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Poems 1



Normalacyisation

Imagine a
normal person who was just that

All
things ordinary so as not to shock people

Doing the
boring things in life to be in the middle

Adult
Orientated Rock not to freak the thought cops out

And
reading simple Reader’s Digest books

 


It was
like this for the basic man called Stephen

 


He washed
his car every Sunday and took his wife shopping

His wife
was the same just like him very much the… same

To see
them together you’d look past them unnoticed

What
would happen if you put this normal guy

Far away
on another planet full of other people

 


These
other people would totally fear him

 



Immediately hate him for the unknown and obvious

His
boring look and boring dress style was subliminal

Sending
messages real or not to this alien populace


Threatening everything that they knew and held
dear

A crack
in their perfect horizon of their beautiful world

 


A world
which we would think wacky odd crazy and weird

 


Not the
same weirdness they think of Stephen who is normal

On this
alien world far from Earth he is the threat

A threat
to a population that lives within strict boundaries

Anything
outside them is hearsay witchcraft alien and the Devil

Now poor
normal man was very much noticed which he hated

 


He wanted
to be one of the grey people blending into the
background

 


Not a
threat to anyone or anything never mind feared and
misunderstood

This is
how is was for poor Stephen stranded on a foreign world

How he
wished he was washing his car and walking his dog

Would he
become dictator of this world or a victim of it?

 


 


 


In
Size

How long
ago is yesterday?

It might
as well be long

So long
that you forget

 


And
become the cliché of you

Younger
than forever

But older
than time

 


How long
is long enough?

You
forget what you ate

Yet
remember star birth

Why is
that?

 


Aren't
all important

The grand
scheme failed

Or did it
when it made you

What if
you made it?

 


 


 



Plop

I ask why
it feels so fucking good

When I
squeeze a big turd out of my arse

It leaves
my tubes at full speed

Like a
freight train thundering along

And the
smell of my own fucking shit

That
smells like a real meaty meater

I made
that after a damn good feed

Not to
forget my farts which waft along

All at to
the sweetness of my event

Going for
a number two on the bog

I do this
every day empty my pipes

Time for
a right good shit!

Turd
away!

 


 


 


Claire 1
- I Loved The Girl Who Died

In my
dream I met her thru her beautiful writing

I guess
you could say I loved her due to her extraordinary poems

I wanted
to do a book with her

 


Half
hers’ half my poems a work of art

But it’s
not possible for dear Claire is dead

She died
two years ago in a car crash

Nothing
could be done now except the book

This lady
will live on in her words

I met her
sister at the village

 


Much
happened that day enough for ten books and a film

I want to
tell you all of it

How I
went there to demolish the village

A new
runway was to be built

All had
to move after being paid off

Claire’s
house was the last one

 


She wrote
all her one off poems there

Her
sister gave me all of her poems

Nine
thousand of them

She gave
me the house and deeds

We had
our drink in the local pub

She
became my friend and wife

It
should’ve been Claire

 


I stopped
the runway from being built

Now
Claire’s sis is pregnant

I’ve no
‘job’ as I was immediately fired

I stood
up to my old boss in court

It was a
decade but we won the lawsuit

Claire’s
village was saved from being a runway

 


They
built it fifty miles away

I never
knew that this would be

I love
both Claire and her sister Rosa

Claire
once did a poem about a man

She
sounded so happy

I’m sad
that Claire died

But I
gained so much more…

 


 


 


dear
regret

hahaha
hollow laff/does anyone have more/more regrets than me?/mine is a
long list/so many of life's regrets/its fine regrets are cool/what
could've been/do you want to add?/be my next sweet or savage
regret/like the darling yankee gal/or those illigit kids/or failed
jobs/or golden air force career/i'm just a regret collector/now
memoried in words/like you my dear regret

 


 



Strangers, we fuck/hot strong sweet milky coffee/we fuck
strangers

 


 


 


Pretense
To Pretend

You
pretend that you can fly

Open the
window so high

And take
a step outwards

What will
happen afterwards?

When
you’ve fallen to your death

You took
your last breath

But we
are getting far ahead

Your thin
arms are spread

Now you
are in the air

If you
fall is that fair?

