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London Leap London Leap: Just Transition Values

showing us that frontline workers are the backbone of 
society’s survival not CEOs. 

For decades we have witnessed extractive economies put 
the political elite and corporations before people, and it 
is assumed this is the only way in which the economy can 
function. Nothing highlights this better than the 
Government’s unacceptably slow response to the 
COVID-19 crisis in order to safe-guard the economy at the 
expense of thousands of lives. And these lives are our lives. 

They are the lives of working-class communities of colour, 
and the many other marginalised communities that exist in 
our beautiful city. Workers and communities that have been 
wrangled through the austerity machine, surviving through 
wage stagnation and seeking home in a hostile housing 
market are the same people that have kept London running. 
Without them, there is no London. This was true before 
COVID-19 and will continue to be the case in the face of 
economic and political challenges that present themselves 
through climate breakdown. 

Service industry workers are risking their lives at the front 
line of the crisis, we are losing our most creative minds in 
the culture sector, sex workers are being left desitute from 
a loss of clients, people are being forced to self 
isolate with their abusers, incarcerated people face systemic 
medical neglect. This pandemic has only exacerbated this 
maltreatment. 

Together, we are imagining a city that enables a healthy mind, 
body and environment for individuals and communities. We 
believe another London is possible, where people don’t just 
survive, but where communities and the environment can 
thrive. In building London back up, tackling climate 
breakdown cannot be put on the backburner and must be, 
with the lessons from the COVID-19 crisis, front and center 
in informing how we move forward. We see this as a chance 
to move our economy away from competition and towards 
cooperation, from hoarding of wealth towards 
redistribution and reparation. 

London is a focal point for the global economy, having 

for centuries. It must be a centre for systemic change 

with local change. 

This document begins the work of identifying what values 
should underpin a just recovery, and provides a framework 
for this transition to emerge. In the coming months, aligned 
with the following values, we will be developing policies that 
could be adopted by London councils and the Greater 
London Authority.

Recovering from the COVID-19 crisis and meeting the 
challenge of climate breakdown are two parts of the same 
strategy. For London, this will undoubtedly require us to 
transition away from its historical roots in extraction and 
exploitation, and move it towards equity and justice. 

For this, we will need to uproot the logic that underpins 
our current economic system, and identify a more inclusive 
way to organise society. Right now plans are being drawn 
up, resources are being pooled and policies are being 
formulated by governments and corporations to respond 
to the outbreak. 

Similarly to respond to climate breakdown, efforts will only 
succeed if we address the deep inequalities and imbalance 
of power that impacts this city. London can only hope to 
transition towards an equitable and sustainable future once 
these elements are recognised. 

That is why Platform, through the London Leap project, has 
been working with community campaigners and organisers 
across London to map out  and vision what a transition for 
all of us could look like, putting those most vulnerable at 
the heart of this process.

London is a city of both great possibility and struggle, it is 
ordinary people who live and work in the city, who feel the 
blunt impacts made by a few. We are the ones who make 
this city a place where hope can be nurtured and restored, 
that bring together over 250 different languages and 
thousands of cultures.

But London is also a place where local businesses are 
systematically being replaced  by chain stores, and social 

incredibly high rents, tyrant landlords and many of us
trapped in temporary accommodation. Our families are 
dying or becoming ill from air pollution. 

We struggle through insecure work contracts and 
precarious tenancies. We live in food deserts, unable to 
access healthy foods and an increasing number of 
families are in in-work poverty. These realities are not 
inevitable;they are a consequence of political design. 

The Covid-19 pandemic like climate breakdown has forced 

A dysfunctional economic system has enabled the planet 

marginalised communities as  disposable byproducts of the 
economy.  The  exploitation of our essential workers that 
capitalism relies on has been a devastating reality  lived by 
so many and yet invisible to those privileged few.  But this 
pandemic has removed this veil around our economy 

After the COVID-19 crisis, communities are going to need to 

wealth that exists in The City. Wealth inequality preys on our 

communities health on a daily basis. Unlike the response to the 

out corporations and enforcing austerity on public services. 

