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Dedication

To nick by nick and to all World War II
airmen who didn’t come back.

 


 


 



Foreword

 This is Nick Armbrister’s third collection of poems and his
fourth book. It has poems that didn’t make his first two
collections due to a variety of reasons. He didn’t think some of
his early poems were up to standard; these he edited and rewrote;
some poetry was too personal in nature, like relationship ones and
on his marriage. Also, poetry that repeated the same subject matter
never made the first two books. In later years, after re-reading
his poetry, Nick decided to bring all of his remaining unpublished
work together in a new volume – poems written during the years
1996-2008. The work changes in depth, quality and subject matter
and most of the poems have never been published before.

 


This, then, is it – judge for yourself
if it’s up to the same high standard of his other books. Nick
continues his passionate, multi-emotional and often left-of-centre
work in these poems. In the future Nick plans a full-length novel
that he is currently working on called Juniper’s Daughter, based on
an earlier 2000/1 novel that has been lost due to severe data
retrieval problems. He decided to redo the whole project. More
poetry and short stories will follow too. Enjoy!

 


Nick lives in the small Essex town of
Waltham Abbey near where he works. Nick also likes aviation,
tattoos, studying warfare and current affairs, listening to gothic
music and reading various books when not writing or doing
research.
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Poems


 


Life Force

 


I have looked into the eye of the
hurricane and survived –

but only just; the cost for me has been
enormous.

A devastating marriage break up, taking
me to hell and back

with all the associated problems thrown
in.

It cost me everything I held dear,
ripped

away by the awful situations I found
myself in.

I used to sparkle like the highest sun
but along came a black

cloud to snuff my life force
out;

only by dogged determination did I last
it out.

I am a person with holes

the size of cities in my mind and
soul.

My emotional wounds will heal but only
one brick at a time.

I now have my own flat with a girl I
love dearly – Joll.

I am happy but, please, life, give me
one more chance.

 


 


 


A New Year

 


Here comes the New Year, ever so
fast,

a virgin time for us to play
with!

What will happen? Will it be full of
triumph

and tragedy like the last
one,

or will it be a permanent
high?

I think it will be a bit of both as it
nearly always is.

Will you make any promises to yourself
for this New Year?

It’s completely up to you. As for me
ill stick

to my age-old ways of taking it one day
at a time.

I look forward to my new tattoo and a
new motorbike jacket.

Paul can have my old one as it has
served me well.

I’ll leave it there and let you
wonder

what the New Year will bring for us
all.

 


 


Ridge Line

 


I walk along the ridge line, careful
not to look down.

To my left in the abyss is my shattered
marriage,

to my right is pain and loneliness. My
only way is forwards,

ever so slowly along the knife edge of
rock.

I’m scared I will fall off because it
will be the end

of my life, but I am equally afraid to
face the future,

all vulnerable and on my
own.

Can I be strong enough to make it and
to survive

life’s dangerous challenges? I want to
do everything right

and not get into a mess. I need a
soulmate to share

my trials and tribulations; I know that
I have Joll,

but will she be strong
enough?

 


 


 


Dangerous Game

 


Life is full of parallels and funny
little coincidences.

I left my wife and threw away my
marriage to start a new life.

I met a girl I thought was
mine

but she did my trick and didn’t
communicate.

I got a letter stating it was the end
and she threw

me away like I did my
ex-wife.

So now I’m the injured one who finds it
hard to believe

but all I need to do is read

Joll’s letter and the facts are
there.

I ask myself, is it really worth it to
suffer the pain

in the game we call
relationships?

You see, this is the most dangerous
thing,

trusting a stranger with your most
intimate thoughts

only to be hurt when they
leave.

 


 


Joined

 


Our souls are brought together on the
breath of a summer’s breeze,

a movement so slight that the heavens
don’t notice.

We are so close, both as one in a
feeling that hurts.

This is the joy to be alive, a feeling
greater than love

and stronger than lust.

We are soulmates (soul spirits)
intertwined

in life, sharing everything we know,
for we have no secrets.

Joined as we are we journey through
life

knowing that happiness is
ours.

