time for those basic rights to be re-difined

It’s a future of uncertainty
But our liberation
Can only be as free
As our imagination

All those vaunted freedoms added to the constitution
As an afterthought after Shay’s rebellion
Did not include the right to land or the right to eat
Or the right of human beings not to be dying on the street
It’s moments like these when we are standing on the edge
That we might catch the strongest breeze to land furthest from the ledge
’Cause we can fly you know, all you need is wings
We can house and feed each other together we can do anything.

It’s a future of uncertainty
But our liberation
Can only be as free
As our imagination
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Lyrics by Barnie Matthews
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Come all you bold heroes, give an ear to my song
For we’re self-isolating and the days feel so long
But it’s still prob’ly worth it, our health to preserve
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

We’ll flatten the curve, we’ll flatten the curve
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

The Italians they shut borders, and the Irish shut pubs
From China to the States, hands are fev’rishly scrubbed
The French they take dinner with homemade hors d’oeuvres
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

We’ll flatten the curve, we’ll flatten the curve
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

My friends they do attend me when I’m laid at my ease
Through Facebook and Twitter they’re eager to please
To keep my hopes high, and my mood to observe
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

We’ll flatten the curve, we’ll flatten the curve
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

Grandparents and asthmatics they need care the best
So let’s free up beds for our dear NHS
We’re all in this together, let our courage not swerve
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

We’ll flatten the curve, we’ll flatten the curve
So let’s stay indoors and we’ll flatten the curve

Birmingham and Wolverhampton

FLATTEN THE CURVE
youtu.be/xLkFNVKQ53c
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Nine days before I was born you were gone
But what you left behind
Great architect of health reform came forth
From your soft heart and tougher mind
When nothing good comes easy
We fight for the dreams that we hold
When you finally got that bill through though
You had to stuff their mouths with gold

And the purpose of power is to give it away
This is my truth tell me yours
And freedom won’t be freedom until poverty is gone
So Nye, your dream’s alive and strong

Nurse tired and drained it’s 2 a.m.
She’ll summon up the strength again and smile
It’s not for the weight she does this job
It’s a greater call that cannot be defined
The surgery, the plaster tape
The arm around the aching and confused
And drugs to give a little one more time to play
Should never be refused

youtu.be/8IBmmXn1QwMMartin Joseph

Nye

Song for the NHS

1897 - 1960
Chief architect

of NHS.
“No attempt at

ethical or social
seduction can

eradicate from my
heart a deep burning

hatred for the
TORY PARTY

So far as I am concerned
they are lower than

.”VERMIN
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And the purpose of power is to give it away
This is my truth tell me yours
And freedom won’t be freedom until poverty is gone
So Nye, your dream’s alive and strong

The accident, the cancer cell
The final breath of sacrament at dawn
The beating heart, the broken
And the cry of the fragile being born
Nine days before I was born you were gone
But what you left behind
Your greatest hour remains with us
If we hold on with soft hearts and tougher minds

For no society can call itself civilised
If the sick are denied through lack of means
And if you don’t believe me take a plane my friend
Go break your arm, see what it costs in New Orleans

And the purpose of power is to give it away
This is my truth tell me yours
And freedom won’t be freedom until poverty is gone
So Nye, your dream’s alive and strong
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And will we see a barren world
Where only one god reigns supreme
A world where death is the only dance
And every song’s the same
Where all obey one single line
And colours fade to monochrome
Where forests fall and tarmac carves
Through meadow hill and stream
Where day by day the wildness dies
Till there is nothing left to save
And will we see the earth put on
A uniform grey as the grave?

And does it have to be that way
And does it have to be that way?

For all life is holy the poet once said
And all that is different is part of the dance
And the web of life’s colours needs each single thread
For the dance to continue unbroken.

