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Dedication

Dedicated to nobody in particular and
specifically everybody.

 


 


 


Jimmy Boom Semtex, writer of explosive
work, check his writing out. Don't get burnt...

 


Saurabh Pant is an author from India
with a book out.

Together they make a unique and
creative team. Read their work.
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Poems


One

 


Most Awesome Vacation

When I was a teenager, my auntie had an
old stone cottage in the English Lake District. My parents took me
there for a fortnight. The scenery was to die for - jagged
mountains, deep lakes, steep valleys and untouched coastlines. My
dad took me climbing up near vertical mountains. We saw old
warplane crashes, abandoned mines and quarries, explored miles of
sand and pebble beaches. I saw RAF jet fighters fly down the
valleys. This was a special time when I was 15 and the last
occasion I went there. Places like England's deepest lake, Wast
Water, to Great Carrs mountain and the Kendal Mint Cake shop where
I ate delicious chocolate mint cake. One day I must go
back...

 


 


 


Love

There are different types of
love

The love of one's country and cultural
identity

The love of a pet dog

The love of an aeroplane and
flight

The love of a person like your
wife

The love of a gothic music
band

Those are different types of
love

The love of a person is a chemical
reaction

In the brain, brain docs say

It's a feeling that is hard to pin
down

And is expressed in songs, poetry and
films

As Berlin/Terri Nunn sang:

'I need a suit of armour for my
soul'

I love you is one of the most overused
sayings there is

Not to be confused with lust

People die for love but also create a
life for love

Like a new born child

Love can make wars and death

An example, the Trojan War in the film
Troy

Make love not war.

 


 


 


UN Peacekeeper

Military Science.

The art of precisely
killing.

Thus conserving ammo.

Drop the bridge with an

individual smart bomb.

Kill the enemy with

one head shot.

Splash the jet with

a single missile.

Saving tax payers' cash.

Economy of scale.

Make death with

less expenditure.

Digital age warfare.

Hard kill military science.

 


 


 


Dragon

Your control over me is
total.

You're like a dragon jealously guarding
his treasure.

Never letting the apple shift from his
gaze.

Paranoia creating a world of shifting
scenarios.

All real in his head.

 


 


 


Castle

Solid stone crusader castle.

Built to stop the Muslim back in
Saladin's day.

World heritage sites now turned into
terrorist strong points.

Armed to the teeth with modern
weapons.

Bombed by Neo Soviet jets in a new
chapter of the Syrian war.

Ten foot thick walls brushing off
Putin's and Daesh's puny battle efforts.

 


 


 


Sword

Sword of song, words of
daggers.

Suppressed assassin's pistol, blade of
duty.

Sliding down the gun sight, fighter
pilot's Migs delight.

Purple lipstick warrioress, Amazonia
heroine slayer.

 


 


 


Where Is Minky?

Sucking my big black fucking
dick.

You're my next casualty of
war.

As we venture abroad and go
whoring.

With my mate's wife and her
cousin.

 


 


 


Thief - One

A girl like any
other.

There are millions like
her.

In looks.

In intelligence.

In her lifestyle.

In her dreams.

In her love of
life.

Studying at
college.

Almost 18 and ready to
party.

With friends and
family.

Enjoying her young
life.

Almost an adult.

With big dreams and
plans.

A call centre career after
graduation.

A future with her
boyfriend.

Other plans to be
planned.

A life to be
lived.

But there will only ever be
one of YOU.

We all know what
happened.

And will never ever
forget.

This is a fact.

RIP dear lady.

 


 


 


Thief - Two

Oh how your death upsets
me.

You who had yet to
live.

Those clichéd words
meaningless now.

But sadly true.

You were hurt on April 4
2016.

You were murdered on April 7
2016.

You should have be eighteen
on April 23 2016.

You were buried on April 30
2016.
A week
after you would have been eighteen.

You were stolen by a
thief.

He tried stealing your bag
and failed.

He didn't fail when he stole
your life.

 


 


 


Thief - Three

There are 2 victims
here.

Both not yet
adults.

One is dead.

The other in youth
detention, alive.

(For now)

What happens now?

Questions...

The reason why must be
found.

Not lies or half-truths but
the real TRUTH.

Will the alleged
mugger/killer talk?

It was good that he was
caught.

Or revenge could take
place.

Still can.

Reasons why are not
enough.

He tried to steal your bag,
why?

Does his family
starve?

That is cause and
effect.

And needs
addressing.

This has happened now and
will again.

Has before.

So what will be
done?

Lives need lifting out of
poverty.

Teens need
educating.

And much much more needs
doing.

So it doesn't happen
again.

So no more young women
die.

