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      A Right Yorkshire Welcome to the Land of Broken Dreams

      

      Alright, you soft southern bastards and fellow northern martyrs, gather round. Name’s Big Bastard Bob. Six-foot-four of God’s own county, born in a terraced house in Barnsley the year Churchill were still knockin’ back brandy and tellin’ Hitler where to go. I’ve worked down t’pit, on t’building sites, in t’foundry, and for the last twenty year I’ve been retired on a state pension that wouldn’t keep a mouse in cheddar.

      

      I’ve paid taxes since Harold Wilson were in short trousers, watched this country go from world-beater to world’s bloody laughing stock, and I’ve finally had a bellyful. A proper, belt-bustin’, kebab-repeat-in-the-night bellyful.

      

      They told us it’d get better. Every election, some shiny-faced liar in a suit stands up and promises “change”. Thatcher said she’d sort the unions. Blair said things could only get better. Cameron said we’re all in it together. Boris said get Brexit done. Truss said… well, nobody knows what Truss said because the lettuce outlasted her. And now Starmer’s lot are here with their five missions and their “rebuild Britain” bollocks, and fourteen months in it’s the same old shit, only faster and with extra hypocrisy.

      

      So I’m writin’ this book. Not because I think it’ll change anything – the people who need to read it are too busy troughin’ at the expenses bar – but because if I don’t get it out I’ll end up swingin’ for someone, and the prisons are full o’ folk who’ve already tried that.

      

      This isn’t a polite little moan from some Islington think-tank. This is a full-throated, Yorkshire, no-vaseline rant about how we’ve been stitched up, sold out, taxed to fuck, and then told to clap for the privilege.

      

      We’ll cover the lot:

      

      
        
          	
        Pensions that vanish faster than a politician’s principles
      

      	
        An NHS that couldn’t cure a paper cut
      

      	
        Benefits that reward the idle and punish the grafters
      

      	
        Roads that look like the surface of the moon
      

      	
        Bills that make your eyes water harder than a raw onion
      

      	
        Farmers taxed till they’re sellin’ the family silver (or the family farm)
      

      	
        Free speech that’s only free if you agree with the right people
      

      	
        And a government so sleazy they make the last lot look like altar boys
      

      

      

      

      By the time you finish this, you’ll either be laughin’, cryin’, or loadin’ the shotgun. Probably all three.

      

      So crack open a John Smith’s, pull up a chair that’s seen better days, and let Big Bastard Bob take you on a tour of Broken Britain, 2025 edition.

      

      It’s grim up north.

      It’s grimmer everywhere else.

      And it’s only gettin’ worse.

      Let’s be havin’ you.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      November 2025

      

      Still standin’. Just.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      The Day the Country Ran Out o’ Coppers (Both Kinds)

      

      I woke up at half past bollocks o’clock to the sound of next-door’s staffy tryin’ to shag the wheelie bin again. Romantic bastard. Sun weren’t up, but the mould on t’bedroom ceiling were glowin’ like a nightlight – radioactive black, the colour of Tory promises. I reached for t’alarm clock: dead. Smart meter had decided £3.40 credit weren’t enough to keep a 60-watt bulb alive past 4 a.m. Welcome to 2025, where even t’electric owes you money.

      

      Downstairs, t’postman had been. One brown envelope, one red bill, and a leaflet from the local council sayin’ they’re “consultin’ on whether to collect bins fortnightly or monthly.” Monthly! That’s not a bin collection, that’s archaeology. By March they’ll be diggin’ up chicken bones and thinkin’ they’ve found a Roman villa.

      The brown envelope were from t’DWP. Inside, a letter so beautifully written it could only have come from a civil servant who’s never met an actual human:

      

      “Following the Autumn Budget (that nobody voted for), your State Pension age has been dynamically realigned to 82. This is to reflect increased life expectancy in Kensington & Chelsea.”

      Increased life expectancy my saggy arse. Up here in God’s County we’re lucky to see 74 if we lay off t’chips and t’fighting. But apparently if you drink kale and play padel tennis in SW3 you live to 105, so the rest of us have to keep graftin’ till we’re dust.

      

      I turned t’letter over. On t’back they’d helpfully printed a QR code: “Scan here to see how little your pension will be worth in real terms.” I scanned it with me phone (on 3 % battery, cos charger's busted). It took me to a government calculator that just says: “Yes.”

      Outside, t’milk float were late again. Not because of snow – we don’t get proper snow any more, just a sort of wet disappointment that ruins your shoes. No, t’milkman were stuck behind a pothole so deep it had its own ecosystem. I watched from t’window as he tried to reverse. Front wheel disappeared. Then t’whole float listed like t’Titanic. Two goldfish and a frog hopped out. I’m not even joking. That hole’s been there since Rishi were still pretendin’ he were one of us. Council came out, stuck two traffic cones round it and called it “traffic calming.”

      

      I decided to walk to t’post office to cash me pensioner’s Christmas bonus. £10, same as 1978. That’ll buy you half a pint and a bag o’ pork scratchings if you go on a Tuesday before 3 p.m. and flirt with t’barmaid. Road were a slalom o’ destroyed suspension. Me neighbour, Mad Maureen, were sat in her Micra cryin’ cos she’d just lost two tyres and her No Claims Bonus to a crater outside t’chippy. She’d reported it 47 times. Council’s automated reply: “This pothole is ranked 4,872nd in priority. Current estimated fix date: June 2031. Have you tried driving a tank?”

      

      Got to t’post office. Queue out t’door, obviously. Bloke in front o’ me had a zimmer frame and a letter sayin’ his Winter Fuel Payment were now means-tested. He earns £11,400 a year and they’ve took it off him. “Means-tested,” he says, “means if you’re not actually dead yet, you don’t qualify.”

      Postmistress were behind two inches of bullet-proof glass, lookin’ like she’d aged ten years since yesterday. Sign on t’counter: “Sorry, no cash. Card only.” I says, “Love, I’ve come for me £10 Christmas bonus, not to buy a fuckin’ iPad.” She just shrugged. Machine’s broken. Has been since Starmer’s first week. They’ve got a whip-round jar for t’staff party instead. Currently stands at £4.37 and half a packet o’ Polo mints.

      

      Walked home past t’old folk’s home – now a Travelodge. Past t’library – now a vape shop called “Booky McBookface.” Past t’NHS dentist – boarded up since 2019, sign still says “We’re experiencing unusually high demand.” Aye, demand for teeth.

      By time I got back, t’staffy next door had finished with t’wheelie bin and moved on to t’recycling. Good lad. Protein.

      

      I put kettle on – gas this time, cos leccy’s gone again – and sat down with t’paper. Front page: Chancellor’s smiling like a cat that’s shat in your shoe. “Difficult decisions today for a brighter tomorrow!” Tomorrow can kiss my cold, dead backside.

      

      Back page: local lad died waitin’ 14 hours in A&E with chest pains. Coroner ruled “misadventure.” Misadventure! He misadventured himself right into t’ground because some algorithm decided his pain score were only 6 out of 10.

      I looked at me own chest. Bit tight today, actually. Probably nowt. Probably t’kebab again. Or t’rage. Hard to tell these days.

      Anyroad, I folded t’paper up, used it to block t’draught under t’door, and made a decision. I’m writin’ this book. Cos if I don’t laugh I’ll swing for somebody, and t’prisons are full.

      

      This country’s not broken, lad. It’s been taken round t’back o’ t’sheds and properly fucked with a rusty pole. And they’re still tellin’ us to smile while they do it.

      

      Chapter 2 comin’ up: “The NHS – Where Hope Goes To Die In A Corridor That Smells Of Piss And Misery.”

      

      Pass t’bourbon biscuits, flower. We’re just gettin’ started.