The past decade has been responsible for increased inequalities and 

stalling life expectancy. We need new and alternative answers. We 

communities and works towards the shared ownership of wealth 

and power that exists here. 

A just recovery has to start by prioritising those who have been 

and class oppression in London. We can do this by centering and 

enabling their collective vision.

We must place workers and frontline communities at the center 

of how we redesign our future and that begins with asking them 

what their needs are, and how we can meet them.  Let’s be clear, no 

worker, individual or family should be left behind in the 

post-COVID climate justice transition. To ensure this, we must also 

separation of ‘work’ and ‘home’. This separation has enabled labour 

in our homes and our communities to be made invisible and 

consequently uncompensated. We must change this in the process 

of our just transition. 

In transforming our economy we must recognise the work that 

happens when friends and family members act as carers, child care 

providers and social support. We know now through the need for 

Mutual-Aid networks during the COVID-cisis that care networks 

are a fundamental and valuable part of the ecosystem that keeps 

society moving.

Transition and transform London 
through a just recovery 

and communities most impacted 



It’s a myth that we all have choices in the current system. A wealthy 

few are offered true freedom and thereby have real civic agency, 

while many are left with the little access to it. Only through 

enabling spaces that create collective solutions, such as unions to 

citizens assemblies, will we ensure everyone is able to build 

ownership and control over their own lives. 

These ideas live through community ownership models like co-ops, 

Community Land Trusts, local food ecosystems, and community run 

energy. Variations of these community models have existed for 

centuries, and bring democratic processes to life, enabling  

individuals and communities to build collective power and 

self-determine.

accommodate all people. Redevelopments are accelerating 

low-income communities into polluted corners of our city. Many 

Londoners are disempowered and disabled because of the way the 

city is being designed. There is a responsibility to change this, by 

centering all infrastructure projects towards a purpose of 

community wealth and wellbeing. 

We believe in a future where the wisdom of local communities is 

recognised, so that we may see co-designed local and City-wide 

plans. People and communities should have what they need 

available to them on their doorstep. A thriving local economy 

includes high streets which are busy with local businesses that 

provide all our needs, from fresh produce to health services to 

community centers, all whilst strengthening intergenerational 

social relationships. 

Enabling self-determination 

London for living

London has a historic responsibility to respond to the climate 

breakdown. The corporations housed in the City of London 

produce 14% of global emissions. They use our city’s reputation to 

commit human rights abuses and plunge Global South communities 

into escalated and multiple crises. 

This city is hailed for being a place of great diversity in people and 

cultures, bringing folks from around the world together. London’s 

industrialisation was resourced through wealth built off the backs 

of generations of migrant communities such as the Windrush 

generation. Migrant communities who were invited here are the 

same people that  built this city and run services such as the NHS. 

Moreover, In any meaningful transition, the experience of 

undocumented migrants’ in London must  be considered in this 

historical context and therefore the impact of the hostile 

environment that they are often inhumanely forced into must be 

dismantled.

Internationalism & solidarity

We’ve invisiblised the work of elders and previous generations. To 

know where we can go, we have to know where we have been. 

For cities, countries and the world’s future generations to inherit 

healthy and full lives, we must honour the wisdom that has sustained 

the ecosystems of the planet for generations. Integrating ancestral 

of the world’s bio biodiversity. Knowledge from elders, indigenous 

folk and frontline communities hold the keys to organising a just 

economy that works harmoniously with the community and planet. 

