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Dedication

Dedicated to my dad who died on April 4
2018. He was almost 92. And was and always is my best mate.
RIP.
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Nick’s Poetry
Section


Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

Take the feed Larry!

Beef animal

 


 


 


We Die

She talks of death

There are many types

 


But she means all of them

This I surely know

 


For her and me is that

Just dead

 


What was between us

Is gone

 


It died long ago

 


 


 


Natural Movement

I see the curtain blown by the
breeze

Natural movement of itself

Just like the seashore

Where the tide moves in and
out

Cause and effect

You and me

We row and fall out

We make up and make love

Just like him and her

They do the same

As does everyone else

All part of nature

All part of life

A natural movement

Just like the curtain

Blown by the breeze

Where will I be blown next?

 


 


 


Ultimate Love

Oh dear children I love you
so

I care for you like only I
can

Nobody else will love you

The way I do love you

My dear children

Who I care for

And love

Lots

 


Love

I have it

For you all

My Children

So very special

Loving me in return

The way it’s meant to be

The strongest love there is

 


 


 


Boss

Change the rules and law

Impose new fees and taxes

Add new terms and conditions

Move the fucking goalposts

Add a new neck noose

For we are all fucked

By those far above

Deep state style

 


 


 


Metro Cats

The city is like the one Nostradamus
saw

A modern metropolis where everything
happens

Life death destruction
creation

Around people who inhabit this
place

And other locations like it
globally

 


Ready for anything expecting it
now

And it will in a massive way soon soon
soon!

For we are being prepped for
it

 


Expect the worst!

Get ready to die!

On and on and on!

 


Till we are used to terror
plots

Desensitized to mass
shootings

Not shocked by enemy air
attacks

Unfazed by natural disasters

Even accepting alien
invasion

 


All of this and more coming to a city
near you

Knocking the buildings over and slaying
the people

People like us who are totally
fucked

Just worthless pawns in the big
game

 


A galactic fuck piece chess
board

A universal ass fuck of
death

 


We are being shafted and told the end
is nigh

The lucky ones will be removed in the
Rapture

And some more will be Satan's
slaves

As for the rest well...

 


We are all fucked nuclear quake tsunami
burn style

When our cities fall

 


 


 


For Free

We would all rather be somewhere
else

Than doing this

Like chilling on a beach

Or knackered on a mountain

Or flying in a space shuttle

Or having loads of money

Or watching TV

Or being where the air is
thinner

Or the water deeper

Or forest greener

Away from all the fake trash

Of your materialistic world

Not being a wage slave

Free instead in all our ways

 


 


 


Away From Them

I like to get away to the hills and
mountains

For there I feel free and have no
worries

There are no stress or crazy demands up
there

Only localized dangers like getting
lost or falling

These can be planned for and
precautions taken

Unlike the bitter backstabbing people
in the cities

Not to mention the overpaid lazy bosses
busting our balls

When out among nature I am part of it
and belong

Not trapped in a concrete townscape and
choking traffic fumes

I look up at the blue sky and marvel at
the views

Miles and miles of nothing but greenery
there before me

The pain of aching legs and sore feet
is worth this

Being at the top of an 800 metre
mountain

For a few hours of timeless freedom and
smiles

This little moment
is priceless...

 


 


 


CEO

Life in the tire factory is certainly
interesting

For both the employer and
employee

Each stabbing the other in the
back

With lethal words and snide
actions

 


Who fucked who and who grassed who
up

And other issues that are too stupid to
believe

It all happens here at Smith's
Tires

The bosses get fat from their slave
workers toils

 


While the workers resent their
masters 

Having no choice to work long hours for
low pay

A few plan revolution but are too
scared to act

So they remain defiant but
controlled

 


Each one of hundreds making car
tires

A heavy and monotonous
job 

One step better than the
dole

In a company whose profits are
millions

 


With a CEO who flies a Learjet
and drives a Hummer

He eats at the top
restaurants

Stays in 6 Star hotels

And soon will be
assassinated...