So nobody else
dies.

By being robbed or mugged or
for the pure fucking hell of it.

But what is done is
done.

This fact we
know.

 


 


 


Thief - Four (for Megan)

This is all about
you...

 


 


 


Biker Bus

I see the biker standing in the bus
passenger queue before me.

He’s wearing a nice bike jacket that
would fit me.

And what's that under his
arm?

 


Oh my!

 


It's a motorcycle helmet.

Where's his motor bike?

In his pocket?

 


He's a big boy.

 


I bet he throws his bike about like a
Spitfire.

Screwing it for all its
worth.

Till the engine blows and its garage
time.

 


So now it's bus time.

 


And biker boy has to get the
bus.

He stands there aloof, hoping nobody
notices.

 


I do.

 


And I have my camera phone.

And take a photo to upload on
Facebook.

 


 


 


Leisure Pleasure

The husband is a silent
tall gruff looking figure of a man.

He looks at me as he walks
past me in the opposite direction.

His wife follows close
behind him.

 


How odd.

Asian style.

 


See it all the time in my
dead old hometown.

It's after he's passed me
that she speaks:

Alrite love?

 


Yes, I reply.

I walk on to do my
business.

If I was single and not
married then I'd oblige.

 


Dear hubby can jog on
by.

Lovely wifey can stay with
me and party 24/7.

But I think of my business
and forget her.

 


 


Two

 


Hurricane fighter fell/between two cold
steep mountains/his mate also died

 


 


 


Green star flickers, space/Mother
creator, powerful/flick our star off, dark

 


 


 


England's green land, war?/forever
green and free, enemy attack/cost unbaiting, pilots
dying

 


 


 


Red sun aeroplane hidden/in wild green
mountain trees/found by mystical lady

 


 


 


August was a cop/he found the
bricks/brought Hitler down

 


 


 


Mustang down on the moor/Yankee ace
pilot/murdered by English weather

 


 


 


Nice gig photo Sue/Possible World
Theory live/where are you now Sue?

 


 


 


Nuclear bomb man is/mad like the March
hare on a/bad acid trip. Boom!

 


 


 


Fantastic old plane/designers making
craft dance/like a bird up high

 


 


 


Only one guinea pig/in the runner at
once/or they get lazy

 


 


 


Monkeys having fun/tea party style,
till a croc/barges in. Cups fly high

 


 


 


Mad one tooth woman/seeks equally mad
rich man/free gummy blow jobs

 


 


 


Asparagus man/is no Tarzan, German
born/panzer tank driver

 


 


 


Red bus whizzes off/huge cliff, hangs
in space. Scream till/you cream yourself brown

 


 


 


Warplane flying high/seek and destroy,
Satan's will/your country is next

 


 


 


Wood ship turned gold/treasure lost in
the blue, where?/fables of desire

 


 


 


Yammy's a nice happy
girl/she met him by chance one day/love out of chaos

 


 


 


Lady's cold cream jar
with/chestnut hair and finger print/one and half miles
down

 


 


 


The walls are thick
with/martyrs blood, ghosts hold and aliens/taking over us
all

 


 


 


We have tuna and beer/we
are fish food next, it might/be you consumed

 


 


 


England started it/bad
hooligan hellfire fights/Russia copied it

 


 


 


Barlam with a bomb/inside,
cooking very slowly/Boom! goes the barlam

 


 


 


Space war, nukes
exchange/fly spaceplane to kill target/remember my mum

 


 


 


Jimmy hates smart
phones/touch screen crap for you rich brats/knuckle break smash
boom

 


 


 


Beautiful young
man/matching cap with hot uniform/only love, Orlando

 


 


 


Beautiful nipples/with
silver tassels so cool/celebrate our lust

 


 


 


Gold and
glass bottles/ageless, thermodynamics/work of
Nature

 


 


 


Uhu fighter hunts/lucky
shot blew his wing off/hit the ammo runs

 


 


 


Viking ship on trip/new
world bound, spell protected/witches rituals

 


 


 


Words spoken in
Spokane/Arkansaw girl loves her town/name spelt
correctly

 


 


 


Swim in falls deep
pool/torrent water blue, cost to life/freedom of
movement

 


 


 


Swim in falls deep
pool/endure beauty, water born pretty/cascade bliss
torrent

 


 


 


This season of what?/you
gave me many things my dear/like a shiny space ship

 


 


 


Political world/leaders all
the same, selfish/we say No! to you

 


 


 


We love you more
than/nuclear bombs or war jets/for we are chilling

 


 


 


Oh how I see you/lying
there dead before me/squashed by a truck

 


 


 


Man with the big
blue/testicles rubs them on rough/concrete post for fun

 