 


 


Fighter Pilot

 


So you are a fighter pilot in one of
today’s latest jets.

Tell me what it is like to fly, to
fight and to die in the air?

All of the crushing g-forces and
dizzying changes

of direction happening all at
once.

I bet that there’s no glory in your
battles,

only pain, mutilation and
death.

But this is your game, an aerial
ballet

of chess where the victors come
home

and the vanquished cease to
exist.

I’d like to see what you see just for a
day,

to experience what it is like to be a
fighter pilot.

 


 


 


It’s About You

 


Thinking of my baby girl who is a
little bit fed up…

You tell me over the phone and I get
sad coz I can’t be there.

It’s a long two-day wait till Saturday
when we become one again.

But until then my thoughts go out to
you to make you feel happy.

Life is a funny thing, just like me and
you.

One minute we’re up, the next we’re on
the floor.

Soon we’ll be together, laughing and
joking

like we’ve never been apart.

This is about life and me and
you.

So here’s to being with you sooner than
you think.

 


 


 


Night Out

 


It’s Friday and we’re ready to go out
to hit

the town and paint it red. This is not
a bad town,

our Oldham, as we’ll find out as we
party the hours away.

I have a beautiful girl on my arm who
means so much for me.

We breeze into Yates to the sound of
Madonna

though we certainly aren’t beautiful
strangers.

Time stands still as we have fun and
live our life to the max.

We go from bar to bar in a joyride of
ecstasy…

soon we hit a club and in each other’s
arms we fall,

dancing around and around…

knowing this moment will last
forever.

 


 


 


Maybe Now

 


We all live the same life passing each
other by

like the strangers we are.

Maybe we can meet and start something
together,

taking a chance with our emotions so
that we become as one.

It’s clear to me you like me

but is this enough to start something
off?

All we know is the past, a tortuous
tale of broken

hearts and upset relationships. But we
have to live

for now, for the future with our
hearts

in our hands by taking a
chance.

So when you read this, please
think

of me and come out with me.

 


 


 


Crane Flies

 


You are my crane fly who
flutters

on gossamer thin crystal
wings,

turning to face the sun as you go
through the air.

Now I see your beauty as strong and as
delicate,

now that you are my girl.

We enjoy life at our own steady
pace

doing our own little bit having a
laugh.

I see you smile, your face
lightens

in the midday sun as you look into my
eyes.

I know that you are my
soulmate

and we have succeeded against people’s
bickering.

This is how we will face the
world,

in our brave little
partnership.

 


 


Meandering

 


My mind is inundated with so many
thoughts,

all coursing through my mind at a
thousand miles an hour.

Amongst the insecurities that
dart

and dive are ones that leave me
stunned

like I’m shell-shocked from a
war.

Will I live forever, does love stand
true to me,

is fate to be kind to me?

I can’t answer any questions about the
future,

I only know the answers from my
past.

If I knew them before, could I have
been more successful?

I go through life by meandering along
its river

trying to avoid obstacles that may
destroy me.

My chances of triumph are no greater
than anyone else’s

but I feel I have a small amount of
luck

guiding me to my eventual
outcome

whatever that may be.

 


 


 


Together

 


Together we are, you on my
knee

spending some timeless times
together.

We are watching Titanic which makes you
cry.

I kiss your cheek and taste the salt of
your tears

as they mix with mine.

This is a special evening, just me and
you

enjoying each other like only we
can.

I look at your face, you look so
upset

but I’m here holding you
tight.

You are my dear summer girl

with a suntanned face and you own my
heart.

 


 


 


Breath Of Wind

 


You are my breath of wind that caresses
me with love,

you are so many grains of sand that
fall finely between my fingers,

you’ve become the garden of Eden
bringing life to me by your presence.

It’s all this and more that make us
special

for now I’m happy to be by your
side.

We live for the moment as in a hundred
years,

who will remember what Nick and Joll
had?

If only we could stop time and be like
this forever,

that would bring endless happiness to
us.

I would never be without you because
you are like my soul

in my body, totally needed and always
loved.