      Big Bastard Bob

      

      (Still breathin’. For now.)

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      The NHS: Where Hope Goes to Die in a Corridor That Smells of Piss and Misery

      

      I’ve had two heart attacks, one stroke, and a knee reconstruction that were done by a bloke who learned surgery off YouTube. I’m still here. The NHS, on t’other hand, is on life support and the family’s arguin’ over who gets the house.

      Let me take you back to February just gone. Woke up at 3 a.m. feelin’ like an elephant were river-dancin’ on me ribcage. Left arm gone all numb, sweat pourin’ off me like I’d been caught shaggin’ t’vicar’s wife. Classic ticker job. Phoned 999.

      “Emergency, which service?”

      “Ambulance, love. Heart attack.”

      “Putting you through.”

      (Seven minutes of Vivaldi played on a kazoo that’s been dropped down t’stairs.)

      Finally: “All ambulances are currently busy. Your estimated wait is four hours and twenty minutes. Please do not die while holding, your custom is important to us.”

      Four hours! I could’ve crawled to Leeds General on me hands and knees faster, leavin’ a trail o’ bacon fat and utter misery.

      Me daughter Tracey drove me instead. She’s a nurse, ironically. Works agency cos t’NHS won’t give her a proper contract. She’s on £19.40 an hour when she can get shifts, but half the time she’s sat in t’car park cryin’ cos they’ve cancelled her again. That’s how skint the system is: they’d rather pay agency £60 an hour than give their own staff a decent wage and a roster.

      

      We get to A&E at 4:17 a.m. Car park’s £14 for four hours. £14! That’s more than t’Winter Fuel Payment they took off me. Tracey flashes her NHS badge and some jobsworth still tries to charge her. She tells him where to stick his barrier. He looks like he’s about to cry. Probably on minimum wage and hates his life more than we hate ours.

      Inside it’s like Dunkirk with vending machines. Blokes on trolleys lined up like supermarket checkout. One old fella’s been there since Bonfire Night. Grown a beard. Started a family. Grandkids visit on Sundays.

      Triage nurse takes one look at me: six-foot-four, built like a brick shithouse, purple in t’face, clutchin’ me chest.

      “On a scale of one to ten, how’s your pain?”

      “Eleven, yer daft cow. Feels like someone’s parked a JCB on me sternum.”

      She writes “7” on t’form. “We find patients often exaggerate.”

      Exaggerate! I’ll exaggerate her bloody clipboard in a minute.

      They park me in t’waiting room next to a lad who’s chopped half his finger off with a strimmer. He’s holdin’ it in a Greggs bag full o’ frozen peas. Peas are defrosted. Finger’s gone black. He’s still waitin’ cos someone’s come in with a tickly cough and a selfie.

      Six hours later (yes, six) they wheel me through to Majors. Doctor looks about twelve. Hair still wet from t’student loan. He’s got that dead-eyed stare you only get from 90-hour weeks and dreams that died in 2016.

      “Any history of heart problems, Mr… er… Big Bastard?”

      “Aye, two heart attacks and I’m workin’ on t’third, sunshine.”

      He nods, taps summat into a computer that’s runnin’ Windows 95, and says, “We’ll get you an ECG as soon as one becomes available.”

      “When’s that?”

      “Thursday, probably.”

      Thursday! I came in on a Tuesday!

      They give me an aspirin (own brand, Tesco value) and a gown that ties up t’back. My arse is hangin’ out like two pounds o’ pale chipolatas. Dignity’s first thing to go in t’NHS, closely followed by hope, bowel control, and any faith in humanity.

      I’m layin’ there listenin’ to t’beeps and t’shouts. Next bed’s an old girl called Doris. She’s 94, dementia, broke her hip fallin’ out o’ bed reachin’ for t’commode. Been waitin’ 42 hours for a ward bed. She keeps askin’ for her mam. Every time a nurse walks past she grabs their hand and says, “Don’t leave me, queen.” Breaks your fuckin’ heart, it does.

      Across t’way there’s a noticeboard: “You said: the coffee tastes like cat wee. We did: installed a new machine!” New machine’s still sellin’ cat wee, only now it’s £2.80 a cup and takes contactless.

      Ten hours in, Tracey sneaks me a Greggs sausage roll she’s smuggled past security in her bra. Hottest property in t’buildin’. Bloke opposite offers her £20 for a bite. She tells him to piss off. Solidarity.

      Eventually, round about tea-time, they decide I’m not actually dyin’ today. Give me a spray under t’tongue that tastes like petrol, tell me to “make lifestyle changes,” and discharge me with a letter for me GP that says “chest pain ?cause.”

      ?cause. That’s medical speak for “we haven’t got a bloody clue, next!”

      Walk out t’front door and there’s a private ambulance toutin’ for business. Bloke in a sharp suit: “Skip the queue next time, sir! Only £295 call-out fee!” I tell him I’d rather die in t’queue than give a penny to parasites like him. He calls me a communist. I call him a cunt. Fair exchange.

      Got home, opened t’bill for t’car park: £48. That’s forty-eight quid to nearly die in a corridor that smells of Dettol.

      That’s your National Health Service in 2025, lads and lasses. World-beatin’, they call it. Aye, world-beatin’ at makin’ you wish you’d never been born.

      They’ve got more managers than midwives, more diversity officers than defibrillators, and a clapping schedule that’s stricter than t’treatment roster.

      But don’t worry. Wes Streeting says he’s going to fix it. Same Wes Streeting who’s already sellin’ bits off to his mates in Virginia. Fix it like a vet fixes a tomcat.

      Meantime, Doris is still waitin’ for a bed, t’lad with t’finger’s now got gangrene, and I’m sat here with another pain in me chest wonderin’ whether to ring 999 again or just top meself with t’paracetamol they gave me last time.

      Save t’NHS? They couldn’t save a Word document.

      

      Chapter 3 comin’ up: “Benefits Street: Where Sanctioning a Bloke With No Legs Counts as Efficiency Savings.”

      

      Put t’kettle on, love. And if you’ve got any bourbon creams left, hide ’em. I’m not messin’ about this time.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Still breathin’. Just.)

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Benefits Street: Where Sanctioning a Bloke With No Legs Counts as Efficiency Savings

      

      If the NHS is a slow death in a corridor, then the benefits system is death by a thousand paper cuts, delivered by a sadist who’s been on a customer-service course run by Satan himself.

      

      Take my mate Deaf Derek. Lost both legs below the knee in 2008 when a silo collapsed on him up at t’arable farm. Proper mess. One minute he’s feedin’ t’combine, next minute he’s down t’field lookin’ like a pair o’ jeans that’s been through a lawnmower. Doctors saved his life, gave him two NHS prosthetic legs that whistle when it’s gonna rain, and sent him home with a pat on t’head and a lifetime prescription for co-codamol.

      Fast-forward to 2024. Derek’s 58, can’t work (surprise, surprise), and relies on PIP to pay for the electric so he can charge t’legs overnight. Without juice, t’knees lock and he topples like a drunk giraffe. Funny the first time. Less funny when you’re face-down in your own porridge.

      

      So every year he fills in a 60-page form that asks questions like:

      “Can you pick up a £1 coin using only your elbows while reciting the Lord’s Prayer backwards in Latin?”

      Derek ticks “no”. Fair enough, most folk couldn’t.

      They send a nurse round (well, they call her a nurse; she’s actually a failed beautician from Doncaster who did a two-day course in “functional assessment”). She watches Derek try to stand up from t’sofa. Takes him four minutes and a lot of swearing. She writes “client made deliberate theatrical groaning noises” and awards him 4 points out of the 12 he needs. Four points! That’s less than you get for being mildly allergic to gluten these days.