In building for an economic democracy and undergoing a just 

transition, we must cite their work, and uplift their voices.
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Farzana Khan, Facilitator 

Zahra Dalilah, Facilitator 

Fikir Assefa, Event manager 

Tamara-Jade Kaz, Live Illustration

Dhelia Snoussi, Photographer 

Guppi Bola, Editor 

Misbah Anjum-James, Designer 

Switched on London

Zahra Bei, No More Exclusions 

Ruth London, Fuel Poverty Action 

Alexa Waud, Fuel Poverty Action

Ameen Kamlana, NHS/GP

Leslie Barsonm, Granville Community Centre 

Belmiro Matos da Costa, Advocacy Academy 

Liz Ward, Advocacy Academy 

Calum Green, London Community Land Trust 

Bethan Lant, London Community Land Trust 

Josina Calliste, Land in Our Names 

Fliss Premru, TSSA & RMT unions member

Gaby Jeliazkov, United Voices of The World

Mona Bani, May Project Gardens

Ian Solomon-Kawall, May Project Gardens

Roshini Thamotheram, Women’s Environmental 
Network

Deirdre Woods, Granville Community Kitchen

Kieran Kirkwood, Wretched of The Earth

Amina Gichinga, London Renters Union

Dan Barron, PEACH 

Harry Gay, The Outside Project 

John Stewart, HACAN East

Sonia Adesara, Docs not Cops

Bryony Hopkinshaw, Docs not Cops 

The London Leap participants: 

5



London LEAP Commissioned Art:  
Transitioning through culture 

Platform through the London Leap project worked with grassroots groups, community organisers 

and campaigners to develop values that should underpin our journey towards an equitable and just 

London that works for people and planet. We asked artists and writers to produce pieces inspired  

by the document we co-produced called “London LEAP: Just Transition Values”

In this document you will find: 

i. 3 key extracts from the London Leap: Just Transition Values document that offer  

context for the art work

ii. LEAP: A short story by Ama Josephine Budge 

iii. Community in the transition for who? Photography by Dhelia Snousi,  

poetry by Joshua Virasmi 

iv. Seeds of Change by Jacob V Joyce   

platformlondon.org

https://platformlondon-org.exactdn.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/06/London-Leap-values.pdf
https://platformlondon.org/%20


Here are three extracts from the  

London Leap: Just Transition Values document:

“Recovering from the COVID-19 crisis and meeting the challenge of climate breakdown are two parts of 

the same strategy. For London, this will undoubtedly require us to transition away from its historical roots 

in extraction and exploitation, and move it towards equity and justice. For this, we will need to uproot the 

logic that underpins our current economic system, and identify a more inclusive way to organise society. 

Right now plans are being drawn up, resources are being pooled and policies are being formulated by 

governments and corporations to respond to the outbreak. Similarly to respond to climate breakdown, 

efforts will only succeed if we address the deep inequalities and imbalance of power that impacts this  

city. London can only hope to transition towards an equitable and sustainable future once these  

elements are recognised”.

“The Covid-19 pandemic like climate breakdown has forced the world to see behind the veil of “profit at 

any cost”. A dysfunctional economic system has enabled the planet to burn in the pursuit of profits for 

oil barons and used marginalised communities as disposable byproducts of the economy. The exploitation 

of our essential workers that capitalism relies on has been a devastating reality lived by so many and yet 

invisible to those privileged few. But this pandemic has removed this veil around our economy showing us 

that frontline workers are the backbone of society’s survival not CEOs”. 

“Together, we are imagining a city that enables a healthy mind, body and environment for individuals 

and communities. We believe another London is possible, where people don’t just survive, but where 

communities and the environment can thrive. In building London back up, tackling climate breakdown 

cannot be put on the backburner and must be, with the lessons from the COVID-19 crisis, front and 

center in informing how we move forward. We see this as a chance to move our economy away from 

competition and towards cooperation, from hoarding of wealth towards redistribution and reparation”.

Head over to the Platform website for the full document. 

