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Varied Poems


Storm Gamblers

(for mariners the world over. Be humble
and respect Mother Nature)

Big huge tanker ship pushing on on
on

Into the storm we’re gonna go right
thru this mother!

No maelstrom from Mother Nature will
stop us or our ship

For we have a deadline to meet so we
barrel on ahead.

 


Quickest way from point A to B one way
route

We will beat this hurricane and save
fuel

And get the bonus for doing so just
like before.

Big diesel engines the size of a house
pushing us on

 


Propelling this leviathan of the sea to
her destination,

A ship much bigger than the Titanic and
indestructible.

Thus nothing will break nor sink us
even if we feel a bit sick.

With state of the art computers and
radar we know the way.

 


Our course plotted and watched by
satellite and head office

Just another routine trip taking cargo
to a customer

Like a truck on the road but oh so much
bigger.

You name it we can carry it for a
cheaper rate.

 


Safety and efficiency are our
buzzwords,

Defeating our rival companies in all
regards.

Till it happened, the storm beat
us!

That can’t be possible but oh fuck it
did!

 


First the rudder broke and then the
engines.

You know what fractures next, the
hull!

Down to the bottom, Titanic depth, out
of sight and mind.

Crew, ship and cargo lost forevermore
due

 


To pride and over placed confidence in
ourselves and systems.

Our Captain was the best and a legend
but nature was mightier.

So much for a straight path A to B to
conserve fuel.

Other ships zig zagged round the storm
and survived.

 


Not us for we were brave and line
shooters.

Remember us as the storm gamblers who
lost their last bet.

 


 


 


Me My Ship and My Journey (by Shy Lhen
Esposo)

In the middle of the sea

I saw a lady named Lee

while I'm sailing so free

she smiled so sweet and
tenderly.

 


Waves rolling roughly

my ship sinking rarely

lady Lee protected me

from giant waves of the sea.

 


Precious lady Lee

the God of the sea

accompanied me all the way

from end to end my ship anchored
safely.

 


From 8th Son

 


 


 


Leave My Heart With Me... (Shy Lhen
Esposo)

I felt the love he had for me

When we talked last night, 

I knew him when he felt sad.

His voice was the sweetest melody 

That I heard before I closed my eyes...

The only thing that makes him wretch is that,

He wants me to be on his side
but,

I'm too far from his sight.

I can't bear hearing his silent sob.

I can't bear not to stop my tears to fall...

So do I, I felt the most unbearable 

moment of our silent night...

He was drunk but he knew what he'd said

He knew what he did and what he wants...

How painful to be apart from the one I loved

How long does it take for us before we meet again?

How many hours and days to wait

How do we go from here while we are apart?

How long shall I sob in this lonely room

Why must we be apart when we were in love...?

"Please take good care of yourself my love"

"Don't worry; I'll keep in touch with you once I got a
job.

I am sorry for my absences; you knew my
situation from the start."

Your long explanation and begging me not to cry and thinking about
you,

Last night while we are
talking.... 

I knew you cried and you can't hide that from me.

I know you well, I know you
well...

You are the man, who has been in my dreams

The one who rattles off my heart

The guy who put a smile onto my face, 

The boy who I was been with on a distant shore

The person who admires everything...

And that was you my missing soul (sobbing)...

"Have you ever got the chance to asks yourself

Why I love you the way they loved you?

You're clueless I guess but, this is me saying I love you

My heart that’s full of burdens, hatreds and emotions, has come to
a weary end...

"Yes! My love weary heart I have..."

I truly hate these feelings when it comes to love...

They called me "Stupid" because of you

They even say I'm a martyr for loving you

Do they ever know my feelings? "NO"

Did I asked you to them? "NO"

And they are the ones who have been affected

When I am feeling blue...

I asked them:..

"Why bother me, why not bother your own stubbornness!"

I never asked anything else from all of you

When it comes to my life... "NEVER !"

Until one day, I woke up crying, hopeless

All the while, I’ve been dreaming, 

Nonstop dreaming, illusioning that you were here by my
side...

Keep on loving you, waiting for the day
you'll be here,

And never leave me no more (sobbing)
but l know you won't be back no more.

I should forget you but since the day
you've left, 

I forgot to tell you that... 