A million
people gasp

You
ascend beyond grasp

Proving
it can be done

No risk
but what fun!

You roll
loop and dive

How does
it feel to be alive?

Into the
blue like an eagle

In no way
illegal

Making
idiots believe

No lies
will they weave

For all
have seen

What
should be unseen

A human
fly above them

Perfect
visual gem!

 


 


 



Thailand

Six
people shared an online post on Facebook

They
weren’t the creator of the post

But
agreed with the contents so shared it

A week
later each got a threatening letter

It was
off a solicitor company and for libel

 


Telling
the people to contact the firm

Or face
the consequences for libel

And also
defamation of character

Oddly the
letter named the solicitor firm

Acting
for the client whose name was withheld

 


Each of
the people never knew who it was

Unless
they remembered the name

From the
online post they shared

A certain
politician who wanted to cover his butt

And not
be slandered or libelled or called names

 


It was he
who contacted the firm of briefs

To get
them to send out six different letters

And
withheld his name to the post sharers

He also
worked with the police and detectives

Two
related but separate law enforcements

 


One of
the people found out a full check

Was made
against themselves for terrorism

Shouldn’t
all have been checked out?

And what
of the slippery politician?

Does he
hide behind the law or abuse it?

Have a
think about that

 


 


 


Untitled
by Ruth (my Pagan friend who died of cancer. I love her attitude.
RIP)

I will
not fade into the night

I will
not shake with fear or fright

I will
stand proud and strong

And
whisper, “Death, bring it on."

I have
fought the toughest foe

One that
many do not know

So I’m
not afraid of some dark elf

I’ve
spent my life fighting ‘self’

From a
place of mud and desperation

To a home
of love and adoration

I’ve
clawed through hatred spite and greed

In world
full of poverty neglect and need

To stand
up here ...to tell you this

Before I
die ...my ass you'll kiss

 


 


 


First
Song

It’s all
rock n roll n goth n metal

Being
played from the decks

Oh turn
it up loud it’s my song!

That
track got me into real music

Time
stands still when I hear it

Just like
yesterday when it was out

Played on
the radio and in pubs

In clubs
too when only bands mattered


Soundtrack to my early life

Those
were the days and I think

They
never ever went away

I still
listen when I can to it

That
special song that I own it

For I
dedicated my life to it

And still
do decades later

There
will never be a song

On the
same level or as good

At least
not to me

 


 


 



Hope

I’ll be
safe

If I die
my spirit will drift as a breeze over the peaks

You’ll
feel my kiss on your cheek a little breeze

Goose
bump time hehe \M/

 


 


 


Sore
Sphincter Muscle

The most
beautiful sound in the world came from the back of the gun
shop

Not of
pistols being loaded or rifles being tested on the small
range

It was
the noise of a brother being anally abused by his redneck
captors

The white
supremacists both thanked their Christian God for the
event

The event
that happened outside their little gun store in town

A family
sedan car crashed into a brother who was after the
driver

The
driver ran into his pursuer who was running down the
road

Full on
collision tiny car hits black man and bowls him over

The
brother sees the driver flee and threatens retribution and
death

Before
collapsing into oblivion almost touching the next world

He is
lovingly rescued by two tall skinny homosexual rednecks

Who are
also very racist and have strong Neo Nazi views

And a
basement dedicated to Adolf Hitler and all he stood for

The two
rednecks struggle to drag the 450 pound brother

Who is
out for the count and very vulnerable to future events

Which
happen faster than popping an anal cherry gay redneck
style

They tie
up the huge brother face down on a modified dentist
chair

Fitted
with all the kinky options like straps, dildos, cuffs and
more

The
dozing gimp uses the chair to butt fuck his two masters who also
rape him

The
brother gets bummed while the gimp sleeps and waits his
turn

The
brother has a snooker ball size gag strapped in his
mouth

Plus
escape proof restraints on his legs and arms to facilitate his
rape

The
rednecks hate blacks but love to abuse them physically

And with
words in their printed little booklets of hate

Just now
they pump away up the brother’s back passage

The right
amount of lube gives wonderful selfish satisfaction

What a
lovely slapping noise is heard in the shop’s basement

Each
doesn’t wear a condom for both are clean and STD free

Their cum
zips up the brother’s bung hole and trouble is made

For he is
now awake and screams and wriggles like mad

His
opposition to being anally raped is noted and ignored

His
kidnappers both spunk up time and again up his bum

They ride
his bottom like a rowboat in a hurricane oh what fun!