We believe art and creativity is central to ushering in change for the long term. That’s why we’re 

grateful to the artists who have taken the time to contribute to the London Leap project. Please 

take your time and get to know each piece and please follow and support the work of each artist. 

https://platformlondon-org.exactdn.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/06/London-Leap-values.pdf


Leap 
Short story by Ama Josephine Budge 

Alaya’s foot was quivering minutely. Barely noticeable. The flaky skin under her bitten-to-the-quick 

fingernails itched in anticipation as she waited. Perched on the very edge of the woven bamboo 

bench outside the People’s Justice Assembly, she read and re-read the entrance sign, trying to calm 

down. It was written out in English, Arabic, Hindi, Mandarin, Yoruba, French, Spanish and Italian, 

looking a bit ridiculous as well as reassuringly familiar. Alaya could feel the Peaceway fountain’s 

mist clinging to eyelashes and stray whisps of hair that had escaped her bright blue headscarf. 

Blue for luck. Blue like water. Water is life, her grandmother used to say, one of the only times she 

spoke in English despite being fluent. She refused to speak the colonial language after her second 

husband, Alaya’s grandfather, died of early onset emphysema, just like the first one had. Blue had 

been Ahmed’s favourite colour, before he became too old for things like favourites, and goofy 

smiles, and papa’s jokes, and snuggle time with Alaya when the smog pressed down so thick they 

didn’t see a sunrise for days. Her breath caught uncomfortably, her foot fidgeted harder and  

she looked around for a distraction. 

The rainwater fountains had been installed to counteract the dry humidity of New London’s 

central pedestrian walkways, and to accommodate the needs of its latest inhabitants: over two 

million seedlings that tumbled abundantly from every lamppost, down the side of every building, 

rimming the rooftops like raised eyebrows or a low-hanging clouds tinged green, brown  

and white. 

The Transition had been slower at home of course, the back-end of un-gentrified Hackney most 

likely wouldn’t even have been on the list of priority rehabilitation sites if Alaya’s mother hadn’t 

headed the central lobbying committee. Alaya was very grateful for all the work her mother’s 

generation had done to push through this unprecedented shift in the city’s trajectory, but, well, the 

Transition had been slower at home. That’s why she was here, after all. When the last right wing 

prime minister finally abandoned the city and fled to his seventh home in Tenerife to “regroup”, 

leaving a rather pathetic “New Left” MP to officially surrender the city to the people, they had 

left behind a not insignificant number of discontented thugs. That’s what her girlfriend, Fati 

called them, it was one of the nicer names she’d heard. Unofficial government lackeys, ex-police 

who’d refused to surrender their weapons, or their “duties” when the force was disbanded, EDL 

groupies, or just poor angry kids who wanted change too, but not courtesy of coloureds and 

queers. Not at the expense of the little superiority they felt they had left. 

Alaya sighed. She hated that she had to be here, why was it taking so long for them to get to her 

when everyone else involved had been seen that morning? She just wanted it over with so she 

could get on with her life. Wasn’t that the whole point of the dream made-manifest all around her: 

a city so many had fought for, and more than a few people had died for, to be able to forge a new 

future, a new world? Even if it started right here, in little old England, in big New London?

Obviously uprooted peoples from across the country and the rest of Europe had been sending 

in residency request applications from the moment independence was granted, or just turning 

up on the doorstep. Its made trade and border negotiations with the rest of England ten times 

harder Fati reported back from her shifts at the Centre for Independence Administration, which 

was a crap name for an incredibly exciting place to work. The C.I.A – pun intended - was where 

the formations of their new state were literally being forged and debated every day. Anyone could 

watch or take part. Alaya had been every week for the first few years, before… Back when she 

could sleep a whole night through without waking up in a sweat every time a fox knocked over a 

bin, or an early-hours greentender checked on the hives on the corner. Before the Saint George’s 

Cross appeared on their front door overnight pinned into to the peeling wood with Ahmed’s 

chain dangly limply from the screw. Her breath caught again, and for a moment she couldn’t 

exhale the carbon dioxide searing viciously up her oesophagus. A family passed – the youngest 

child screaming from inside her solar powered wheelchair. She breathed. 



