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Foreword
In the past, the period leading up to Christmas was regarded as a serious time of reflection. The Advent season was a solemn reminder of the coming of God in judgement and mercy. In modern Britain, however, Advent is mainly associated with the Advent calendar – complete with a chocolate for each day.
An anthropologist from Mars visiting planet Earth could be forgiven for thinking that the Christmas season was a celebration of its own peculiar god, whose name is Father Christmas or Santa Claus. This deity turns out to be the god of money who presides over the Christmas festivities in one of his most popular forms, the Christmas present, or the commodity. The result of this change of emphasis is all too frequently not so much joy as worry, financial anxiety and a unique loneliness felt on this most family of festivals.

The Subversive Christmas Songsheet is a good-humoured but satirical response to the excessive consumption which is for many of us the main feature of Christmas. The songs draw attention to the creation of debt; they ridicule the banks, the credit card managers and other money gods; they draw contrasts between the hope and joy of the real Christmas and the parody of it created by the financial system working on human desire. Many of the best-loved carols are given an irreverent and slightly cheeky twist. The songs may be amusing but the underlying message is of protest and a call to repentance.
The subversive carols are sung in Birmingham city centre in December every year by staff and students from The Queen's Foundation for Ecumenical Theological Education in Birmingham, England. Although the songsheet is copyright to the Queen’s Foundation and is not to be reproduced for commercial purposes, any local church group is welcome to use it. Local references may be introduced and the words may be adapted to suit local conditions. All we ask is that as you sing these songs you do so with gusto and in the spirit of tolerance, and that beneath the satire you call to mind the real peace and joy of Christmas. 

Mark Earey and John Hull

The Queen’s Foundation, Somerset Road, Birmingham B15 2QH – www.queens.ac.uk 

	1. Away in a sweatshop

(Tune: Away in a Manger)

Away in a sweatshop, 
a pittance for pay,

are children like ours, 
who slave night and day.

The bosses above them 
look down where they are,

the world's poorest children, 
with no Christmas star.

No presents, no Santa, 
no parties, no cake,

Just long hours of working, 
our bargains to make.

No playtime, no schooling, 
no medical care -

for these sweatshop children 
there's nothing that's fair.

Be near me, cheap clothing, 
I ask thee to stay.

Don't charge me fair prices 
or give them fair pay.

Bless all sweatshop workers 
at Christmas this year,

but don't ask hard questions 
about all my gear.

Mark Earey

2. Bankers from the realms of money

(Tune: Angels from the Realms of Glory)

Bankers from the realms of money

Wing your way over all the earth 

We don’t find it very funny

Finding out what you are worth.

Don’t rob the people!

Don’t rob the people! 

Don’t rob the people all the time

Just remember justice.

By your laptops still abiding

Watching o’er your gains by night

We the people are deciding

That it’s time you put it right

Don’t rob the people!

Don’t rob the people!

Don’t rob the people all the time!

Just remember justice.


	Hedge funds! Leave your contemplation!

Brighter visions you may see.

Seek the welfare of the nation,

Plunged in deep austerity.

Don’t rob the people!

Don’t rob the people!

Don’t rob the people anymore!

Turn to God and justice!

John M Hull

3. Consumer wonderland 

(Tune: Winter Wonderland) 
TV's on / are you watching?
See the goods / that they’re hawking.
One more thing you need
to make life complete:
Welcome to Consumer Wonderland. 

At the centre we can go out shopping
and buy lots of stuff we can't afford.
We'll have lots of fun with all our new toys
until we realize that we're still bored.

When you shop / ain't it thrilling?
that’s until / you get the billing
though it broke long ago / the money’s still owed.
Welcome to Consumer Wonderland.

Adapted from www.buynothing.christmas.org,
- original lyrics by Erica Avery


	4. Frosty the Euro

(Tune: Frosty the Snowman)

Frosty the Euro was a happy currency

With his Deutschmark head 

and his drachma tail

He was firm as firm could be

Frosty the Euro was a fairy tale you know

But the bankers got him in their grip

And he’s melting into snow

There must have been some profit 

in that funny Euro note

But we the people have to pay

To keep the thing afloat!

Oh!  Frosty the Euro had a happy little friend

Called the UK pound but now we’ve found

We got nothing left to spend! Hoi!

John M. Hull
5. I’m dreaming of a just Christmas
(Tune: White Christmas)

I’m dreaming of a just Christmas,

just like those old-time prophets say:

Long-range missiles banished

and all fear vanished;

the world looks forward to that day.

I’m dreaming of a just Christmas,

the prophets say that come it must.

All your weapons will turn to rust!

So let all our Christmases be just.

John Hull and Mark Earey


	6. It says upon the tax returns

(Tune: It Came Upon a Midnight Clear)
It says upon the tax returns,

Of multinational chains,

That zero percent tax was paid

Despite their massive gains

And though we'll spend an awful lot

On Christmas gifts and grub,

The stores will send their profits to

An offshore banking hub

And there those profits they will sit,

Not getting taxed a cent,

The companies won't pay their share

No matter what we've spent

When countries all around the world

Get less tax revenues

The richest pocket every pound

And the poorest always lose

For lo! the days are hastening on,

By charities foretold

When due to ever mounting debt

Economies will fold

So always check who pays their tax

And who takes it offshore

For when tax dodgers all pay less,

We end up paying more!

Matt Jones




	7. O come, heavy laden

(Tune: O Come All Ye Faithful)

O come, heavy laden

shoppers to the Bullring

Come ye, O come ye, to Birmingham.