 


 


 


 


Twister

There is a storm in the City of
Angels

The hooker was sucking off her
client

When he
unceremoniously farted

It was a real smelly one!

And caused a an awful storm

The whore bit his bell end
off...

 


 


 


Reasonsonal

You had to see it to believe it in the
call centre

How you had to queue up twice in
the lines

To hand in your bag and
phone

Mard arse fucking security guards
thinking they're God

 


Elevated to a lofty status beyond you
and me

Who the fuck do these twoddles think
they are?

Donald Damn Fucking Trump?

At least he's a really rich
arsehole

The fake guards bellow and strut and
act all important

 


'Put your cellphones, ifones, laptops,
computers and TVs here!' 

Another plastic guard joins the
litany:

'And form a separate line and
place your bags here!'

 


Well fuck me six times with three
hookers

I don't wanna queue up two fucking
times!

I wanna go home and drink my warm
bloody English beer!

 


'You there! Don't put your gadget in
your bag. You must queue up twice. You can't buck the system.
We're smart and know all the tricks!'

 


Off to the back of the second flaming
line

I will never ever queue up here
again

Nor ever give the smarmy guards another
chance to feel like God

 


Bossing me about and being damn
wannabes

They're manning the desk in Reasons
Call Centre and are all plonkers

 


Screw their little mind games and
rules

I'm resigning from my crap job to be a
tank driver

Then I'll bloody show them whose
boss...

 


 


 


Unanswerable

Why do I feel like this?

Inside of me deep within.

A tempest of emotions and thoughts and feelings.

A real windblown cliché.
Leaving me
teary eyed.
Wiping tears away when no one sees.
Thinking of my
life.
How
things could be different.
What I should’ve done
different.
Or
not done at all.
Oh the list is long.
As is my list of
woes.
If I
could redo it all, I would.
And be the person my mum wanted
me to be.
And
the person I wanted to be too.
But now it’s far too
late.
I must
live with what’s inside.
Deal with the choices I’ve
made.
And
accept me for me.
And those about me.
For whom they really
are.
I still
push everyone away.
And make sure my walls are big
and strong.
Just like I think YOU do.
I know I’m wrong,
mostly.
But
one time I was right.
Yet I never knew which
time.
Forgive
me or hate me.
It’s up to you.I am me.
And I am you.

 


 


 


Jp

It was nice today to be in the jeep
with you

Normally I’m alone or with my work
mate

That’s not the same as being with
you

I count the months since we did this
before

And forget the figure which time
provided

For now we are together here in the
jeep

 


 


 


Two Die

We are together.

Walking in the sun.

Holding hands in the garden.

Kissing in the car.

Close together in the rain.

By the harbour, we swoon.

Together as the bomb falls.

A nuclear bomb.

A big one.

 


 


 


Mentholated

There are 2 old men

1 is normal

And 1 is fucking crazy

Both smoke menthol
cigarettes

The crazy man smokes Mighty
Green

The normal one Fortune Green

Both men look the same

 


And I get them confused!

 


Till they speak

The mad one is very
demanding

The ordinary one is relaxed

The insane one walked off
once

 


It must have been the Boom Panis I
said!

 


What would the average one
do?

Go along or shoot me?

Two old men who look the
same

Both smoke menthol

 


And both will soon be dead

 


For smoking kills

The nutter’s already had a
stroke

And the other guy?

His number will soon be
called

 


Both are brothers in my eyes

 


To old age, looks and menthol
cigarettes

But who smokes the best
brand?

Lethal menthol cancer
sticks…

 


 


 


Euro3

Tell me how we both are qualified to
write on war

When we’ve both never served nor fired
a shot in anger?

Yet I write about air combat and
warplane wrecks

And my mate does about death camps and
old soldiers

Do our readers take us seriously or
ignore us?