Alaya had been at the C.I.A assembly when the heavily disputed push to grant instant residency 

status to all active “immigration cases” (they didn’t call them that anymore), and every person held 

in detention across the country was pushed through. Except for people with violent or predatory 

histories – either inflicted or experienced. They had to go through a closely facilitated healing 

justice process just like anybody else. That had set precedence for the abolitionist faction to sweep 

the floor with the detention reformists several months later. Many of those reformists, Alaya had 

actually studied with one of their forewomen, were the only one’s who’d managed to broker a 

successful divestment plan with the big bankers and economists of the City Centre though, so they 

held a lot of clout in public meetings. The City Centre – a strange no-mans-land between Liverpool 

Street and Mansion House – had been the only significant compromise of their independence, but it 

was worth it: the White Collar Tax was still the only sustainable strategy for funding the transitional 

process. 

The porous skin of the city – what was us and what was not, remained an unresolved conversation 

Alaya knew, but, her mother insisted that by distributing labour and rehabilitating hundreds of 

abandoned neighbourhoods with the knew – all eat, all sleep, all thrive initiatives - they could 

take everyone in who wanted to come for a good while yet. She for one was happy with the 

influx of new faces, the more divergence and difference, the more opportunities for harmony, for 

dischordance, for symphonies. And if nothing else, more hands on deck meant less acts of service 

for everyone else and no one could complain about reduced sanitation hours. 

Suddenly the carefully pinned back curtain of ivy covering the heavy wooden doors of the justice 

building began rustling as a large Elder with what might have been a thousand spiderweb-thin 

dreadlocks piled artfully on one side of their head emerged, looking around expectantly. 

“Alaya Ali?” 

They asked in a lilting Southern States Alliance accent, kindly eye’s meeting hers. Last chance to bolt, 

Alaya thought distractedly, scrabbling to gather up the sheets of music notes she’d brought along to 

distract herself during the wait, lying abandoned across the bench. 

The mediator waited patiently, compassion etching every line of their face. 

“What are your preferred pronouns baby?” They asked amiably, when Alaya finally stood up. 

“She/her, thank you Elder.” 

Alaya responded, trying to implement the breathing exercises Fati had been going over with jer  

all morning. 

“Yours?”

“They/them works great thank you hunny. My name’s Inigo. Now, you’ve attended all three  

pre-care sessions?”

Alaya’s tongue seemed to have turned to thick, treacherous mud so she nodded awkwardly instead. 

Inigo gestured for her to follow them through the cool hallway covered in newly commissioned 

artworks that still looked at odds with the imperial wood panelling. There were certain elements of 

the city, transition assemblies had voted to keep as a reminder of where they’d come from, and in 

honour of the trees that had given their lives and often their entire forests, in the name of Empire, 

or Oil, or Commerce, or Progress.

“They don’t necessarily make this easier, but they can give you more tools to prepare yourself,  

and to process with afterwards. He was your brother right? Ahmed Ali?”

Alaya nodded again, grateful her feet were following Inigo’s lead even though she’d forgotten how  

to move them. 



“I know it probably doesn’t feel like it right now, but this is what we all fought for too you know. 

Not just cleaner air and better living, intersectional education, workers rights, communal governing 

models and all that flashy stuff, but this too.”

They stopped outside another large door, now so deep into the bowels of the shady building that 

the greentenders seemed to have given up, even on succulents. Alaya looked up at the Elder. 

“I can’t go in. I can’t do this.” She blurted. Inigo nodded sympathetically, at the same time placing  

a firm but reassuring hand on her shoulder. 

“You can do this, because you want to do this. You want to forgive her, so that all that hate and  

pain stops eating up the memories of Ahmed you have left. This is what we fought for baby.  

A chance to heal.”

The words settled over Alaya like warmth, like clean air, like the first sunrise after the great  

cleanse in the first year of the transition, when she watched that amber glow light up her father’s 

face. She breathed. They were right, Alaya realised suddenly, she did want to do this. She wanted to 

start living in the future they were still working towards every day. Ahmed would have loved this 

world, she knew. 