All that is different ....
by Leon Rosselson

based on a poem by William Blake
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Let us accept
No division between day and day
All days are equal
Let Monday walk
Side by side with Thursday
Let us abolish the chummy superiority of Saturday
And the tight-laced snootiness of Sunday
And — why not? yes — a month of Sundays
Except that
After we have brought about
The democracy of days
We will start on the weeks
And the years until —
Time is a seamless flow
A land unmarked, unbounded
A world without cause or consequence
In which we will laze
Happy as innocence
And in a timeless daze

Leon Rosselson

STAY-AT-HOME DAYS
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RIGS OF THE TIMES
youtu.be/NJaYD4AN5oA
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RIGS OF THE TIMES, by Three Legg’d Mare
Tune traditional, from John Salmond of Norfolk, 1947

No wonder that life’s getting harder each day
When the rich won’t pay taxes or give us fair pay
When you ask them the reason well they’ll say that they’re sad
But they can’t afford more ’cos the economy’s bad

And sing - Honesty’s all out of fashion
These are the rigs of the times, times, me boys
These are the rigs of the times

And here’s to the media, well I must bring them in
They go looking for stories and they think it no sin
To intrude and distort and sensationalise and blame
And it’s never their fault ’cos they’ve got no sense of shame

And now here’s to the sceptic, well I must bring him in
He won’t listen to experts and he thinks it no sin
With his dissed education he’ll take control back
And his stubborn conviction counts for more than your facts

And now here's to social media, well I must bring them in
We all live in bubbles and we think it no sin
’Cos on Facebook and Twitter our friends all agree
So we all think that everyone thinks just like me

And now here’s to the diehard, well I must bring him in
He's smug and condescending and he thinks it no sin
And if you disagree with him he’s very quick
To suppose that you must be immoral or thick

And now here’s to the politicians, well I must bring them in
They lie to the voters and they think it no sin
With their slogans and sound-bites well they swear black is white
And they all blame each other when it all turns to shite

Now the best of all plans it comes to my mind
Is to set them all off in a high gale of wind
And the wind it’ll blow and the cloud it’ll burst
And the biggest old rascal come tumbling down first

Chorus
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All your skylines and your cities, all your soldiers, bombs and guns
All your virtual realities, all your holidays in the sun
Now you can hear the reptiles singing, above the ghost trains rolling past
’Cause the fires have started burning and the ice is melting fast

Maybe next time you might listen, maybe next time you might hear
When that voice comes out of nowhere and whispers in your ear

This is nothing

All your priests and prayers and temples, all those tin gods on TV
All your banks and money markets, statues and celebrities
’Cause you can see the sunlight dancing in the street outside your door
But the world outside your window isn’t yours anymore

Maybe next time you might listen, maybe next time you might hear
When that voice comes out of nowhere and whispers in your ear

This is nothing

While you can watch your golden mirror, you can clap your golden hands
But your monumental vanity will always be buried in the sand
And the reptiles will be singing and the ghost trains will be gone
And the sunlight will be dancing ...Blink .. and you miss it

Maybe next time you might listen, maybe next time you might hear
When that voice comes out of nowhere and whispers in your ear

This is nothing

Nothing has no second chances
Nothing has no second chances
Nothing has no second chances

Blink and you might miss it

Nothing has no second chances

Robb Johnson

422
This is Nothing

youtu.be/fSXc_qEG4aU
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Chorus

These are the Days we Don't Forget
Robb Johnson

When all this is over you can head straight to the pub
Meet your mates and families, give your mom and dad a hug
In the city, in the synagogue, the cinema and the mosque
Say a prayer and light a candle for the ones we loved and lost

These are the days we don’t forget
These are the days we don’t forget

You can hear the sound of birdsong, the silence of machines
The fragile, small and beautiful, the echo of our dreams
You can hear behind the headlines not a word they said was true
How we clapped the frontline workers, that was all that we could do

Who was on the ambulances, who was on the bins?
Who was on the checkout stacking shelves with all those things?
Who was on the transport, who was on the vans?
Who was in the care homes washing more than just their hands?

And who had no gloves and visors but worked on none the less?
Who had those smart advisors who failed to track and test?
Who was on intensive care? Who was on TV?
Who washed their hands of those who died with no apology?