"Please leave my heart with me... "

 


From Gatoros and Crocos: Lower Case Murky Poems and Ditties
Book 2 by Nick
Armbrister and other writers
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Dedication

For Spencer Dunmore. You saw
our wartime crippled Allied warplanes limp home. Then you
wrote Ace. And
dared give understanding and almost hope to our enemy. For that I
am eternally grateful. In Ace, you created a masterpiece.
Something I love, respect and can only admire. My work is a rock
compared to your universe.

 


 


 


Intro

These following poems are
inspired by the stunning novel Ace
by Spencer Dunmore. Nick read the book in 1992
while involved with his first adult love, Kaye. He was just 20, she
was 29. When they split, she kept his copy of Ace.

 


Decades later, Nick looks forward to
reading that novel again. Arguably the finest war/love story ever
written about the wartime Luftwaffe. There can be no happy
ending.

 


As English, we are taught from an early
age to hate Germans and Germany. Two World Wars and a World Cup.
This causes me much distress. A long time ago, my family came from
the German/Holland border area. And my dad served in the British
Army in World War 2. He saw Manchester blitzed by Nazi bombs. Yet
I'm English in my heart.

 


Nick Armbrister did the poems in the
first section and Filipina poetess Shy Lhen Esposo contributed her
own work in the second section. Let our poetry speak for itself.
This is a love story, a war story and also one of hope. Who will
listen and take note? Let the whole world judge our
writing.

 


 


 


Ace Poems by Nick
Armbrister

Ace: Lost Boy, Die?

'Panic, panic. Where am I? Misread my
compass. I went north and not south. Mother... Help me! Mutti,
mutti!'

 


Otto knew how to fly.

He learnt at 17.

Right now he was scared.

 


His fear sprouted from his
toes.

Filled his stomach with
lead.

Hammered his heart.

Strangled his breath.

Paused his brain.

 


He just could not think.

He was lost.

Bloody lost!

 


His flying skills counted for
nothing.

Not if he couldn't navigate.

Find his position by map, compass and
clock.

His shiny new Messeerschmitt
109E,

worth a million Reichmarks, would be
lost.

 


What would Hitler think?

Fuck Hitler!

 


I want my mother.

Mutti!

Help me, for I'm lost.

 


I reached England,

covered our bombers and turned
around.

Got separated from my mates.

Where are they?

 


The sky is so blue, so big, so
beautiful.

The sea looks pretty.

I'll die if I end up there.

It's cold.

Like eternal death.

 


The fuel warning light flickers
on.

Do I fly north or south?

I'm lost!

Which way do I fly?

 


No one hears me on the
radio.

I'll be in trouble if I get
back.

I've forgotten how to
navigate.

 


Mutti, help me find my way back
home.

Not to France...

 


 


 


Ace: Forced Down

'I don't want to
burn...'

 


Otto flew
onwards.

It was a joyous
flight.

Then trouble hit
again.

His other worst
fear.

Engine failure!

 


Must land.

Where where
where?

Altitude has
gone.

 


Trees are so
close.

Wrong place to
crash!

Touching close.

 


Want to close my
eyes.

But I must to see my
end.

Drop the flaps to glide
longer.

 


There!

A field.

Thank God!

 


I can make that.

Keep the nose
down.

Don't want to
stall.

 


I can do this!

Dead stick
landing.

I was trained for
this.

Here we go!

Bump!

 


Bump and slide.

Damn that's
rough.

My warplane is
sliding.

Come on now,
stop!

 


Oh crap!

A ditch, right across
the...

 


Mama save me
again!

I don't want to
die.

Mutti!

 


Otto came too and shook his
head.

His vision was blurred and
pained him.

A sweet smell wafted towards
him.

The drip of petrol was
audible.

 


He panicked and dug at the
brown earth.

It was mixed with broken
Perspex, above him.

Undoing his straps, Otto
tried to escape.

The broken canopy trapped
him.

 


Drip drip drip went the
gas.

Then... just out of his
vision.

A boy, aged about
eleven.

 


Help! Help me! Hurry.
Please!

 


The boy ran over.

Looked at the inverted
plane.

And saw the trapped
pilot.

Did he know that Otto was
the enemy?

And had killed his
father?

 


Otto flung off his flying
goggles.

They made eye
contact.

