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Poems by Nick Armbrister

 


Connected

I get a big stiffness
talking to a strange girl like you

You call me sweetheart and I call you
love

I get a huge deformity in my
pants

Oh my dear unnamed lady so close to
me

 


But half a world away

 


Let’s get together and make this
happen

Be more than a voice on the
phone

You're my wet lush cliché who's
real

 


 


 


Tamed

He called up the
contact

The contact gave his name and
number

The number was a familiar
one

Old Nick's address 666

The name needed verifying

Bitch
Wanker 

Can you spell it again?

The line was bad

Remember son

Gothic music is the best

And Satan is a heavy metal
God

See you at the gig

Dress in black...

 


 


 


Love and Hate

Sometimes we grow
short

The perfect height for special
missions

Ideal for infiltration behind enemy
lines

Or licking pussies midget
style

We will strike at will

And achieve our aims

War mission or fuck buddy

 


 


 


Siblings

What a lovely nice polite
black man.

The perfect brother.

He was fucking huge.

Especially when in bed with your
wife...

 


 


 


Relationship

What's your name?

Anything you want it to be,
baby...

 


 


 


Natural Pharmacy

Do you have the solution?

A cream to stop the
hurricane

 


 


 


English Will

They set off another bomb on a
train

An incendiary device which
ignited

In a whoosh of fire on the London tube
train

The flames shot past a man’s
head

Eighteen were hurt, one with facial
burns

The authorities’ state those
responsible will be caught

We shall see in the near
future

But the terrorists will lose for the
following reason:

They will never break our
will

They will run out of bombs before we
snap

Our strength will endure

 


 


 


Conundrum

Damn aliens are coming out of the
taps!

It happens when the water
resonates

Stereophonic planet sound light years
extreme

Popping down the tube to get
me!

I see their little space ships glow
purple

As they emerge out of the water
spout

And arc round with lasers blasting to
get me!

I grab a frying pan and clout them
one

Like my ex did to her ex who was an
ex-army nob

It did the job just fine exploding
their craft

Like mice caught with a rolling
pin

Before they grow up into a
rat

That gnaws thru kids’ fingers and
steel

Blap splat bang go the
spaceships!

And hum thrum like a tight drum goes
the tap

I spin a merry dance and whap fry more
craft

With careful aim I toss my pan
aloft

It takes out three enemy alien
craft

And bangs the tap off saving us
all!

I saved the world and none of you know
it

Nor would you believe me when I
say:

When the tap makes that
noise,

You better run or fight…

 


 


 


Business Plan Old

Sometimes all the will in the world is
NOT enough

To make your business
succeed

Not when I feel like this

If only you knew

You don't

 


 


 


Sore Anus

The Goat Fucker caught
psoriasis

When he got bummed and anal
grinded

Pumped up his tight pyramid
butt

By a black man who looked
purple 

With a huge wide cock from
God

An earth shaking 14 inches
long

It went all the way up

Full anal penetration!

Temple man met jungle man

Egypt met Africa

A union of creation

 


 


 


Death From Up
Above

The sad fact about aviation
archaeology, aeroplane/aircraft crashes, is that most involved
fatalities, people killed or badly injured, and the loss or severe
damage to the aircraft (including helicopters, a chopper is an
aircraft). I’ve been to at least 60 plane wrecks in the
UK.

 


Some aircrews were oblivious to their
impending doom. Others were fully aware. Examples of those who
tried to maneuver out of the way are the 3 Hawker Hurricanes which
hit Tintwistle Knarr or the Nakajima Ki-27 Nate which hit Tarac/k
(Cogon) Ridge on Mt Mariveles, Philippines, (after being in close
combat with a Curtiss P-40 Warhawk who hit and damaged the
Nate.

 


Nate pilot may of saw the P-40 crash
several hundred metres below his own impact site. Of piston engine
aeroplanes, fighters, that exist, only a Nate could escape such a
situation (big wing, long span, low wing loading, light weight
etc). This situation was too much. He went boom! Did the Jap pilot
try to roll out instead of climbing vertically? We will never
know...