They didn’t go to Eton and they came from far and wide
The low paid and humanity, they went to work and died
And won’t be good enough so let us not returnthank you
To those businessmen as usual but remember what we learned

These are the days we don’t forget
These are the days we don’t forget

These are the days we don’t forget
These are the days we don’t forget

When all this is over you can head straight to the pub
Meet your mates and families, give your mom and dad a hug
In the city or the synagogue, the cinema or the mosque
Say a prayer and light a candle for those we loved and lost

These are the days we don’t forget
These are the days we don’t forget

These are the days we don’t forget
These are the days we don’t forget

youtu.be/HTQTg2SNXPQ



There’s a suspension on evictions so stick to your convictions and
DON’T PAY THE RENT
If at home we have to stay then most of us can’t pay so
DON’T PAY THE RENT
Tell your landlord,“Sir, that mortgage can defer”
DON’T PAY THE RENT
If they start rattling their sabres say “I need to feed my neighbours”
DON’T PAY THE RENT

It’s time now to demand, one big union grand
DON’T PAY THE RENT
Neoliberalism is dead, it’s time to raise your head and
DON’T PAY THE RENT
Strike for the guarantee, a home for everybody
DON’T PAY THE RENT
Running water, housing, healthcare, all across this earth we share
DON’T PAY THE RENT

Capitalism has failed, put the billionaires in jail
DON’T PAY THE RENT
We need a new world now and let me tell you how
DON’T PAY THE RENT
With mutual aid a new world can be made
DON’T PAY THE RENT
From the ashes of the old if we stop doing what we’re told and
DON’T PAY THE RENT

Solidarity - with society
DON’T PAY THE RENT
Our lives matter a lot, the landlord’s profits do not
DON’T PAY THE RENT
We can re-define what is theirs and ours and mine if we
DON’T PAY THE RENT
There’s a suspension on evictions so stick to your convictions and
DON’T PAY THE RENT

youtu.be/-nD01QfAxdk

DON'T PAY THE RENT

David Rovics
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In nineteen hundred and thirty nine the Council did their best
To impose on us a Means Test, which started some unrest
For we organised a rent strike, and said we wouldn’t pay
The two-bob increase in the rent, and the tenants won the day

Never were so many meetings held in houses, streets and halls
And slogans drawn artistically in letters three feet tall
And paraded up and down outside the City Fathers’ hall
We told those Tory councillors they were riding for a fall

On Glebe Farm Estate they opened up the forty-ninth thousand home
With Alderman Pritchett presiding, to lend a little tone
The great man was surrounded by many boys in blue
But they couldn't stop the housewives, who split the cordon through

Gone was the alderman’s dignity as he struggled to be fust
Through the back door of that house you couldn't see his arse for dust
The mighty throng surged forward full hard upon his tail
As he dived into his Daimler and hit the homeward trail

For ten long weeks the battle raged, sometimes the going was rough
For they put the bailiff in and out to make our job more tough
We held a funeral service, complete with coffin and hearse
And buried the bailiff for evermore, and Bill Milner read the verse

At last the day of vict’ry dawned, and oh, what joy we felt
For we knew that in the fight a blow for freedom we had dealt
We’d struck a blow at Tory rule, and learned our lesson well
That when workers fight together we can send the Tories to Hell

by Elsie Marshall,Yardley Wood, Birmingham
(from a recording made in Jan 1966)

Rent-Strike Song
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A triumphant song about a rent strike in Birmingham. Yes, direct action does work.
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Hey everybody! Are you feeling fine

In coronavirus lockdown time?

You stay with yours and I’ll stay with mine

And we ain’t going nowhere.

