
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Crisis on a Biscuit 

––––––––

How Britain Went from Empire to Empire State of Total Bastard Collapse


By Big Bastard Bob

Introduction – 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.
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BIG BASTARD BOB

November 2025

Still standin’. Just.
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Chapter 1 – The Day the Country Ran Out o’ Coppers (Both Kinds)
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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.”
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