 


 


 


 


Things

 


It is a wonderful thing that we’ve
got

as we do some things that other people
could never do,

like doing threesomes and foursomes and
so much more besides.

Why do we do it – is the thrill that
good to do the unknown?

I watched you dance with a
lad,

this I didn’t like especially when he
kissed you.

But if we’d all gone to bed just like
we planned

the ride would have been fab, so in yer
face.

We won’t do that again, no not in a
club,

because you are out with me and I’m
with you.

We have to be careful where we draw the
line.

I don’t want this good fun to end in
some upsetting scene.

After all, we’re in this together with
us first and foremost.

 


 


 


Fun Together

 


My girl is called Joll and she’s my
baby

who makes me smile when we’re
together.

Through good times and bad I’m there
for her as she is for me.

We get up to all sorts of fun, not
stopping

until we’ve had a laugh.

From out dancing at the Ritz to seeing
punk bands live,

we know how to enjoy
ourselves.

Who knows what’s next in our search for
good times,

will it be naughty videos or some madly
entertaining act?

 


 


Up The Bum


we all know it, you all know it, the
world thinks they know it.

what do they know? will you tell us or
do i need night video

evidence filmed on
infra-red?

two hot blobs dressed as traffic
wardens pumping

each other up the bum.

too shy to get caught in daylight, for
their secret will be out,

gaylord kings of the night.

when not giving out tickets, it's up
the bum! up the bum!

up the bum! up the bum!

i’ve never seen them at it but i’ve had
a parking ticket,

if i offered to give it him up the bum,
would he cancel it?

but i’m not that way inclined and i’ll
never be a traffic warden.

for up the bum is their secret hobby,
warm brothers to a man, send the birds

my way but i’ll laugh at the gayboy
traffic wardens who take it up the bum!

so when you see one or two
together,

spare a thought for their dirty kinky
village people

up the bum actions, up the
bum!

 


 


Weather From Hell

 


Friday was warm all 75 degrees, just
like summer.

We went out and got drunk – what a
night we had.

Out in only jeans and t-shirt it was
that warm.

Now over the bank holiday the rain came
down for three days.

I said what will happen tomorrow. Will
we have 12 feet of snow?

Well, it is snowing now and getting
worse. Don’t blame me,

I only asked the questions. Now it’s
the turn of hail to fall,

to pound the earth into
submission.

 


 


 


Turkish Experience

 


Arrive tired but with expectations
going crazy –

“Is this it, are we here?”

Dawn comes as we get to the
hotel

as breakfast is served but not for
us,

so we hit the sack.

The week flies by, a crazy
hassle

of barmen and traders

“You like leather jacket?”

Now amazed by ancient temples and
shaken

by an earth tremor we are learning to
relax

in the warm June sun..

There’s a week left now,

all the days are precious

with so many moments to be
enjoyed.

Just imagine what else we will
see.

 


 


 


Knackered Old Transit

 


It’s had its share of fun as my old
transit.

For ten years it’s carried me about
with a load

of lumber here, there and
everywhere.

There’s holes in the bodywork and the
back springs

have gone, but this is still my van in
all its rusty glory.

Sooner or later I’ll have to get
another one that is brand

spanking new, with digital stereo,
airbag and alarm.

Will this last ten years and be as
reliable as my old trany?

 


 


 


Nine

 


1,2,…8,9 glowing sunsets turn the
horizon liquid gold.

Each one a manmade sun, a sight that
God would behold.

Such is the awesome beauty in the
death

of nine million people in as many
seconds.

This is man’s power, so destructive in
his ways

that he is almost like a God. But
unlike God,

man can only destroy himself and his
world.

 


 


Ceiling Rose

 


An alabaster ceiling rose is ever so
delicate,

a round swirling pattern that is a joy
to look at.

It used to be white but now it’s all
yellow

with centuries of grime and age old
smoke.

People stop and wonder what went on
under

the hanging lights, what was said, who
loved

who and who dared to dance
close.

Today the huge dance hall is
empty

and the ceiling rose and lights have
nothing

but a sound of silence for
company.

 


 


 


Queen Of Hearts

 


The country and the world have been
brought to its knees

through mourning. A princess has died,
it’s such a waste.