They said “Don’t fret, we've got a plan
Just make sure you wash your hands”
And coronavirus swept the land
And we ain’t going nowhere

They saw their opportunity
With absolute impunity
To develop herd immunity
And let the old ones die   >> Chorus

If you’re a carer, doctor or a nurse
Drive a train, a truck, a bus or hearse
Serve in shops or empty bins for us
Your safety should come first

They say our key workers are the best
And how they love the NHS
But skimped on PPE and tests
And we ain't going nowhere   >> Chorus

We can learn some things from this pandemic
About how poverty’s systemic
And racism’s far from academic
When so many black folk die

There’s been nothing quite like this before
Though some people say it’s like the war
One law for the rich and one for the poor
And we still ain’t going nowhere

Final Chorus:
Hey everybody are you feeling fine

In coronavirus lockdown time?

You stay with yours and I’ll stay with mine

And we ain’t going nowhere.

Easter Weekend
by Paul Mackney
(roughly following the tune of “We ain’t going anywhere by Bob Dylan)

youtube/zuuJ_6xGHeo

Chorus:
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Once upon a time there would be meetings,
Where we’d go and plot a scheme or two.
Remember how we’d laugh away the hours,
Envisaging the great things we would do.

But then coronavirus rushed right at us
All dreams of gigs and meetings locked away
If I saw you in a zoom in this damn lockdown
We’d smile at one another and we’d say..

Chorus:
Those were the days my friends,

We thought they’d never end,

We’d meet and scheme forever and a day,

We’d live the life we choose,

We’d fight, not always lose,

Those were the days, oh yes those were the days

Just last night I logged on to a meeting
Nothing seemed the way it used to be
On my screen I saw a strange reflection
Is that fat grey-haired oldie really me?

Then, through my screen there came familiar laughter
I saw your face and saw you type my name
Life’s closed down, but new ways are emerging
’Cos in our hearts our dreams are still the same

Chorus

Already friends have faced their final curtain
How many more will leave before their time?
Maybe me, or you, or someone younger
Just as long as Rupert Murdoch’s next in line…

It’s tempting to imagine all is over
With locusts, floods, then fires block the sun
But put aside all thoughts of desperation
’Cos our Revolution's only just begun!

Last chorus
There will be days my friends,

When we will hug as friends

We’ll sing and dance for ever and a day

We’ll live the life we choose

We’ll fight and not always lose!

There will be days, oh yes there will be days!

Those Were the Days
Words by Tim Hollins
Russian folk song tune  (as sung by Mary Hopkins)

youtu.be/QptZ8tYZAkE
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Sing for the Climate
tune of Bella Ciao

https://singfortheclimate.com/

By Jenny Patient

We need to wake up

We need to wise up

We need to open our eyes

and do it

We need to build a better future

and we need to start right now

We're on a planet

That has a problem

We've got to solve it, Get involved

And do it

We need to build a better future

And we need to start right now

We need to build a better future

And we need to start right now

Watch the video. This is a great song to stand up and join in with.

Make it greener

Make it cleaner

Make it last, make it fast

and do it

We need to build a better future

And we need to start right now

No point in waiting

Or hesitating

We must get wise, take no more lies

And do it now now now

now now now

now now now

now now now
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During the lockdown, join
our online sessions - email
graham@tradartsteam.co.uk
if you aren’t already on our
mailing list

When we sing together we are united in one voice.  It gives us
strength, confidence and new ideas.  This is the 8th edition of The
Political Songster.  The old songs keep us connected to our history,

a history that remains hidden or ignored.

But we need new songs as well about the issues, struggles and
triumphs of today.  Let’s get the songs out there and let’s get them
sung.  Send us your songs so that we can publish another booklet

for people to use at song sessions and events.  Let’s make it
possible for our voices to be heard through the power of song.

Please let us have your songs, with music notation and/or a link to
a web soundfile or video, plus if possible a statement to put it in

context.

Send to: graham@tradartsteam.co.uk

YOUR  NEW SONGS WANTED

SING SONGS
WRITE SONGS

YOUR NEW SONGS NEEDED

Every second Wednesday
of the month. 8:30 at
THE PRINCE OF WALES
Moseley, Birmingham
B13 8EE


