
 
 

Take The Power Back 
 

FUCK THE ELDERS 

 
 

The Worker’s Song (Handful Of Earth) 
(written by Ed Pickford) 

 
This one’s for the workers who toil night and day 

By hand and by brain, to earn your pay 
For centuries long past for no more than your bread 
Have bled for your countries and counted your dead 
In the factories and mills, in the shipyards and mines 

We’ve often been told to keep up with the times 
For our skills are not needed, they’ve streamlined the job 

And with slide rule and stopwatch, our pride they have robbed 
 

Chorus 
We’re the first ones to starve, we’re the first ones to die 

The first ones in line for that pie in the sky 
And we’re always the last when the cream is shared out 

For the worker is working when the fat cat’s about 
 

And when the sky darkens and the prospect is war 
Who’s given the gun and then pushed to the fore 

And expected to die for the land of our birth 
Though we’ve never owned one lousy handful of earth 

And all of these things that the worker has done 
From tilling the fields to carrying the gun 

We’ve been yoked to the plow since time first began 
And always expected to carry the can 



I AM CASSIDY, 
I FUCKING ROCK. 

 
You know what, this world sucks.  I’m so sick 
and fed up of politics and back-stabbing.  
Why does it have to be this way?  Why do so 
many fukkers have to fuck it all up for the rest 
of us? You know, I’m not after peace and 
fucking happiness and freedom for all, man 
that’d be too fucking boring without the odd 
fight, but you know, its just there’s so many 
fukkers out there who’s main reason seems to 
be to piss off everyone else.  You ask me why 
I’m here, its to have a fucking good time, and 
do my best to drag as many people through 
that good time with me as I can, watch there 
backs and help them put a fucking smile on 
there faces.  Then there’s these fuck faces who 
seem to be only here to piss on people from a 
great height.  Well FUCK YOU!  You want to 
be a fukker, I’m gonna rip your fucking head 
off you cock-sucker, then I’ll get my mortal 
buddy to shit down your throat. 

YOU SUCK, 
I RULE 

 
What is power?  The ability to trample on 
others?  Many people seem to think so, and 
use it as such to put them on top of a system 
built on the corpses of the little man.  But the 
little man has power; he just has to realise it.  
Take your most bad ass vamp you can find, 
and then send a hunner little guys after him.  
Find him in his haven before he can get up, 
and they can nibble him to death.  That’s what 
your afraid of, isn’t it you old elder fucks.  
You’re scared that we’re gonna realise that 
and come for you, so you play your games and 
keep us wrapped up in the sanitised Camarilla.  
Do you get kicks outta it, or are you just so 
fucking petrified that you might meet the 
reaper after keeping away from him for so 
long?  Everything ends mother fuckers, you, 
me, the Camarilla, it all comes crashing down 
eventually, no matter what you do, cos 
ultimately, you mean fuck all. 