      

      Appeal goes in. Eighteen months later he gets a court date for 2027. In the meantime they stop his money because “failure to attend a back-to-work interview”. Derek rings up:

      “I haven’t got any legs, how exactly am I supposed to attend?”

      “Public transport is available, Mr Derek.”

      “Aye, and I’m available to do t’moonwalk if you glue two brooms to me stumps.”

      Sanctioned for 13 weeks. Thirteen weeks with no cash. He lives on packets of Rich Tea biscuits and the kindness of t’local food bank (which is now rationing tinned tomatoes because the Trussell Trust can’t keep up with t’demand from people who’ve been sanctioned for sneezing too loudly at the Jobcentre).

      That’s the DWP in 2025: a machine that runs on spite and clipboards.

      

      Then there’s Universal Credit. Sweet mother of God. They merged six benefits into one and somehow made it worse than all six added together and set on fire.

      You’ve got to apply online. First hurdle: half the folk who need it haven’t got t’internet because they can’t afford it. Second hurdle: the website crashes more often than a Tory minister’s career. Third hurdle: you’ve got to wait five weeks for your first payment by design. Five weeks! They call it a “run-on period”. I call it starvation with a glossy leaflet.

      My niece Chantelle (single mum, two kids, works 30 hours a week at t’chicken factory) finally gets her UC. £780 a month to cover rent, bills, and feeding three mouths. Rent alone is £650 because some landlord in London owns half of Barnsley and thinks that’s reasonable. She’s £37 a week better off than if she sat on her arse doing nothing. £37! That’s a large electric bill or one school trip. Pick one.

      Every month they ring her up:

      “Have you looked for extra hours, Chantelle?”

      “I’m already doing 6 till 4, five days a week, standing in blood and feathers up to me ankles.”

      “Well, have you tried becoming a software engineer? There’s free courses online.”

      “Aye, I’ll just do a four-year degree in me tea break, shall I?”

      They cut her payment by £120 because she was 7 minutes late for a phone appointment. Seven minutes! She was on t’toilet with norovirus because t’kids brought it home from nursery (which costs £68 a day now, so she can’t actually afford to work, but if she doesn’t work they sanction her). Catch-22 written by the Marquis de Sade.

      

      And don’t get me started on the bedroom tax. Me cousin Shirley lost her husband to cancer in 2021. House has three bedrooms: one for her, one that were his, one that were their lad’s before he joined t’army and got blown up in Helmand. Council says she’s got a “spare” room, charges her an extra £87 a month. She can’t downsize because there aren’t any one-bedroom flats left (they all got sold off to buy-to-let vultures under Right to Buy). So she sits in t’cold in one room, lights off, crying over photos, while the other two bedrooms stay empty like mausoleums.

      

      That’s the safety net, lads: a hammock made of razor wire, suspended over a pit full of accountants.

      They’ve got more money to chase “fraud” than they’d ever save catching it. Sent a bloke round to me mate Blind Barry’s house once. Barry’s registered blind (cataracts, glaucoma, the full set). Investigator knocks on, Barry opens t’door with his white stick.

      “Mr Barry? We’re here to check you’re not secretly working as a sniper.”

      Meanwhile, the real fraudsters are sat in t’House of Lords claiming £342 a day just for turning up and falling asleep in a red leather chair.

      

      The whole system’s designed to make you feel like shite for needin’ help. Like poverty’s a character flaw instead of what happens when you pay people £9.50 an hour to gut chickens while energy bosses buy another yacht.

      

      I went with Derek to his last assessment. Sat in t’waiting room in Doncaster Jobcentre (smells of manky farts and cheap floor cleaner). Bloke next to us had one arm, shaking like a shittin’ dog because he’d been sanctioned for missing an appointment he never knew about. Woman opposite had a black eye (partner beat her up when she couldn’t afford adhd meds for their kid). Everyone looked like they’d lost a fight with life and life had come back for seconds.

      Derek turns to me and says, quiet like: “If I’d known it’d be like this, I’d have let t’silo finish t’job.”

      

      That’s what they’ve done to us. Taken decent, hard-workin’ folk and ground ’em down till suicide looks like early retirement.

      They say there’s no magic money tree. Funny that, because they found £37 billion for a test-and-trace system that didn’t work, £4 billion for PPE that went straight in t’bin, and God knows how many billion for their mates’ ferries that never sailed.

      But for Derek’s prosthetic socks or Chantelle’s rent? Sorry, we’re skint. Austerity, innit.

      

      Austerity for thee, caviar for me.

      

      Chapter 4 comin’: “Dole Palaces and Caravan Nurses, The Great British Housing Swindle”

      

      Hide t’last of t’biscuits and top t’whisky up, flower. We’re nowhere near rock bottom yet.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Retired, skint, and bloody furious)

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Dole Palaces and Caravan Nurses: The Great British Housing Swindle

      

      Right, let’s get one thing straight before the usual suspects start frothing at t’mouth: I’m not talkin’ about the genuine folk who are proper poorly, or the ones who’ve been made redundant after 30 years graftin’. I’m talkin’ about the professional dole artists. The ones who’ve turned scroungin’ into an Olympic sport and won gold every four years since Blair were still in short trousers.

      

      Walk down any estate round here of a Tuesday mornin’. Curtains still drawn on half the street, but there’s three brand-new Vauxhall Corsas on finance outside number 17, a 73-plate BMW X5 outside 23 (blacked-out windows, private plate “SH4G 1T”), and a Range Rover Sport that still smells of t’wrapper parked on t’pavement outside 29. All belong to families whose combined income is “whatever t’taxpayer’s daft enough to hand over this month”.

      How does it work, you ask? Simple. Split up, stay split up on paper, and milk the system like a dairy farmer with eight hands.

      

      •	Mum’s in the three-bed semi, claimin’ single parent, severe anxiety, and fibromyalgia (diagnosed by Dr TikTok).

      •	Dad’s round t’corner in another council house, claimin’ depression and “housing instability”.

      •	Jayden (19) has his own one-bed flat because loud music gives him PTSD.

      •	Kayleigh (18, two kids by two different fellas) has a two-bed housing-association new-build because “overcrowding”.

      •	Nan’s in a bungalow down t’road because she’s got “mobility issues” (she can shift quick enough when t’bookies opens).

      

      Five houses, one family, zero wages coming in. Total monthly income from benefits, housing benefit, council tax reduction, free school meals, disability top-ups, and the odd cash-in-hand car-wash? Seven and a half grand. Tax-free. More than a staff nurse with ten years’ experience takes home after she’s paid her student loan, pension, and union subs.

      

      Meanwhile, our Tracey (remember her? The agency nurse who drove me to A&E when I were havin’ me ticker fit) has been livin’ in a 24-foot static caravan on a patch of gravel next to t’ring road for eighteen months. £550 a month site rent, plus £180 electric because caravans weren’t built for Yorkshire winters. She works 50 hours a week, sometimes more, wipin’ arses and holdin’ hands of the dyin’, and she still can’t save a deposit because every spare penny goes on diesel to get to t’hospital and childcare for my great-grandbairns.

      She were offered a council house last year. One catch: it were already occupied by a “vulnerable family” who’d been there six years, never paid a penny rent, and had just acquired their fourth rescue Staffy. Tracey got bumped down t’list because she’s in work and therefore “not a priority need”. Priority need apparently means breeding faster than you can trash the kitchen.

      

      House prices? Don’t make me laugh, I’ll choke on me own rage. Two-up two-down terrace, 1890, backin’ onto t’railway line, kitchen smaller than a confessional booth: £245,000. That’s London money for a house where t’bathroom were added in 1974 as an afterthought and still smells of damp and stale piss. Private rent? £900 a month for t’same privilege, plus you get to give your life savings to a lettings agent who charges £300 for the honour of sendin’ you a PDF of t’inventory.