She was Princess Diana, the Queen of
hearts taken

so tragically from us. No one can
replace

the loss, for she was truly
unique.

Slowly the pain will heal

but the sense of loss never
will.

Our hearts go out to you,
Diana.

Rest in peace.

 


 


 


Oldham Town

 


It’s a town full of all types of people
–

bums, alkies, druggies and
thugs.

There is a type of person to suit
everybody

and the local pubs are full of
them.

Take a trip down Yorkshire
Street

to Yates and No 62’s and there are
dickheads

galore all wearing designer
jeans

and silk shirts acting hard.

The women aren’t much better

with gym slip mums and flat
slags

who are yours for the price of a
drink.

This is Oldham, our glorious northern
town.

 


 


 


Moonbeams

 


The moon shines through the
glass

casting a white splash of colour
–

it’s here for all to see.

Meanwhile the naked bulb

tries to compete and fails
miserably,

its feeble light scattering

on the opposite pane.

 


 


 


Korea’s Ticking Time Bomb

 


North and South Korea at arms race
heaven,

a massive number of weapons all waiting
to be used –

tanks, guns and bombs.

One war was enough but nearly fifty
years have passed

and so it’s time for
another.

North uses Migs and howitzers, South
uses F-16s

and cluster bombs all stockpiled at
warehouses and airbases.

Have these people lost their
minds?

Making law with the barrel of a
gun

thinking that they are gangsters at an
international level.

This is Korea’s ticking
bomb,

with North being the explosive and the
South the fuse.

 


 


 


Pagan Poems

 


I write my pagan poems so that each one
is different

and comes from somewhere I can’t even
guess at.

I send them off to pagan magazines
about trees and witches,

their names are from Ace of Rods to
Tree Spirit

and they specialise in related topics
for readers like me.

I now await my mags with my poems
in,

the long time will be worth
it.

 


 


 


The Iranian Bomb

 


Iran starts a war, a war of death and
carnage.

An American destroyer is blown to
bits

as the Marines hit the
beach.

Time stands still as both sides
attack

and counter attack in a wave

of firepower beyond belief.

Americans struggle ashore inch by
bloody inch,

their air power smashing the enemy to
bits.

Now as the Iranians retreat the killing
begins,

shot in the back where they
stand.

People are outraged by such
scenes,

watching it live as it
happens.

They forget the crazed suicide
bombings

against the Marines as total war
smashes

a nation to dust. With the enemy
obliterated

the war ends leaving a million
Iranians

dead and a country that is no
more.

 


 


 


Wench

 


Hellen sits there like a Goddess who
awaits her destiny

in the speeding miniscule world of her
mind.

In her mind spells and rituals are
sorted out

for the coming sabbat, soon to be used
to call

upon mystical energies of the world and
universe

which bonds everything
together.

This is the way it has been all her
life

with magic and the power of the
witch.

Not many people understand her
power

and many shun it but those that bond
are joined

in a union lasting forever. She is a
wench,

a pagan wench waiting to use her
power

to call down the moon and to rape me by
ritual.

 


 


 


City Park

 


Just go and walk in the city
park,

you will see a small forest in a world
of concrete.

Little squirrels searching for acorns
to store for winter,

fish in a pond swim and ducks laze away
the hours

enjoying an autumn
afternoon.

People spend their dinner hour at
peace

away from a busy office

relaxing in the city park.

 


 


 


 


Magic Things

 


Do you see magic things like I
see?

The enchanting tooth fairy silently
coming

to take your tooth on a cool spring
evening.

A Goddess of summer dancing
majestically

over sunbaked land, her golden kiss
bringing

flowers to the trees.

An eagle of the autumn equinox
signalling

the start of decline as leaves fall
earthwards.

And snowy angels of winter sowing
white

snow over the land in a crisp layer of
coldness.

These are some of the magical things I
see

as I watch our seasons pass.

 


 


 


Ford Escort

 


My old Escort is a wreck on
wheels,

there’s more rust than paint, the tyres
are bald

and the door lock’s
knackered

but I have so much pride in my ancient
car.