 


As for the 13 Junkers Ju-87 Stukas that
went in, in Poland, due to low level fog. That’s a full squadron.
And the 3 Focke Wulf FW-190s which hit a hill in Germany. I wanna
see them all. But what of the plane crash i actually saw in June
1983? The replica Mustang at Barton, Manchester...

 


 


 


Mathematics

Watching these awesome warbirds fly in
America is cool. So many of them... Not as many as Red China
Communist pilot Feng Yi saw. He was with 5 wingmen flying turtle
rip offs of Sukhoi Su-27 Flankers flying over the Bohai Sea in 01.
They had to change course. They saw many types of aeroplanes from
many nations from different times of history. On landing Feng Yi
looked at the radar tapes from air traffic control. They were
BLANK... You do the math...

 


 


 


Cost is Expected

When I’m back in ENGLAND I wanna go to
the wing man crash of Sunny 8 Mustang (ok squadron mate. His
wingman lost a wing tip when his leader went in at Castleshaw
Moor). His pal crashed over the mountain near the next village.
Rather sad. When you look at a photo of the place, it’s very
beautiful.

 


England is a GREAN and PLEASANT LAND.
I’ve shed too many tears for my nation's history. Good history is
written in blood, sweat, tears, death, invasion... England/UK is.
It’s so fucking wrong...

 


And we will go to the Barracuda crash
too near Pule Hill...

 


 


 


Cost is Expected

So then when time, tide (sounds cool),
fate, destiny and,

ahem, finances, allow,

I’ll fly and get my license.

What scares the fuck outa me is getting
lost over the sea

or featureless land or hitting a
mountain.

An aeroplane, with open cockpit, does
40mph hehe.

Safe hey?

As Glenn Miller asked, ‘Hey, man,
where’s my chute?’

The reply, ‘What’s up with you man, do
you wanna live forever...’

 


 


 


Trickle

Leakage of comms...

I hear that you want another

A whole lot more

 


 


 


Avenue

You sound lovely on the phone
baby

Even more sexy than your wrong
name

You say that you're not Shawntia
Lazelus

Well that doesn't matter my
dear

In my mind you're ten times
nicer

Let's hook up and get it on

Be one another's fantasies oh
yes

Anything goes as long as it's
legal

And nobody dies my love except
virginity

We will pop our cherry of never making
love

Come to me now and make a
universe

Our own galaxy of lust and
desire

This is our rejoice...

 


 


 


Street

Your silence is commendable
Vicky

That is because I am dead

Why are you dead Vicky?

Because I am...

 


 


 


Road

Where is he?

Dancing with Satan

A slow close dance

Close and slow like planes

Spiraling down tight as Hell

One silver one green

Both pretty as a girl

Deadly as her moods

Win to lose

Lose to win

What does matter?

The dance...

 


 


 


Cul-de-sac

Just think what we went thru to get
here?

Was it worth it?

Each and every event and
incident?

All unique and memorable

or not, depending on the
outcome

There are those who revel in
loss

And those who like success

Both are equal of opposite
spectrums

Like the string on a yoyo

Forever tangled together

 


 


 


Motorway

Have a nice day now

With a fake McDonalds Mchsit
smile

The same smile I do to
people

I do not like

It means FUCK YOU! good and
slow

With a big black cock

Right up your tight white
butt

You who slight me or hate me

Because I'm different

Me the Ladyboy

Who always smiles and is
happy

My FUCK YOU! smile

Like they give you in Mcshit

 


 


 


Lane

We will send you a cream,

a cream for massage use

The cream comes with a male

He is a trained masseur

and is equipped with a big
tool

He will use this on you

after massaging you

Prepared to be satisfied

In every single way

 


 


 


 


We Don't Have Peace
Prequel

 


A poetry prequel from my previous pen
name Jimmy Boom Semtex short story We Don't Have Peace based on the
two escaping characters, Rudy and Hans. Both were gay and wanted to
go to the West, from the prison that was the East/East Berlin/East
Germany. Thousands fled by a variety of means. Hundreds were shot
dead or wounded.

 


 


Escaping

I do not have any pain

I did not complain

How do we get out?