      

      Who’s buyin’ ’em all? Not nurses. Not sparkies. Not the lads who fix your boiler when it packs in in February. Nah, it’s buy-to-let landlords from Surrey who’ve never been further north than Watford, and local “families” who’ve suddenly discovered that housing benefit pays the mortgage faster than any tenant ever could.

      I were in t’queue at t’chippy last week. Lad in front o’ me, 23 if he were a day, sovereign rings, fresh Burberry cap, smell of weed comin’ off him like cheap aftershave. Orders large cod, chips, curry sauce, two battered sausages, can o’ Monster, and a tray o’ cheesecakes. Hands over his phone to pay. Contactless. £27.80 like it were nowt. I’m behind him with me pensioner’s fishcake special (£4.80) countin’ shrapnel. He turns round, clocks me starin’, and grins: “Universal Credit day, grandad.”

      

      Universal Credit day. That’s a religious festival round here now. More sacred than Christmas. Shops put extra stock out. Bookies extend openin’ hours. Taxis queue outside t’Post Office.

      Meanwhile Tracey’s eatin’ pot noodles in her caravan, wonderin’ whether to pay t’electric or put diesel in t’car so she can get to t’shift where she’ll save some lazy bastard’s life who’ll go home to his four-bed council house and his 55-inch telly paid for by… well, by Tracey.

      

      The politicians call it “supporting the vulnerable”. I call it rewardin’ the bone idle and pissin’ on the people who keep t’country runnin’. Nurses, carers, lollipop ladies, binmen, teaching assistants – all livin’ in caravans, house-shares with strangers, or still stuck at home with their parents at 35. While the professional victims get brand-new kitchens every time they punch another hole in t’plaster and claim “mental health episode”.

      I’m not sayin’ lock the doors and throw away the key. Some folk need help. But when help turns into a career choice with better perks than graftin’, summat’s gone proper rotten.

      And the worst part? The same MPs who designed this upside-down system are sittin’ on second homes paid for by expenses, whingein’ that their £91,000 salary plus perks “doesn’t go far enough in London”.

      

      Aye. Must be tough.

      

      Chapter 5 comin’: “The Great Millionaire Exodus, When Even the Rich Decide Britain’s Takin’ the Piss”

      

      Stick t’kettle on and lock up t’bourbon creams. I’m just gettin’ warmed up.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Still payin’ taxes so someone else can have a hot tub)

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      The Great Millionaire Exodus: When Even the Rich Decide Britain’s Takin’ the Piss

      

      You know things have gone proper bent when the blokes with private jets and offshore accountants are packin’ their bags and leggin’ it to places where the only tax is on suntan lotion.

      Time was, if you made a few million quid in this country, you stayed put. You bought a pile in Cheshire, a flat in Knightsbridge, stuck your kids in Eton, and paid some clever little man in spectacles to make sure you never actually paid any tax anyway. Happy days. Everyone knew the game, and the game worked.

      Not any more.

      

      These days the Treasury’s got a hard-on for “fairness” that’d make a North Korean general blush. Non-doms? Bosh, gone. Capital gains? Aligned with income tax, because why should you pay less for building a business than Tracey does for wipin’ arses? Inheritance tax? They’re talkin’ about scrappin’ the seven-year gifting rule and taxin’ pensions at death. Pensions! The one pot you were allowed to keep if you didn’t smoke it all on coke and hookers in the 90s.

      So what happens? The geese that lay the golden eggs fuck off to lay ’em somewhere warmer.

      

      Last year 12,000 millionaires left Britain. Twelve thousand! That’s not a leak, that’s a burst pipe. They’re not headin’ to Paris or New York either; they’re off to Dubai, Abu Dhabi, Singapore, Monaco, anywhere that doesn’t treat success like a war crime.

      I were in t’pub watchin’ Sky News when they interviewed one of ’em. Some hedge-fund lad from Wilmslow, 42 years old, made 180 million quid, pays himself two million a year in divvies. Used to pay about 38 % tax once his accountants had finished their dark arts. Now Labour wants 45 % on the lot, plus they’re comin’ for the unrealised gains on his company shares. He’s movin’ to Dubai next month.

      

      Interviewer says, “Don’t you feel you owe Britain something?”

      He laughs. “Mate, I already pay more tax in a year than your entire newsroom earns in a decade. I employ 180 people in Manchester. I’m not the one who spunked 12 billion on a track-and-trace app that didn’t work. I’m off.”

      And off he went. Took his family, his company HQ, his footy team season tickets, the lot. Dubai gave him a ten-year golden visa, zero income tax, and a villa with a garage bigger than my old street.

      He’s not alone. Half the Premiership owners are lookin’ at the exit. Tech founders, private-equity barons, even them dodgy Russian oligarchs who stuck around after the sanctions are thinkin’ “Fuck this, I’ll take my chances in Turkey.”

      The government’s response? “Good riddance. We’ll tax the super-rich until they bleed.” Except they don’t bleed, they just leave. And when they leave they take the jobs, the corporation tax, the VAT on their Bentleys, the school fees that keep private schools afloat so the rest of us don’t have to educate their horrible kids.

      Who’s left behind? Nurses livin’ in caravans (Chapter 4, remember?), pensioners choosin’ between heatin’ and eatin’, and a Treasury scratchin’ its head when the revenue drops off a cliff because the top 1 % used to pay 30 % of all income tax and now they’re sat on a beach in Jumeirah gettin’ a foot massage from someone called Svetlana.

      

      I don’t like the rich. Never have. Most of ’em are insufferable wankers who think Yorkshire’s “quaint” and call a brew “tea, one sugar, semi-skimmed, not too hot.” But even I can see the bleedin’ obvious: you can’t run a country by muggin’ the only people still prepared to create wealth in it.

      Reeves stands up in t’House, smug as you like: “We’re making the broadest shoulders carry the heaviest load.” Aye, love, and when those shoulders shrug and sod off to the Gulf, who’s carryin’ the load then? The lad on fifteen quid an hour fixin’ potholes? Deaf Derek with no legs? Good luck with that.

      

      I saw a stat the other day: Dubai’s British population has gone up 42 % in two years. There’s now more expat Brits in the UAE than there are in t’whole of bloody Barnsley. They’ve even opened a Waitrose in Dubai Marina. A Waitrose! That’s not homesickness, that’s a full-scale evacuation.

      Meanwhile back home the councils are whingein’ they can’t fix t’roads because “central government funding has been cut.” Funny that. Couldn’t be anything to do with the fact half the wealth creators have fucked off to a desert where the tax rate is written on the back of a postage stamp in biro: 0 %.

      Don’t get me wrong, I’m not cryin’ into me flat cap for some hedge-fund prick. But when the golden goose packs its Louis Vuitton suitcase and legs it, the rest of us are left starin’ at an empty nest and a tax bill the size of t’national debt.

      And the worst part? The politicians know it. They just don’t care. Because the people who vote for this shit are the ones who think “the rich” means anyone with a newer car than theirs. They’re cheerin’ as the lifeboats leave, not realisin’ the ship’s already sinkin’.

      Enjoy your moral victory, comrades. Hope it keeps you warm when the lights go out.

      

      Chapter 6 comin’: “The Great British Shrink & Starve, When a Freedo hits 35p and a Loaf’s Smaller them me Temper”

      

      Stick t’whisky somewhere safe. We’re headin’ into proper mental territory now.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      The Great British Shrink & Starve: When a Freddo Hits 35p and a Loaf’s Smaller Than Me Temper

      

      I went into t’Co-op last Thursday for me usual shop: pint o’ milk, loaf o’ bread, half-dozen eggs, packet o’ bacon, and a bar o’ Dairy Milk for t’grandbairns. Came out £28 lighter and with a carrier bag that looked like I’d nicked it off a Borrowers’ picnic.