His 450
pounds wriggles left right up and down but not free

At least
not yet till the one who he was chasing finds him

And
rescues him and saves his life after knocking them out

Both
rednecks suffering broken noses and a little sleep

Only to
awake and find the brother free and mad with a sore
arse!

He swings
a samurai sword and has vengeance in his eyes

He thanks
his former enemy and now goes to work on his pals

His
former enemy quickly flees and never looks back

Dastardly
work is now taking place worse than anal rape

Slicing
dicing splicing the two white honkey racist Neo Nazi
rednecks

For them
it will be a painful time one slow cut at once

The big
brother has a sore sphincter muscle to avenge

 


 


 


The
Mech

The CCP
virus killed a million

And
infected millions more

Then
collapsed economies

 


In one
location a Mechanism was in place

An
important question was asked

What
happens when the CCP Virus gets too much?

With the 2nd and 3rd and 4th outbreaks

 


Will the
Mechanism be unleashed by the Boss?

His
Mechanism set up for his Drug War


Conveniently turned onto the Commies

 


And
Muslim Terrorist Extremists

And used
on any and all opponents

It
doesn’t matter if a few innocent die

Will the CCP Virus Infected be hit next?

The
infected people are next

 


The
Mechanism being used to ‘reduce numbers’

Thus
allowing the medical system to relax

We will
see if the Mech is used

And three
million infected die…

 


 


 


CCP
Fuckers July/August 2020

Why the
CCP Chinky Commie Party turtles are fuckers lol

 


Off the
top of my head I can think of several issues that the CCP has
really caused trouble over. They are in no order ---

 


-Hong
Kong new security and other laws

-Taiwan
issue

-South
China Sea and other areas disputes

-Indian
border dispute/s


-Potential Japanese islands dispute/s

-Huawei
phone software mistrust in many countries

-CCP
Virus/Covid which has killed many and done terrible economic
damage

-Issues
with large Mekong dams

-Global
power play with America

-Muslim
persecution in Xinjiang

-Belt and
Road thing. It gives loans but at huge payback rates

-etc
etc

 


I'm sure
there are other issues too. I'd like all the issues to be sorted
out in a positive and successful way. Not too sure if the CCP will
or not.

 


 


 


′′Nightmare is over′′ by Val

It's been
14 days since I got home from the Quarantine Facility. 14days
na.

 


It feels
good to sleep in my own bed. Own pillow and own blanket. Next to my
children. In the room I rent. Sister Dap is here. And Lee. It's
just Papa.

 


It's hot
in this room every day, especially when I'm cooking. Sometimes even
at night, it's still hot. But this is my house. My home.

My mood
should be shaken... I should be complacent.

 



But...

 


This
night was different. As I close my eyes, there was the memory of a
small bed, in a corner of the big room. Near the socket, where I
charge my phone. Next to a big mirror where I face and fix it at
pm. Wearing makeup, wearing lipstick... To pretend I go to work.
Sometimes, I still wear my ID.

 


From this
angle, I look at two more beds, three beds for one person. A bit
creepy, right? This served as my ′′ isolation room... for twenty
and two days (aside from the previous 15 days of Quezon City's
quarantine facility) while healing from the most bitter illness of
the present person -

The
CoViD19.

 


14 days
later, still buried in my brain. In my consciousness ... the
forty-three days I was without children ... and to
Mahal.

 


Considered Mild Case the CoViD19 that landed on me. I
almost couldn't feel it. Except for a few days cough, colds, body
aches and throat itching. I also felt it for ten days. Or maybe,
more. But aside from this Virus, I feel more sadness, bereavement
and concern. It's already the 16th day of my quarantine when I told
other family members.