We met by a miracle

Let's flee to the West

This we can do

For the truth will kill us
here

Our truth will end us

You are my life

I am your life

They built a wall round us

Round our city

To keep us in

But they cannot stop us

Will never control our
hearts

Nor our will to escape

And prove them wrong

We will break their prison

And breach the wall

 


 


 


Soviet Officer

The Soviet officer knew what we
were

Who we were and what we stood
for

He used his pistol to whip my
friend

He broke four teeth clean
off

They landed on the cobbled
street

Blood flowed forth like a
river

Then he cocked his pistol and
aimed

When he fired the round went
wide

Did he mean to miss?

Three of his troops
watched...

 


 


 


Border Guard

His uniform was nice

He was a smart man

With polished boots

A freshly ironed uniform

With a stout leather belt

And a pistol at his waist

Complimenting his
Kalashnikov

His eyes were blue

And his expression stern

He saw everything

And did his job well

Manning his watch tower

By the border

We needed to out fox him

Any other time I'd want him

Lust is strong but love is
true

Our love will outfox him

And all he stands for:

Communist rule over us all

 


 


 


Forbidden Love

We met in the library when we were
students

I worked there part time when I wasn’t
studying

You were studying classic
literature

I was doing agriculture and
chemistry

I saw you reading poetry one
day

Which you later read to me

Things went from there

We both knew what would
happen

And it did with scary
rapidity

You became my first and only
love

I became your third and last
love

Daringly we made love in the
classroom

And then on the Principle's
desk

And in our own beds when we
could

Surprisingly nobody caught
us

But people soon guessed our
situation

Rumours started and we graduated in
fear

Would there be a door knock at four
AM?

Being dragged away and beaten Stassi
style

We planned and prepped our
escape

It was the only way we could co-exist
as one

The Berlin Wall needed
crossing

It was a necessary but fearsome
thought

Before we defeated this there was
more

A forbidden military zone full of
danger

Patrolled by mobile units with
dogs

Full of mines and remote controlled
guns

We could die at any time

But love kept us going

Our forbidden love...

 


 


 


No Death

Hundreds had died crossing the
wall

Paying the ultimate price for
freedom

Or imperatively trying to attain
it

Did those who made it find
happiness?

Was the capitalist West
better

Than our totalitarian communist
East?

It was home but not our
heaven

We did not want to die
escaping

Nor did we want to live in
jail

We had to be smart

Smarter than them

Their hidden eyes were
everywhere

Watching us and missing
nothing

We hadn't be caught yet

Being together as one

A forbidden gay couple

Deep in the evil commie
empire

This is why we must flee

And be free

 


 


 


Coming Out

Oh my dear love let's watch Coming Out
in West Berlin

After spending the day walking the
boulevards

Being free and liberated and in
love

We will see the film and mirror our
lives

For we need hope and love in the
East

Our candle is tall and bright and
strong

For all those like us who never ever
give up hope

 


 


 


Not Tolerated

The world is a stage

We are the actors

They the directors

Soviet General Secretary

Sat on his Moscow throne

And his stooge in East
Berlin

We act out our satire before
them

Always having the last laugh

Proceeding through each
scene

Being humble docile slaves

Our escape will be the final
encore

When we defeat the Iron
Curtain

 


 


 


Face Off

Us them us them us them

Dance round and round and
round

They will try to catch us

We will escape their futile
attempts

Round and round and round

Guards guns dogs mines bullets
bombs

Gay sex hidden love night time
lust

Daylight robbery freedom crush
style

Soviet jackboot stomping us
forever

Generations of loss knows no
hope

But we rebel and make hope

We will escape you and your fucking
rule!

 


 


 


Outdoors

We fled by night leaving our sleepy
town

Taking only our needed
possessions

We needed to be smart, fast and
stealthy

We cycled to the edge of the forbidden
zone

Nobody went here for it was not
allowed

There were mobile patrols on foot and
in trucks

Even if it took three days, we would
cross

Nothing would stop us from attaining
freedom

The West, West Germany and West Berlin
was our drug

Only guards, dogs, mines and bullets
would stop us

We went down quiet lanes, over
fields,

Through forests, past a lake and over
hills

Strangely we saw no military
patrols

That doesn’t mean they weren’t
there

Then we reached our target - the
Wall

We still had hours of
darkness

So pressed on to
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