Spend to the limit

of your hard-earned wages.

O see how we ignore him,

O see how we ignore him,

O see how we ignore him,

Christ ignored.

See how the shoppers,

hurry to the bargains,

asking no questions, 

about cheap goods they buy.

Who pays the price, 

child labour, sweat shop wages?
O see how we ignore him,

O see how we ignore him,

O see how we ignore him,

Christ ignored.

Ring rows of cash tills,

ring in exploitation,

thrill the executives in board rooms above.

Is this the reason

for this costly season?

O see how we ignore him,

O see how we ignore him,

O see how we ignore him,

Christ ignored.
Mark Earey

8. O little town of Birmingham

O little town of Birmingham,

how still we see thee lie.

Above thy clubs and many pubs

the silent stars go by

But in thy still street walketh 

the homeless refugee.

The hopes and fears of many years 

are met tonight in thee.

	How noisily, how noisily 

the many gifts are given.

But frightened strangers find no place,

who from their homes are driven.

No ear may hear the weeping, 

but in this town today,

while clubs abound, 

and gifts are found,

we spend and look away.

John Hull and Mark Earey
9. Oh listen now to Robin Hood

(Tune: God Rest Ye Merry Gentleman)

Oh listen now to Robin Hood,

what tales he has to share, 

about a tax to help the poor

and one that will be fair.

Yet in the world of high finance 

the bankers just don’t care.

O-oh Robin your tax will bring us joy,

bring us joy,

O-oh Robin Hood your tax will bring us joy.

For greed is born of selfishness

and fails to do what’s right.

Financial sectors hold the key

but fail to see the light.

O Governments together now

just pull your fingers out

O-oh Robin your tax will bring us joy,

bring us joy,

O-oh Robin Hood your tax will bring us joy.

David Hollingsworth, Mark Earey & John M Hull







	10. Profits here, profits there

(Tune: ‘Jingle bells’)

Profits here, profits there, 
profits everywhere 
Christmas time is funny 
we smell money in the air. 
Advertise, glamorize, 
honesty is rare; 
Someone’s making Christmas time
a businesslike affair. 


We’re falling for the lies 
and dashing to the stores 
All the prices rise,
how the money pours.
If they don’t keep us quiet 
and watching on TV 
we might spot hypocrisy, 
then where would business be? 
    Chorus 

They tell us how to think 
and tell us what to try, 
What to eat and drink 
to make the season fly. 
And if their plan succeeds, 
when Christmas-time is nigh, 
instead of seeking love and peace 
we'll hunt for gifts to buy.

Chorus
Adapted from www.buynothing.christmas.org
11. Slow down ye frantic shoppers

(Tune: God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen)

Slow down ye frantic shoppers 
for there's something we must say: 
Big business has been telling us 
what Christmas means today.

But we believe there’s more to life
than how much you can pay: 

Now it's time we decided for ourselves, 
for ourselves 
Yes it's time we decided for ourselves. 


To some folks Christmas means a time 
for gathering with friends 
And enemies might take it as 
a time to make amends
	But TV says it's time for pricey gifts 
and selfish ends:
    Now it's time…

Some people feel that Christmas 
is when Jesus makes a call 
For others it's a time to stress 
good will and peace to all 
But advertisers tell us it means 
Santa's at the mall:
    Now it's time…

Adapted from www.buynothing.christmas.org
12. The lolly and the gravy 

(To the tune of The Holly and the Ivy)

O the lolly and the gravy,

With their snouts deep in the trough,

senior bankers make their money -

but it never seems enough!

Oh the rising of the FTSE

and the fixing of Libor.

Seems the rich are getting richer

and the poor are staying poor.

For the traders make a bonus,

sweet for them, although it stinks;

As there seems to be no onus

that performance must be linked!

Oh the rising of the FTSE…

For the lolly has a texture

That will grease a thousand palms

It may lead you to invest your

Savings into trade in arms.

Oh the rising of the FTSE…

Now the gravy has a feature 

that is kind of neat and slick,

For if someone starts to quiz yer’

there is nothing ever sticks.

Oh the rising of the FTSE…

So we sing of inside trading

and the money market crash 

With the speculators raiding  

all your very hard-earned cash!

Oh the rising of the FTSE…

Andy McCosh


	13. Uh oh we’re in the red, dear

(Tune: ‘Rudolph the red-nose reindeer’) 


Uh oh we're in the red, dear!
On our credit card it shows.
Christmas has not arrived yet, 
but the debit line still grows. 
Shopping until we drop will 
send our budget up in flames,
but all our Christmas spirit 
helps the giant retail chains. 

I'm so foggy Christmas Eve, 
wondering how we'll pay? 
Christmas doesn't seem so bright, 
when our finances are tight.

So here's a plan for next year:
Let's forget the shopping spree. 
Let's give a gift of love, so 
all our Christmas gifts are free. 

Adapted from www.buynothing.christmas.org
14. While shoppers shopped

(Tune: ‘While shepherds watched their flocks by night’)

While shoppers shopped by day and night

all wondering how to pay,

a mighty credit card appeared

and said ‘I’m yours today’.

‘Fear not!’ it said, for awful dread

had seized their troubled thought,

‘Get what you want and later on

You’ll pay for what you’ve bought’.

Thus spoke the credit card and then

appeared a great big crowd

of bankers watching from on high

whilst laughing out aloud.

‘All glory be to interest rates

of thirty-six per cent.

Let people work the whole year round

to pay back what we’ve lent’.

John M Hull
	