      

      Bread first. Used to be Hovis Thick White, 800 g, £1.45. Now it’s 720 g (they knocked 80 g off and hoped nobody’d notice), price £1.85. That’s a 30 % price rise and a 10 % shrink for the same bloody barcode. I weighed it on t’scales when I got home. Lad at t’till looked at me like I were mad. I says, “Son, I’ve been buyin’ bread since it came in shillings. I know when I’m bein’ mugged.”

      Then the chocolate. Cadbury’s Dairy Milk. Used to be 200 g in t’purple wrapper. Now it’s 180 g, got more air gaps than actual chocolate, and it’s £2.25 unless it’s on offer at £1.75 (which makes the normal price look even more criminal). Freddo bars are 35 p now. Thirty-five pence for a frog the size of me thumbnail. I remember when they were 10 p and you got two for 15 p on a Friday if you smiled at t’newsagent’s wife. Kids today think a Freddo’s a luxury item. It’s a bleedin’ war crime.

      

      Bacon next. Packet said “20 % extra free” in big letters. Fine print: packet now 200 g instead of 250 g, so the “extra free” is actually 30 g less than the old normal packet. £4.10. Four pound ten for eight rashers! That’s more than fifty pence a rasher. I could buy a pig, raise it in t’back garden, slaughter it meself, and still have change for a packet o’ sage and onion.

      

      Eggs? Six large free-range used to be £1.60. Now £2.65 and the box is the same size but the eggs have shrunk. Honestly, they look like they come from a pigeon that’s been on a diet.

      And don’t even start me on crisps. Walkers Ready Salted: standard bag used to be 34.5 g, now 28 g in some packets, 25 g in others, price still £1.20 off offer or £2.70 for four on t’meal deal. You open one and it’s 60 % air and five crisps that’ve been stamped on by a hobnail boot. They call it “nitrogen flushed for freshness”. I call it takin’ the piss with extra gas.

      

      Shrinkflation’s the sneakiest con since t’government promised us £350 million a week for the NHS. They don’t put the price up outright (that’d cause a riot), they just quietly make everything smaller while keepin’ t’packet the same size so it still looks respectable on t’shelf. Toilet roll’s another beauty: used to be 240 sheets a roll, now 160 sheets and they’ve made the cardboard tube fatter so it looks chunky. Andrex are the worst offenders. Bunch o’ posh southern bastards laughin’ at us while we wipe our arses with what feels like greaseproof paper.

      

      Then you’ve got proper food inflation on top. Coffee: £6 for 200 g of own-brand instant. Coffee! Beans that grow on trees in Brazil, picked by some poor sod for two dollars a day, shipped halfway round t’world, and suddenly it’s beluga caviar money. Tin o’ Heinz beans: £1.40. Used to be 75 p two years ago. Tin hasn’t got any bigger. Beans haven’t started singin’ and dancin’. Just greed.

      Why’s it all gone up? They blame Ukraine, Brexit, bird flu, energy prices, CO2 shortages for fizzy drinks, Houthi rebels, El Niño, the phase o’ t’moon, anything except the actual truth: supermarkets and manufacturers saw a crisis and thought, “Result! Chance to stick an extra 40 % on everything and blame it on Putin.”

      Costco’s the only honest one left. They still sell a 2.5 kg block o’ Cheddar for twenty quid and a tray o’ 30 croissants for six quid. But you’ve got to drive 40 mile and take out a second mortgage for t’membership.

      

      Me mate Mad Maureen’s started buyin’ pet food. Not for a pet, mind. Tin o’ Butcher’s tripe mix is £1.10 for 400 g and it’s just meat and gravy. She has it on toast with brown sauce. Says it’s cheaper than corned beef and tastes better than half t’ready meals. She’s not wrong. I tried it last week when t’leccy ran out. Wasn’t half bad. Mind you, t’dog looked jealous.

      We’re the sixth-richest country on t’planet and old folk are eatin’ dog food because a packet o’ own-brand biscuits is four quid and a jar o’ coffee’s gone up 180 % in five years.

      Meanwhile the bosses at Nestlé, Unilever and Kraft Heinz are cryin’ all t’way to their bonus cheques. “Record profits, darlinks, but ve had to put prices up because of supply chain issues, ja?” Supply chain issues my hairy arse. The only chain is the one they’ve got us lot shackled to.

      

      I tell t’grandbairns, “When I were your age, ten bob got you a fish supper, a packet o’ ten Woodbines, a pint, and still change for t’bus home.” They think I’m makin’ it up. I’m not. I’m just old enough to remember when food didn’t require a bank loan.

      

      Chapter 7 comin’: “Net Zero – The Art of Freezin’ Your Arse Off While Payin’ £4,000 a Year for the Privilege”

      

      Hide what’s left o’ t’biscuits. At this rate they’ll be £9 a packet by Easter.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Eatin’ Rich Teas three at a time before they shrink again)

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      Net Zero: The Art of Freezin’ Your Bollocks Off While Payin’ £4,000 a Year for the Privilege

      

      Picture the scene: it’s January 2026, wind’s howlin’ round t’house like a banshee with PMT, temperature outside is minus two, inside it’s four degrees and droppin’. I’m sat in me kitchen wearin’ three jumpers, a balaclava, and two pairs o’ socks, breathin’ like Darth Vader on 40 Woodbines a day. Smart meter on t’side is spinnin’ faster than a politician’s excuse wheel.

      

      Current score on t’display:

      Standing charge: £1.14 (yes, a quid a day just for the joy of bein’ connected)

      Today’s usage so far: £9.40

      Time: 9:17 a.m.

      

      I’ve had one brew and boiled half a pan o’ water for pot noodles.

      That’s Britain’s brave new green future, lads. We’re savin’ the planet one frozen pensioner at a time.

      

      They told us wind and solar would make bills “dramatically lower”. Aye, dramatically lower than a snake’s arse after they’ve added every green levy known to man. My leccy bill’s got more extra charges than a Tory donor’s expenses claim:

      

      •	ECO levy

      •	Warm Home Discount (that I don’t qualify for cos I’m 37 pence over t’limit)

      •	Smart Export Guarantee (for all t’solar panels I can’t afford)

      •	Renewables Obligation

      •	Contracts for Difference

      •	Capacity Market bollocks

      •	And my personal favourite: “Social & Environmental Costs” – £187 a year to pay for insulation in other people’s houses while mine’s still got t’original 1970s draughts.

      

      Total green taxes and charges? £412 last year. That’s before I’ve used a single watt.

      

      Gas ain’t much better. Boiler’s on for two hours a day if I’m lucky. Rest o’ t’time I’m livin’ like t’bleedin’ Victorians: hot water bottle, candle, and a prayer that t’pipes don’t burst. British Gas sent me a letter sayin’ they’re “proud to be helpin’ Britain reach net zero by 2050”. I wrote back: “Proud to be helpin’ me reach t’grave by 2035, more like.”

      

      Meanwhile Ed Miliband (the man who looks like a supply teacher who’s lost control of Year 9) is on t’telly every five minutes tellin’ us Great British Energy is gonna slash bills. Great British Energy currently consists of one office in Glasgow, a logo that looks like a kid drew it in CDT, and a promise that by 2030 we’ll all be payin’ less. 2030! I’ll be 84, if I make it that far without dyin’ of hypothermia.