 


 


Tigershark jet plane/mad
pilot, no G-suit, no/can't feel my jet, death

 


 


 


I remember my/teens and the
goth gigs and clubs/oh what cool dark joys

 


 


 


Brexit, joy to go!/Leave
Europe and their crap laws/sore losers grow up

 


 


 


The man was hungry/he
spewed up a bike then/ate a London bus

 


 


 


What joy to
spellunk/exploring caves underground/while being hunted

 


 


 


In a world where an/AK
costs three hundred bucks/art is so priceless

 


 


 


Micro monster eats/man from
his insides out, good/yummy deadliness

 


 


 


The machine gun that/fires
flowers lost my line again/mind collapse crap poem

 


 


 


Jimmy's mum died two/years
ago today. Time to look/inwards to think back

 


 


 


Black hued woman's
ghost/dissipated by white sphere/end of her hexes

 


 


 


Bear hug grab hold
tight/keep you madly close, endgame/no more escape zone

 


 


 


Shrouded drug dealer/lies
dead like swaddled baby/life gone bloody rags

 


 


 


Lil' Miss Spitfire
has/machine gun moods slammin' you/closer to your grave

 


 


 


I see you there now/I watch
you endlessly, we/are the same, you, I

 


 


 


Only a song from/my past,
Voice of the Beehive’s/Scary Kisses, bang!

 


 


 


There you are, I make/you
smile, so secretly/steal the Goddess’ moon

 


 


 


Scary Kisses swoon/over me
badly, all yours/my dear you own me

 


 


 


Voice of the Beehive/how I
love your cool music/my skyward rising

 


 


 


Magic time still air
swoon/embrace. Feel her touch upon/you, a pause of dusk

 


 


 


Three

 


Life Gone (by Saurabh
Pant)

A death which renders
shock

Far fledged corpse
surprises with its knock

Even the dead can't speak
anymore

Some queries to solve and
mysteries to unlock.

 


 


 


New Russia (by Saurabh
Pant)

A country that was glorious
long ago

A country where foreigners
continue to go in high numbers

Yet today, its own citizen
live in fear of sullenness

Their destinies unfurling
their existence below

A country that rescued
international pride

A country, which was
magnificent through a nuclear ride

No more power in its own
citizen’s with new uniform adventures

The low pressure threat and
horror’s mask continues to glide

 


Some rooms lit with fear,
some shabby with sadness

Some lanterns lit to
produce grief's relentlessness

Some people covered in
blood at the end of unforgivable roads

Some still waiting for
punishment with a glory of helplessness

Accomplished parties gather
momentum, where shabby grief used to exist

Their destination gaining
new heights, as they continue to notify and assist

Ideas of scrutiny between
people's lives’ safety is horrible

Yet those parties rely only
on their decision,

Their faces contorted with
hate using a mortal hit list.

 


 


 


Party On (by Saurabh
Pant)

A cosy drink to
celebrate

Let us enjoy, it’s already
getting late

Storm silently entered into
everyone moods

So why not enjoy the drink
without having any debate.

 


 


 


Celebration (by Saurabh
Pant)

A delighted person like you
deserves a treat

Those pleasurable moments
you appreciate to greet

Let’s remember your day
with awesome memories

When it’s here next time,
old memories salute, standing on their feet.

 


 


 


A Disturbed Homeland (by
Saurabh Pant)

A world of laughter yet to
pass

A world where everything is
doomed like corpses, the gloom of a carcass

A world that was perfect,
once

It dusty grey sojourns
without existence of gold, silver or brass

It decays a harshness of
people who fought for its formation

It dustily decays under of
lost lives who scandled under its foundation

No wonder, how long can
Russia continue to protect its old culture?

Its identity has no longer
has virtue, is broken like a vase

The night passes in silence
under a stymied communist hand

Everything buried under
horrified faces of a smoking grey land

The fight flourishes
between internal and international prestige once more

Russia is ready to strike
out, no worries, a chance to stand

A gale is coming ahead to
destruct

A world is set to perish,
which once wished to construct

Russia again asks for more
sacrifice from its citizens

Abandoned homeland only
answers the queries, not knowing where to proceed or
protect.

 


 


 


Where is Russia? (by
Saurabh Pant)

Russia calls for
development with separate faces

Russia wants dialogue in
front of the world in different phases

It's existence torn between
help and support

Russia wants security for
the world under its own paces

Russia wants to win hearts
for its own treasure

Russia wants to gain
confidence through military pressure

It wishes to launch high
scale agendas for the world

Russia wants the world in
its power; this is its own pleasure

Russia decides moves with
its own behaviour

Russia deserves
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