 


I was
swallowed up by anger and hatred, not by people... but by my body
system. I remembered that I might not be able to handle it. I might
not be able to handle the psychological effect and mental impact. I
had to leave the knife I bought on the veranda during the night for
cutting fruits.

 


Haha, is
it funny?

Read
more.

 


I need to
leave it outside before I get tempted. Be tempted and envious to
cut my skin. And let the red liquid come out.

 


Others
thought, it's easy and delicious that you're in the ′′ Vacation
Leave ". Oh yes... air conditioned room, free meals, 3 x a day, and
the company doctors and nurses are so monitored. Aside from those
nurses on duty in Las Brisas. And one from the Barangay who is
looking after my temperature. Pet?! But you can't get out of your
room.

 


THAT IS
NOT FUN!

 


I'm home
now... Recovered as of Aug 11. Survivor. Except... there are nights
I wake up from a dream (or more fit to say nightmare) that medical
professionals are surrounded by PPE, holding thermometer and swab
test kit. You can only see their eyes. Eyes that say even if they
are scared and worried for themselves.

The
fragrance of my roommates is coming back. What a scary experience.
I don't want to repeat.

 


.
one

..
two

...
three

....
four

.....
five

......
six

More than
six weeks. It's over.

 


From deep
soundness, suddenly I got up, gasping and breathing deeply. The
vision will turn around, can feel the beating and the chest. At the
same time, I told myself,

 


′′Enough; it's over; you're home now."

 


Good
thing... it's over. I'm home now.

 


It feels
good to sleep in my own bed. Own pillow and own blanket. Next to my
children. In the room I rent. Sister Dap is here. And Lee. It's
just Papa.

 



#thisisnotavacation


#mycovid19diary

 


 


 


Sopwith
Pup

In the
cockpit of my biplane

I loop
and roll to evade you

You’ll
never ever beat me

I win
each fucking time

I do not
need your high tek

 


No heat
seeking missiles

No infra
red tracking system

No
digital computer systems

No
predicative Artificial Intelligence

No
advanced do it all radar

No 9 g
capable jet fighter

No platform of the 5th generation

No multi
million dollar trained pilot

No turn
the corner heat seeking rocket

No
hundred mile range active radar missile

 


No all I
need is my single seat biplane

It does
one hundred miles per hour

Is armed
with a machine gun

And I’ll
blow your fucking head off!

 


 


 


music
me

useful
things to know

after
using laptop

media
music player for years

when
clicking 'album'

it will
play the full album

rather
than song

by song
by song hahaha

till
laptop refuses

to charge
and other is

fucked
due to corrupted

full
memory hahaha

chinese
made shit lol

 


 


 


mount
gideon

future
wars will

be parity
battle

cursed
even scales

- no
winner only

losers
and dead

and
coffin makers

 


 


 


One of
Those Girls

How many times have we been here Nick?

Wondering about the gals that got away

The lovely 18 year old when I WAS 16

Who wanted me but I said a Mother joke

Right thru to HMH now Luna who said No!

You only think of that yet how we conversed

And a host of others where we flew away

And many many more superb ladies

Mixed in with a host of mongers hahaha

Did I
do ok or great or in the middle?

So easy to say in the middle MOR

How easy is it to say America 04 with HMH

Or a great English what if July 26 1987 with who?

I was oh so shhh quiet back then

I think of the gal age 14 who had

3 16 year olds not me or my mate!

And what of the 14 year old lad and his gal

I caught them party fucking on my dad’s bed

In time I caught up and surpassed them all

There were ones before and after

I once kept a list of the females

Who I
fucked or made love to

Full fucking orgasmic penetration!

I destroyed it and cast it out out out

Now they live on in my art

Were you one of those girls hehe?

 


 


 


Slow
songs are the best/there was a man who sang tracks/not fast in yer
face

 


 


 


More
Wanted

How many
people have it all and want more?

Just one
more toffee from the box

Or one
more lady to make love to

Or a car
10 miles per hour faster

Is the
grass always greener?

Step over
the fence to see

There’s
no way back over tho

Make a
choice and away you go

Cross
your fingers it
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