      

      They’ve banned new gas boilers from 2035. 2035! Most folk round here have boilers older than that already. Mine’s a 1986 Potterton that sounds like Concorde takin’ off and leaks like a Tory minister’s WhatsApps. They want me to replace it with a heat pump that costs fifteen grand, needs a hot-water tank the size of a Transit van, and won’t heat t’house if it drops below minus five (which it does every February). Oh, and you need cavity wall insulation, underfloor heating, and planning permission because the outdoor unit looks like a fuckin’ fridge on steroids.

      Where’s a workin’ man supposed to find fifteen grand? Sell a kidney? Only one bidder (t’NHS waiting list).

      And while we’re all shiverin’ in t’dark, what’s China doin’? Buildin’ two coal-fired power stations a week. India’s openin’ one every ten days. Germany’s burnin’ lignite (the dirtiest coal there is) because they shut their nukes and Putin turned t’tap off. But Britain? We’re shuttin’ perfectly good coal plants, payin’ Drax £800 million a year to burn wood pellets shipped from Canada, and callin’ it “renewable” because trees grow back in a hundred years. By which time we’ll all be dead o’ cold or bankruptcy.

      

      Offshore wind? Beautiful when it’s spinnin’. Shame it only spins 38 % of t’time. The other 62 % we’re payin’ French and Norwegian gas plants to keep t’lights on, at triple the price. National Grid’s got a scheme called “Demand Flexibility Service” – that’s posh for “we’ll pay you £3 a unit to turn your kettle off when t’wind stops blowin’.” Last winter I signed up. Got £11.40 for the entire season. Whoop-de-fuckin’-do.

      

      Best part: the energy companies are makin’ record profits again. Octopus, British Gas, Ovo (all of ’em postin’ pictures of their new eco-friendly HQs while sendin’ bailiffs round to fit prepayment meters in granny flats). They blame “global gas prices”. Funny how global gas prices only ever go up, never down, innit?

      I asked our local MP (some wet streak o’ nothin’ who got elected on a “green jobs” ticket) when bills are comin’ down. He started wafflin’ about “just transition” and “climate justice”. I says, “Son, the only transition I’m interested in is from frozen to thawed, and the only justice I want is not payin’ £4 a day standin’ charge to heat a house the size of a shoebox.”

      

      He gave me a leaflet about heat pumps and fucked off sharpish.

      So here we are: coldest winter in 14 years, bills highest in Europe, and we’re expected to clap like seals because we’re “world leaders in climate action”. Leaders in climate action and followers in energy poverty.

      

      Net Zero by 2050. Translation: Net Income Zero by 2030, Net Body Heat Zero by next Tuesday.

      Pass t’hot water bottle, love. And if anyone knocks sellin’ solar panels, tell ’em Big Bastard Bob’s got a 12-bore and a short temper.

      

      Chapter 8 comin’: “Sleaze Central: Labour’s 16-Shitshow in 14 Months - When “Change” Meant Changin’ the Guard for a Bunch o’ Dodgy Bastards”

      

      Wrap up warm. It’s only gettin’ colder.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Still breathin’. Just about.)

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      Sleaze Central: Labour's 16-Shitshow in 14 Months – When "Change" Meant Changin' the Guard for a Bunch o’ Dodgy Bastards

      

      I’ve seen some sights in me time: Thatcher strippin’ pits, Major’s cones hotline, Blair’s dodgy dossier that turned a desert into a twenty-year shitshow with a side order of “what the fuck have we done.” But this Labour lot? They’ve turned Westminster into a cross between a Carry On film and a police corruption inquiry. Sixteen scandals in fourteen months.  That’s more fuck-ups than I’ve had hot dinners since the war. And I’ve had a lot o’ hot dinners. They swept in on a broomstick o’ “integrity” and “zero tolerance for sleaze”, only to trip over their own greasy palms faster than a drunk uncle at a weddin’.

      

      Let’s start with the deputy herself, Angela Rayner. Remember her? The one with the fire in her belly and the tax bill in her knickers drawer? Back in July 2024, she were dodgin’ questions about sellin’ her ex-council house like it were musical chairs with the Revenue. “It’s a smear!”, she roared, while Starmer backed her like a loyal spaniel with a limp. Fast-forward to September 2025: turns out she underpaid stamp duty on that swanky £800,000 Hove flat by a few grand – enough to buy a small yacht or, y’know, a conscience.  Ethics adviser Laurie Magnus (posh name, posher verdict) says she breached the ministerial code, “highest standards” my arse. Rayner resigned as Deputy PM and Housing Secretary, penning a letter that read like a hostage note: “I take full responsibility... but it’s complicated, innit?”  Starmer reshuffled quicker than a croupier in Vegas, but the damage? Done. Public trust? In the toilet, circlin’ the plughole.

      

      And that’s just the opener. Here’s a quick butcher’s at the rest o’ the carnival o’ clowns – sixteen in fourteen months, like they’re collectin’ ’em for a set:

      

      1.	July 2024: Two-Child Benefit Rebellion – Backbenchers rebelled over keepin’ the cap that starves kids, exposin’ the “for the many” bollocks as “for the Treasury”.

      

      2.	August 2024: Starmer’s Freebies Fiasco – Keir and his missus hoover up £100,000 in donor perks: Taylor Swift tickets, racecourse days out, glasses o’ claret that cost more than me yearly leccy bill. “It’s declared!”, they cry. Aye, declared bankrupt o’ shame.

      

      3.	October 2024: Sue Gray’s Soppy Exit – Starmer’s lockdown-booze enforcer quits after a probe into her own civil service shindigs. Pot, kettle, black as t’pit.

      

      4.	October 2024: Mike Amesbury’s Assault Rap – MP jailed for punchin’ a bloke outside a pub, then quits the party. Labour’s “zero tolerance” apparently means zero tolerance for gettin’ caught.

      

      5.	November 2024: Lobbying Rows – Lords and ex-MPs floggin’ access like it’s eBay. One peer admits to “introducin’” donors for a fee. Cash for access? More like cash for arses on seats.

      6-10. Winter 2024/25 Clusterfuck: Winter fuel cuts for pensioners (me included – cheers, comrades), early prisoner releases (cos nothin’ says “tough on crime” like lettin’ burglars out early), tractor tax on farmers (tractor? More like tax to drive ’em to despair), employer NIC hikes that killed jobs faster than a kebab at 3 a.m., and the Rochdale by-election debacle where they hung their candidate out to dry over anti-Semitism rows.

      

      11-16. 2025’s Greatest Hits: Freebies round two (Rayner’s turn), asylum reform backlash (even their own side callin’ it heartless), betting scandal echoes from the Tories but with Labour twist (staffers gamblin’ on elections), Gaza peace plan blowback with Blair stickin’ his oar in, and two fresh ones in November alone: a minister caught lobbyin’ for Big Pharma mates, and another ethics probe into undeclared foreign jaunts. It’s like they’ve got a scandal generator in No. 10, set to “surprise me”.

      

      Trust? Eroded faster than me teeth after forty years o’ Embassy Regal. Polls say 60% o’ Brits reckon Labour’s as sleazy as the last lot – and that’s before breakfast. Starmer’s favourability? Plumbed new depths at -54% in November 2025, matchin’ Boris at his Partygate nadir – and that lad had confetti cannons.  Keir’s lookin’ like a man who’s just realised the “mission-led government” were code for “mission: impossible”.

      

      Whispers o’ leadership plots? Louder than a brass band in a phone box. November 2025 saw it all spill out: allies briefin’ against Health Secretary Wes Streeting, claimin’ he’s got 50 frontbenchers ready to resign in a “no confidence” stunt.  Streeting denies it, o’ course – “I’m loyal!”, he bleats, while Starmer’s camp circles the wagons like it’s the Alamo.  Pundits reckon the autumn budget’ll be the trigger: if Reeves hikes taxes again without a magic rabbit, it’s knives out by Christmas. “Judge me at the next election”, Starmer says, gazin’ into 2029 like it’s a lifeline.  Lad, by then you’ll be judged by history as the PM who turned “change” into “chump”.