It came into being in 1984, at the
height of the 80s

when XR3’s were king and Ford ruled the
road.

Every morning it starts at first turn
of the key

in a cloud of blue smoke from the
perforated exhaust.

One day I’ll scrap it but not
today

as I get ready to cruise down the
strip

in my Ford Escort.

 


 


 


Cuddly Animals

 


Little small cuddly animals all
full

of colourful coats and lots of
fur.

Every type is here from little
mice

to black Norwegian goth guinea
pigs

to chocolate drop pussy cats

that love to be stroked.

All animals are there to be
loved

with lots of care in nice warm
homes.

 


 


 


Nature’s Life

 


Nature surrounds the planet in its
enveloping

shroud of life and of love.

Just take a look at the trees
billowing

in the wind, a swirling scene
alive

for us to see.

It’s a joy to walk

through long meadow grass

during late August where rabbits
run

and jump as bees fly leisurely
by.

Man is at one now with nature as he
realises

what pleasure ecology can bring for us
and our children.

We grow more and more in touch with
nature

as she shows she is our
creator

as she made the planet, oceans and
life.

 


 


 


Sparkling Tiger

 


Sparkling tiger is surrounded by
colourful gold

and yellow flowers as it runs under a
setting sun.

It speeds through the jungle so alive,
running

past fleeing birds as the golden tiger
is king of the jungle.

Now as thunder splits the sky the tiger
roars

and bellows in a sound which only he
can make.

He is the sparkling tiger who is made
of pure gold

that makes the heavens
tremble.

 


 


 


Pagan People

 


Fed up with your boring life and your
mundane

existence working nine to five day in
day out,

you think that things should be
different.

You meet a person who is so happy and
in touch

with the world and
themselves.

Your meeting is only brief

but you know that it’s something
special.

Now you are in touch with the
God

and Goddess who rule the pagan
world.

You have started a journey that will
show

you love and happiness and a whole lot
more.


 


Man’s Killing Weapons

 


Please say I’m not seeing this, what I
see before me.

It’s so terrifying. I think of all
those people killed

and those who die and I fall apart
inside.

This is the cutting edge of man’s
deadly technology.

I see Cobra gunships diving and
obliterating

their targets…

These gunships first flew in
1968

and will be in service until
2025.

Just imagine all those who have
perished

before the Cobra’s guns – Vietnam, the
Gulf, Somalia and beyond.

All in the name of progress. They’re
man’s killing

weapons to obliterate, to kill and to
annihilate.

When Armageddon comes beware and prey
that you

die first in a quick death by the
cobra.

 


 


 


Nearly There

 


In less than an hour it will be
1997.

In this short time do you
remember?

Do you shrug off the past to make way
for the future

or do you hold on to the dying
year

seeing every minute disappear before
your eyes?

On this, the last day we have been
covered by snow

and frozen by the cold as the old God
Cronus turns

his hour glass over for another
year.

He carries a scythe in his other hand
and has a laugh

that turns us to dust.

We stand tall and are proud to welcome
the new year.

I remember my other years falling by
the wayside one by one.

I know it’s wrong to wish away the
days

for if we do we won’t have any left
until…?

 


 


 


Sweet Sixteen

 


Look at all those graceful curves and
deadly lines,

this is definitely a warplane and it
has been blooded in combat.

As we start this new year will the
sweet sixteen see combat?

Over the years names such as Iraq,
Bosnia and Israel

have become world famous with the F-16
air to air victories

over Mig 21s, Mig 29s and Soko
Galebs

and a whole lot more say “Don’t mess
with the 16.”

It could be a year of peace but that I
somehow doubt.

 


 


 


Your Family And I

 


Well, here we are having a great time
thinking

of Christmas and times gone past. We’re
so happy

having a laugh and some
beers.

I liked the meal you made but I
hated

what happened next. It all started over
some stupid fags.

Accusations are flying around, it isn’t
my fault that I know.

If it’s all arguments and bad feelings,
I’m off!

You lot are like a shattered
mirror.

You can be rebuilt but pieces will
always be missing.