 


Help me! Hurry
now.

 


The boy found a steel
bar.

With the intelligence of the
young,

he levered against the
wing.

It leant against the ditch
edge.

Moved with a sickening
jolt.

 


There was a gap.

It was enough.

 


Otto dug at the earth and
cut his hand.

Bending double, he crawled
out.

 


Drunkenly standing, he
looked at his plane.

He shook his head and felt
his broken bloody nose.

Then fell to his knees and
vomited.

Fractured ribs knifed
him.

 


Otto passed out.

When he looked up, the boy
was gone.

Without him, I'd be
dead...

 


 


 


Ace: First Meeting

'I want to thank your son. He saved my
life...'

 


Otto walked like an old man.

The old farm house was
ahead.

He knocked on the door.

She answered it.

 


Her gaze was stern.

She was pretty.

Her wariness was obvious.

Yet she was also defiant.

 


You killed my husband.

Now I'm a widow. Why?

I blame you because you're
German.

 


I'm sorry for your loss.

It wasn't me.

It was my comrades.

The war...

 


I want to thank your son.

He saved my life.

Look... chocolate for him.

And flowers for you.

 


I'd like to be your friend.

Please don't let the war
interfere.

I promise to be nice.

 


I have a gun.

She opened the door further.

A big shotgun was visible.

If you cause trouble...

 


Her eyes were like clouds.

He was falling.

With no parachute.

Right into those eyes.

 


Her attitude changed.

She visibly relaxed and
smiled.

Come in and sit down.

I have coffee.

 


I'm a pilot.

I'm an artist.

I fly.

I paint.

 


She painted his broken
plane.

Otto saw her painting.

It looked so real.

A crippled bird.

 


It just happened.

They embraced and kissed.

If they only knew their
future.

They would run apart...

 


 


 


Ace: Illegal Love

'You are fighter pilots. No one and
nothing must ever stand in your way. Nothing must stop you from
defeating your enemy and winning. Not even a
girlfriend...'

 


The boss said:

I forbid you to have a lady.

No girlfriend or mistress.

And don't get married.

You'd need my permission for
that.

And it's denied.

Women will distract you from your
task.

That of destroying the
enemy.

Anyone who disobeys my orders will be
punished.

Do you understand?

 


Otto wondered.

Disobey on killing the
enemy,

having a mistress or both?

He already had his first
kill,

a lumbering Fairey Battle.

It had been sickeningly
easy.

Like killing a pigeon.

The crew had burned alive.

But on love...

Would he be shot?

 


They should never have been
together.

But his reliable Daimler Benz engine
changed that.

He crash landed on her farm.

And now they were together.

She made him helpless.

Had captured him.

 


Things happened fast.

I'm closer her son's age than
her!

What am I doing?

I must end this!

But Otto never did.

He fell deeper and deeper into
her.

 


She makes me vulnerable to the
enemy.

For I have disobeyed orders.

I have fallen in love.

In love with an enemy's
widow.

That love can distract me when I'm
about to pull the trigger.

My enemy can kill me.

She is my secret.

 


I see the early morning sky in your
eyes.

No danger, only a fabulousness to
behold.

Let us dance on the clouds,

loop above the sun,

follow the birds east.

 


Not even flying is like
this,

being with you.

You are more precious than my warplane
or even flight.

You are the sky.

Beauty is yours.

All of it.

 


They had ten short months
together.

Then Otto was sent away to
Russia.

To kill sub human Soviets.

 


 


 


Ace: Sky Knife

'I love you so very much. But now I
must go. To Russia. I promise to come home soon...'

 


Otto dreamed...

You're not here!

Where are you my love?

A sky, my sky, black as sack
cloth.

Out of that sky five Rata planes fly
forth.

I see their 2 centimetre guns
fire.

 


Love! Where are you?

I fire back.

Hit two.

Quick, climb!

 


Blackness envelops me.

Winking guns and flashing tracers pave
my way.

I accept.

Did I hit a third?

 


Damn.

They winged me.

My engine is kaput.

Silence.

 


Love!

Save me.

Darkness surrounds me.

I fall to earth.

Soviet earth.

 


Otto screamed.

Woken from his nightmare.

A knock on his door.

 


A mission Sir.

There's a new mission.

You're to lead it.

 


My
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