      

      Even the Blair ghosts are hauntin’ the halls. Tony – still smooth as a baby’s arse and twice as slippery – piped up in April slaggin’ net-zero as “doomed to fail”, forcin’ No. 10 to drag him back by his ear like a naughty schoolboy.  Then in September, he’s meddlin’ in Gaza peace plans, drawin’ fire from Cabinet lefties who reckon he’s Trump’s new best mate.  Public warrin’? It’s Blair vs. the Blairites vs. the Corbynites vs. whoever’s left after the purge. Party’s less a united front, more a circular firin’ squad.

      

      The public? Seethin’. They voted for “zero tolerance” and got a free-for-all ethics probe buffet. “Hypocrites!”, they roar on X and in the pubs. “Same old sleaze, new red ties.” Starmer’s rhetoric rings hollow as a knocked-off Rolex – all shine, no substance. Folk like me, who held our noses and marked the cross anyway, feel proper mugged. Again.

      

      Labour came to drain the swamp. Instead, they’ve turned it into a hot tub party for the well-connected. And we’re payin’ the bill.

      

      Chapter 9 comin’: “Shut Up or We’ll Shut You Up: The Great British Protest Crackdown and the Death of Sayin’ Owt.”

      

      Pour a stiff one, flower. If this keeps up, we’ll need a liver transplant by Boxing Day.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Trustin’ politicians? Aye, and I’m off to buy a unicorn.)

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      Shut Up or We’ll Shut You Up: The Great British Protest Crackdown and the Death of Sayin’ Owt

      

      Remember when Britain used to brag about bein’ the “mother of parliaments” and havin’ free speech older than t’Magna Carta? Aye, well, that were before they decided the best way to protect democracy was to kettle it, film it, and nick anyone who shouted too loud.

      It started proper with the Public Order Act 2023 – Suella’s little love letter to the filth – and Labour didn’t just keep it, they doubled down like a pissed-up bouncer on overtime. Now you can get nicked for “causing serious annoyance”. Serious annoyance! I get seriously annoyed every time I open a utility bill, but apparently that’s fine – it’s only serious annoyance when you do it with a placard.

      They’ve rolled out live facial-recognition vans at every march that smells slightly left of centre. Just Stop Oil get their glue and paint nicked before they’ve left t’coach park. Palestine solidarity lot? Same treatment – 3,000 arrests since October 2023, half of ’em for nowt more than standin’ on a pavement with a flag. Meanwhile, far-right football lads can kick seven shades out o’ cops in Westminster and walk away with a caution and a pat on the back.

      

      The UN special rapporteur on freedom of assembly – some French woman with a clipboard – came over in 2025, took one look at the legislation and said Britain’s turnin’ into a “surveillance society” that’s “chilling peaceful protest”. Government response? Shrug, call her a woke busybody, and carry on fittin’ more cameras.

      I watched it meself last March in Leeds. Big Palestine march – 8,000 folk, families, old lads with zimmer frames, kids with homemade signs. West Yorkshire’s finest turned up mob-handed: drones overhead, forward-intelligence teams filmin’ everyone like it were bloody Nuremberg. One lass, 19-year-old student from Bradford Uni, got lifted for “breach of the peace” because her keffiyeh “might incite public disorder”. She were stood eatin’ a Greggs pasty at the time. Spent 14 hours in t’cells, missed her exams, now got a record. Meanwhile the EDL reboot can march through town centres with Union Jacks and “England till I die” banners and the coppers just form a polite escort.

      

      X is absolutely volcanic. Every weekend you’ve got videos of coppers wrestlin’ some 60-year-old Quaker woman to the ground for holdin’ a sign that says “Ceasefire Now”. Comments underneath:

      “Welcome to North Korea-on-Thames”

      “Thought we fought wars for this freedom?”

      “Labour’s mask slipped faster than a Tory’s trousers at a lockdown party”

      The hypocrisy stinks worse than a Hull trawlerman’s socks. They’ll let you say whatever you like online… until you say it in public, then it’s cuffs, conditions, and a criminal record. They’ll ignore 300,000 people marchin’ for Gaza, but if three Extinction Rebellion lads sit on a road for ten minutes it’s a national emergency and the full weight of the state comes down like Thor’s hammer.

      Even the judges are startin’ to squirm. High Court ruled in October 2025 that the latest “buffer zone” laws round abortion clinics (banning silent prayer within 150 metres) were “disproportionate” and “likely unlawful”. Government’s appealing, of course – can’t have grannies prayin’ quietly, might upset someone.

      

      And the new Online Safety Act? That’s the cherry on t’cake. Now the police can demand your social media history if you’ve ever been on a protest. Post “From the river to the sea” and suddenly you’re on a watchlist. Post a meme about Starmer lookin’ like a supply teacher who’s lost control of Year 9 and you’re gettin’ a knock at 6 a.m. from the “non-crime hate incident” squad.

      I said to our local bobby the other day (nice lad, went to school with me grandson): “What happened to policin’ by consent, son?”

      He just looked tired and muttered, “Orders from the top, Bob. We don’t make the rules, we just enforce ’em.”

      That’s the bit that really gets up me snout. They’re not protectin’ the public – they’re protectin’ the government from the public. Real grievances (food banks, NHS collapse, bills through t’roof, kids livin’ in mouldy flats) get ignored for years, but dare to march about it and suddenly you’re a domestic extremist who needs kettlin’, filmin’, and possibly fittin’ up.

      

      Free speech in 2025 Britain: you’re free to speak, as long as it’s in your own living room, at normal volume, with the curtains shut and your phone in a Faraday bag.

      

      Anything louder and the state’s got a van with your name on it.

      

      Chapter 10 comin’: “Tractorgeddon: How Labour Declared War on the Countryside and Got a Combine Harvester Up Its Jacksie”

      

      Turn t’telly off, love. Big Brother ain’t watchin’ any more – he’s got his own live feed and a pair o’ handcuffs with your name on.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Still allowed an opinion… for now)
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      Tractorgeddon: How Labour Declared War on the Countryside and Got a Combine Harvester Up Its Jacksie

      

      Picture the scene: November 2025, Westminster. The air stinks of diesel and righteous fury. Five thousand tractors (proper ones, not them toy John Deeres you see on Countryfile) have rolled into London like the countryside just declared independence. Horns blarin’, lights flashin’, mud still on t’tyres from actual fields. Farmers, wives, kids, even the dogs are wearin’ flat caps and lookin’ like they’ve come to burn the place down. And all because Rachel Reeves decided family farms are just another piggy bank to smash open.

      

      They call it the “family farm tax”. Officially it’s “closing the agricultural property relief loophole”. Translation: from April 2026, if your farm is worth more than a million quid (land, buildings, the lot), your kids’ll get slapped with 20 % inheritance tax on everything over that threshold. A 300-acre arable farm in Lincolnshire? Easily £4–5 million these days. That’s £600,000–£800,000 tax bill when Dad pops his clogs. Most farms don’t have that sort o’ cash lyin’ around – they’ve got it tied up in land, kit, and next year’s seed order. So the choices are: sell the farm to a pension fund, sell the farm to a solar developer, or sell the farm to some Russian oligarch who fancies playin’ at bein’ a gentleman farmer.