Don’t worry about me, I won’t be
around

next time when your mirror
shatters.


 


 


Mum, I Want A Tattoo

 


“Can I have a tattoo mum?”

That was the question I
asked

and the response was
unprintable.

I only want one or maybe three or
four.

All my mates have them

and most of theirs are home-made
messes.

I want a proper one by a talented
tattooist.

I don’t want “Love and Hate” or “I love
mum”.

I want a panther or a soaring
eagle.

I believe it’s called body art
today.

It’s so brilliant: all I want is to be
part of it.

Well, bollocks to it, I’ll have one
done anyhow!

 


 


 


Rock Gig

 


I love seeing a band live so much, the
energy

and times I’ve had have been breath
taking.

All sorts of people packed into a small
uni hall

rocking out to some of their rave
music.

I remember All About Eve in Liverpool
catching

the train there and missing the support
band.

What a gig! Seeing Def Leppard in the
heat of ’93,

the beer, the music and the times will
live forever with me…

 


 


Life Of The Hamster

 


It’s ever so hard being a
hamster

using all your energy to eat,
sleep

and crap all day and night.

If I could come back I’d be a
hamster!

Look at the life they have – it’s ever
so fun.

They only come out at night to
sniff

the air and scurry about.

Hamsters are cuddly

but unlike mice their tails are
short

but their teeth are just as
sharp.

Our hamster is called Arthur

and he is brown and white.

What’s yours called?

 


 


Foreign Places

 


How many people can say that they have
seen the world, really?

Not many. We have all been to Spain,
it’s like a trip to London,

home from home. Some people give up
their lives to travel,

to work in India or Australia, in some
back street town

or far off field picking grapes making
a basic living.

For those who like brief stays then two
weeks in Dominica

or Jordan can be the trip of a
lifetime.

Me, I’d like to see South America
before I get old.

 


 


 


My Rock Image

 


I like to be me, in all my
ways.

I think that my painted bike
jacket

is unique as my tattoos.

My music taste is just for
me

from All About Eve to Alanis
Morrissette,

they all sound great and rock you
out.

Soon I will not be so young and I will
remember

the boozy loud days in the
Abbey

and hanging out with my
mates

like Dave and Paul and our heavy rock
wenches.

Long live rock ’n roll!

 


 


 


Man = Woman

 


There is someone for
somebody

no matter what you look like

or what turns you on.

That person could be your next-door
neighbour

or they could be 10,000 miles
away.

They could have lived 500 years ago and
be no more.

How do you find the one for
you?

It’s completely up to you how you do
it

but if you do you will know.

It will hit you like a bomb

and then it’s love forever.

You ask me, how long is
forever?

Well, my friend, it’s as long as you
want it to be.

A day, a year or a million
years.

 


 


Spinning Thru The Years

 


“I don’t see the reason why every angel
should fly.”

Now so many years later the song sounds
the same

but look at how we have
aged.

Now we aren’t so young and the years
spin

before us like seeds upon a
pond.

Old Father Time laughs at us as we grow
old

but I only wish I could turn back
time

and be young again forever. I
shed

so many tears over my youth,

over the music, over it all.

It is all too much for me.

 


 


 


Innocence Lost

 


Ever so slowly the slim 15-year-old
girl undresses

for her first love.

Soon they make love, ever so sensual
and fun.

A year later and just turned
sixteen,

the poor girl has a baby, no
boyfriend

and no life.

She wants to die.

Such a life for being young.

 


 


Smell My Fart

 


Come and smell my fart –

it’s ever so brilliant breaking
wind,

I really enjoy it.

First I have a good scoff

so I can give my bowels a good
trip.

Soon I will squeeze off a
ripper

and if I upset you, then it’s tough
shit.

I enjoy all the farts I do.

They’re ever so natural,

a hundred percent methane.

Some are deadly silent ones

while others wicked wet ones

that follow thru.

All from my arse

with Nick’s trademark on
them.

 


 


 


Fire

 


Dancing, flickering in all of its
orange intensity.

So many have witnessed the beauty of
fire,

all fear it, man or beast, but so many
admire it.

I love it – the twin
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