Alaya opened the door, ready to meet the person who had taken his life. 



Community in the transition for who? 
Photography by Dhelia Snousi,  

poetry by Joshua Virasmi 

Boarded Up Shops - South Kilburn (NW6)

South Kilburn is undergoing a very rapid 15 year long regeneration programme. This is Peel 

Precinct, specifically here is a local afro-caribbean food grocer. This has been boarded up for 

some years now and will be demolished soon (see image 6). There are currently two other 

very basic corner shops in South Kilburn. However to get affordable, culturally appropriate 

foods you would now have to walk quite to the high street. 

‘Yes boss man, you good?’

The grocers? Home. 

One-pound bowls sold yesterday…  

tomorrow’s sweat. 

Doorways like height charts. 

Money talks,

Boarded windows scream:

Histories can never be displaced.



Dee / Granville Community Kitchen (NW6)

Dee is one of the co-founders of the Granville Community Kitchen, who also lead on the 

Save Granville campaign. The Granville Community Kitchen holds free halal Friday meals for 

the local community but also distributes free surplus food and does deliveries for people 

who can’t leave their homes. Dee is also vocal in food justice and policy spaces.

We are who we’ve been waiting for.

Kitchens, like war rooms,

mapping the roots of struggle, ever forward.

To feast communally,

to sit as we always have,

to share,

no more.



Save Granville & Carlton (NW6)

This photo is taken inside the Carlton Centre, a community centre which has served the 

South Kilburn community for over 100 years. The redevelopment of the Granville and Carlton 

centres will see the Carlton Centre divided up into small studios and ‘coworking space’. This 

is an extension of some coworking space that already exists in the Granville, however the 

community argues that the studio spaces are unaffordable for the local community and part 

of the gentrification of the area. The Granville and Carlton are also the last remaining non-

denominational community centres in the local area. 

‘Do not lean on the glass’

Fades off the corner,

Above glossy plantain.

Lives, centres… or coins,

Which must be saved?

Our is a transplant,

Where cold hearts,

Pluck warm centres,

To install: hot desks.



British Legion Closed Down (NW6)

South Kilburn, and Kilburn more generally, has historically had a large Irish community.  

There were roughly 7 pubs in the South Kilburn area, now there is only one and the Irish 

community has been largely displaced. This is the British Legion which is scheduled to be 

demolished and replaced with flats.

‘Ay, a long time’

A long, long time,

Stretched and folded wrinkles

As long as the stories.

Older than the bricks.

Richer than the fee on their head.

‘We built this city’

This Frankenstein.



Peel Precinct being demolished (NW6)

The final two images show the demolition of Peel Precinct. The regeneration will  

be ongoing for many years and the area is often congested with trucks and cranes,  

a nightmare and eyesore for local people. 

Earth turners and sky touchers,

lurching forward,

pulling backwards.

The condemned.

Regeneration is written,

in cold blood,

London 2.0 they call it

Destiny, they call it

Manifest maybe.

The devils works, surely.



Westway23 March (W11)

This march happened in 2015/6 I believe. An intergenerational march organised to 

commemorate the construction of the Westway motorway. To prepare the land for the 

motorway, mostly black people’s homes were bought by compulsory purchase orders and 

razed to the ground. The land under the motorway was then promised to the community for 

community uses as a form of ‘reparations’, however this is now largely used for commercial 

purposes. This march is in protest of that. The motorway is also a huge pollutant and would 

never have been built in the more affluent South of the borough. 

We spend entire lives

In the red shadows of green lights,

One man’s start is another man’s stop.

Another hundred women.

A thousand children.

Sometimes we go,

we break the lights,

we steal the sun

light up the pavements,

and pass a secret to those yet to come.

The world is yours.



Seeds of Change   
Piece by Jacob V Joyce  