      

      Labour swore blind it’d only hit the “very largest estates”. Aye, and I’m the Queen o’ Sheba. The NFU reckon 70,000 family farms will be caught. That’s not “the richest landowners”, that’s ordinary blokes who’ve been workin’ the same soil since Cromwell were a lad. Grandad fought in Normandy, Dad fought the Ministry o’ Ag in the 70s, now the kids are fightin’ the taxman just to keep the name on the gate.

      The rage is biblical. Rural approval for Labour has gone from 28 % in July 2024 to 9 % now – lower than foot-and-mouth. X is a constant stream of drone footage showin’ convoys of Fendts and Massey Fergusons stretchin’ for miles, hashtags like #SaveBritishFarming and #TaxedOutOfExistence trendin’ harder than Taylor Swift’s latest boyfriend.

      One post sums it up:

      

      “Labour: we’re protecting wildlife and biodiversity!

      Also Labour: we’re taxing the people who actually manage 70 % of the countryside until they sell it to solar farms and warehouse developers. Genius.”

      They’re not wrong. One week Reeves is bleatin’ about rewilding and 30 % of land for nature by 2030, next week she’s makin’ sure that land gets flogged off to the highest bidder because the family can’t pay the tax. Hypocrisy so thick you could spread it on toast.

      The tractor protest were just the warm-up. They’re plannin’ a “go-slow” on every major road into London before Christmas. Milk tankers, beef lorries, grain wagons – the lot. One farmer from Devon told the Beeb: “If they want to tax our deaths, we’ll make damn sure the cities feel it while we’re still alive.” Another from Shropshire said he’s already had three offers from developers since the Budget – all cash, all anonymous, all ready to concrete over the fields his family have farmed for 400 years.

      

      Even the posh lot are ragin’. The CLA (Country Landowners’ Association – think Barbour jackets and Range Rovers) reckon it’ll raise £520 million a year. That’s less than the cost of one month’s interest on the national debt. So for the price of a couple o’ diversity officers in Whitehall, they’re wreckin’ rural communities, food security, and centuries of stewardship.

      Starmer keeps sayin’ “it’s only fair”. Fair my arse. Fair would be taxin’ the hedge-fund lads who bought half of Dorset for Airbnb money barns. Fair would be goin’ after the Amazon warehouse that pays less tax than my local chippy. But no, easier to kick a Yorkshire farmer in t’bollocks when he’s already on his knees from TB, input costs, and supermarkets payin’ less for milk than it costs to produce.

      

      I spoke to young Tom from up t’road – 32 years old, took over the family dairy after his dad dropped dead milkin’ at 58. 180 cows, 400 acres, been in t’family since 1892. He worked it out: when his mum goes, the tax bill’ll be £1.4 million. He’ll have to sell two-thirds o’ the land just to pay it. “That’s it, Bob,” he said, voice crackin’. “Six generations gone because some Islington accountant thinks a million quid is ‘wealthy’.”

      

      The countryside’s had enough. They’ve put up with subsidies cut, Brexit paperwork, cheap imports floodin’ in, now this. It’s not about money any more – it’s about survival. And when farmers say “enough is enough”, they don’t just write a stern letter. They bring 90 tons o’ John Deere to your front door and park it there till you listen.

      Labour wanted a war with rural Britain. They’ve bloody well got one.

      

      Chapter 11 comin’: “Council Tax – Payin’ Near Two Grand a Year so Darren the Bin Lad Can Chuck Thi Wheelie Bin About Like He’s Throwin’ Caber”

      

      Start savin’ for diesel, love. The tractors are comin’ back, and this time they’re not leavin’.

      

      Big Bastard Bob

      (Standin’ with the farmers. Always will.)
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      Council Tax – Payin’ Near Two Grand a Year so Darren the Bin Lad Can Chuck Thi Wheelie Bin About Like He’s Throwin’ Caber

      

      Come April tha gets a letter through t’letterbox that looks like Pablo Escobar’s done it on Canva. £1,900 (or £2,400 if tha lives in one o’ them la-di-da postcodes wi’ a little brown bin for carrot peelings and tea bags). All so tha can enjoy these five-star services:

      

      •	Black bin left festerin’ six week cos some jobsworth spotted “side waste” (that’s a carrier bag wi’ one crisp packet in it, tha fascist)

      •	A pothole outside thi house that’s now got its own ecosystem and a family o’ ducks livin’ in it

      •	Streetlights that come on when they feel like it – usually 3 a.m. when tha’s tryin’ to sleep, never when tha’s walkin’ home pissed

      •	The local library that shut in 2017 and reopened as “Cloudz Vape & CBD” where teenagers buy liquids called “Unicorn Sick”

      •	And the jewel in t’crown: Darren on t’bin wagon, who’s had a face like a slapped arse since Thatcher were a lass and hates thee personally cos tha once put a pizza box in t’wrong bin in 2019.

      Proper Yorkshire Ways to Pay Nowt (Or Next to Nowt)

      1.	Single-Occupier Discount – The “I’ve Got No Mates” Rebate

      2.	Tick box sayin’ tha lives on thi own. They knock 25% off.

      3.	Aye, it’s depressin’. Aye, thi goldfish doesn’t count. Celebrate thi £475 saving by eatin’ beans straight out t’tin while cryin’ to Radio 2.

      4.	Council Tax Reduction Scheme – The Beggin’ Letter Olympics

      5.	If tha’s on Universal Credit, JSA, or just generally reyt skint, fill in t’47-page form that asks what tha had for breakfast in 2009.

      6.	Tha might get nowt. Tha might get 100% off. Tha’ll definitely get a letter sayin’ “We’re very busy” which is council code for “Gerroff us backs, we’re countin’ paperclips.”

      7.	Move to a Band A Shit’ole

      8.	Same three-bed terrace, same risin’ damp, same view of a boarded-up pub, but £600 a year cheaper cos t’postcode’s where dreams go to die.

      9.	Downside: tha wakes up to a burnt-out Ford Focus on t’front lawn every other Tuesday. Upside: council tax tha can actually afford.

      10.	The “We’re Movin’ House” Con

      11.	Ring t’council 30th March: “Aye love, sellin’ up, movin’ out tomorrow, ta-ra.”

      12.	They cancel thi bill faster than tha can say “repossession order.”

      13.	Then just… don’t move. Six months later when they twig, do it again.

      14.	(Not strictly legal, but neither is chargin’ folk £180 a month to fill potholes wi’ cold chips and hope.)

      15.	The Student House Dodge

      16.	Know any lads still at uni? Get thi name slapped on t’tenancy agreement of a house that reeks of damp and weed. Four students = full exemption.

      17.	Tha never sets foot in t’place, just get Royal Mail redirect. Council tax: £0. Self-respect: also £0. Worth it.

      The Nuclear Option – Just Tell ‘Em to Stick It

      •	Month 6: red letters

      •	Month 12: grumpy bloke wi’ clipboard and a lanyard

      •	Month 18: court order

      •	Month 19: tha moves three streets away, changes name to “Dave Smith” (there’s 4,000 of ‘em, they’ll never find thee), and starts again. New bean tin opener, new life.

      Golden Yorkshire Rule of Council Tax

      Tha’s not payin’ for services, lad.

      Tha’s payin’ protection money so Darren doesn’t “accidentally” empty thi bin into t’cut instead o’ t’wagon, then reverse over thi cat for a laugh.

      Every quid tha dodges is another pint in t’pub and another “up yours” to the council office full o’ folk earnin’ fifty grand a year to lose thi forms.

      Now gerroff t’sofa, ring ‘em up, and tell ‘em tha’s a single occupier who’s movin’ to a student hovel in Band A next week.

      And when Darren next gives thee evils on bin day, just smile sweetly, tap thi pocket and mouth:

      “Band A, soft lad. Band A.”

      Then leg it before he lamps thee wi’ thi own wheelie bin.

      Champion.
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