 


Soon our
3rd book
will be finished and released to the world

A world continuously in flames and
conflict

So this gives us the right to write and
document

All of the wars, death, destruction and
killing

 


Me the wannabe pilot with bad
eyesight

And a discipline problem who effused to
join the Air Force

I guess dreaming of flight and writing
is ok

For I’m still involved and leaving my
mark

In this frightful wicked world where
war exists

 


Telling stories about those who are no
longer here to talk or write

The shot down Stuka pilot or the bombed
Berlin housewife

All get a mention in our darkly written
passages

There’s a simple stark message
here…

 


…do not kill…

 


 


 


Lads

In three months’ time it will
happen

The World Cup battleground

Taking place in Putin’s Neo Soviet
Russia

England’s finest hooligans will
meet

The paramilitary trained enemy
Ultras

Who are pumped up steroid
pimps

Wearing Sports Direct trashy
gear

They claim there’ll be many dead
Brits

My bet is on a few dead Russkis
too

Bring it all on for this is the natural
order

England invented football
hooliganism

Our Cold War enemy Russia copied
it

After communism and The Wall
fell

Now we will see how well they’ve
learnt

And in turn what the English have
relearnt

When two groups of lads
clash…

 


 


 


God's Gift

And so I spoke to the black
brother

His name was God's Gift

And it's not what you think

He was a Christian
missionary

Going about America

Doing God's work

After taking God's name

This brother a gift to us
all

Named God's Gift

He wanted to declare

His earnings in the name of the
Lord

Some of his other brothers

Declare something else

Something that makes the brothers
God

Where white women are
concerned

That size and colour do
matter

Are those women crazy or
right?

Do they need God's
gift 

To cleanse their souls

Abolish their sins and forgive
them?

I can't answer that

Only God can...

 


 


 


We Belong Here

Oh how we fly up away from the
earth

A great nice happy feel good joyous
rapture

Letting go of the ground's grip to
ascend 

Up into the blue blue blue where God
lives

Along with Mother Nature and her
elements

Nothing but beauty exists here in all
ways

Ferocious to sublime to indifferent
it's all here

Up where the angels live higher than
cloud number nine

This is a special place where change is
constant

Each moment leading to the next and
next and next

Falling raindrops making a rainbow
making a cloud

Chaos is here the Butterfly Effect
hurricane flappy insect wings

Wrecking your town as you cower from
nature's wrath

Yet when you fly in your little
aeroplane she's fine

The wind thru the wires and sun on a
lake oh how pretty!

The joy of flight and freedom of the
skies all illusions

Greater than love and life and death
and all things

Except the sky for here we belong and
gasp in awe

The future is above us and we belong
here here here

For this is our home...

 


 


 


Blunderful

The man was addicted to sex

Lust drove him to do his
actions

Each one more intense than the
last

Like water incessantly
flowing

Washing against the dam wall

Till a hairline crack
appeared

This rapidly became a valley

And the dam was breached

Forever broken and ruined

A dam of granite now

Turned into sand and dust

Just like your relationship

With your incestuous sister

Who was jealous of your wife

And your perfect marriage

Now you’ve lost both

Due to your selfish lust

But you still have a cousin

Dear darling first cousin
Emma

Who you’ll soon resolutely
nail

And manipulate just like the
rest

Of your family females

 


 


 


Adie

There was a man

With two shafts

And one ball

Who could fuck

Two ladies at once

But he took a while to cum

Coz he only had one ball

His name was Hitler

And he was Austria’s finest

Fucking on both fronts

This is why he lost

The war he started

He couldn’t satisfy

His warped desires

And was tapped in the head

Like all dictators are

And bit off more

Than he could fuck

What a dickhead!

 


 


 


High and Fast

On the spaceplane coming down from
orbit

And landing on the beach

The atmosphere is fucked

The oxygen has gone

Only noxious gasses remain

The spaceman is aboard his
craft

What will he do?

Take a walk on the beach

 


 


 


Nailed Indeed

These things
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