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Ryan the tattooist. Cos Ryan is Jimmy Semtex's daddy. Without Ryan,
Jimmy wouldn't exist. The Boom came later. :) 'M'
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Poems


Haircut

Jimmy went for a haircut. The lovely
transvestite transgender transsexual from Transylvania cut his
hair. A nice number 2 crew cut. You've never seen scissors or
clippin' snippers move so damn fast. In seconds Jimmy had a new
style - all off above the fucking neck. Isis style. Blood spurted
from Jimmy's severed neck. He was a bloody stump sucker! The
hairdresser stuck Jimmy's bod onto a rusty spike. Then he put a big
fat cigar in Jimmy's gob and lit it. Jimmy looked smart. Shame his
body, which ran round headless chicken style, couldn't appreciate
it. Maybe this new style would catch on? Transvestite transgender
transsexual from super cool Transylvania. Now living in downtown
Miami and getting a tan.




He

He dropped the 1 megaton nuke on the
city. 5 million people died. He had his reasons. Later he repented.
He saw the priest and he regretted his sins. Forgive me in the eyes
of Jesus. He got away with 5 million deaths and destroying a city.
No bad karma.

Forgiven in the eyes of the Lord. So
the priest said.

But I ask. Did karma ever exist at all?
Did he really get away with it? Or is more at stake here? Other
things our petty lives don't comprehend? Are we mere pawns in this
eternal karmic dance? Or nothing but silence? Eternally quiet. And
what about him? The bomb dropper?




Ratter

They say that wherever you live, you're
only thirty metres from a rat. And that they out number us two to
one. That scary crawly evil vermin. Get a trap, get some poison,
buy an air rifle.

Let's go rat hunting. We're out to rid
our homes, our towns and our lives of this vermin. Just like
pigeons, rats with wings.

You got one today. Trapped her in the
cage. Then drowned her. Get it over with. Her mate is even bigger.
Need a bigger trap. Good luck in your quest. Ridding our planet of
rat vermin.

Then it's the turn of pigeons,
cockroaches, ants, mosquitoes and mice to be eradicated. This is
war.




A Choice

Some people wake up and decide to
commit suicide. Simple as that. And they do it. Their friends and
family are left wondering why? Why didn't their loved one talk to
them?

Those same friends and family may have
thought nothing was wrong. And then it happened. So swiftly like a
bomb going off. Unlike a bomb there's no answers just
questions.

It's not all like this. Some people are
depressed or anxious or stressed or bipolar or neurotic or
psychotic or were bullied or a worse unknown reason. You can see
they're in trouble and help.

Committing suicide is often called the
ultimate sin or most selfish act. But the person doing it often has
no choice. They can't see past their current situation. And death
is the only way out. If only there was a way to sort it
out...




Wanderings

You built a stone castle upon your
house of cards. Then you invited us along to the party while it
collapses. Me, I want a parachute so I can watch it all fall in
glorious bloody red before I die.

Are we born blank note pads, empty, or
is our emotional state already programmed in? If so, was my
programmed faulty and then hacked into? As my operating system is
wonky and needs fixing.

Are you the pecking snail? I can hear
you growling in the night. You've been at my eggs again and not
left me any. Why are you so selfish? I wanted to cook us an
omelette. Now we'll starve.




One Way

They're like bomber planes
over Germany. 2 went out and only 1 came back. It's in
little pieces in Germany. Does that mean it's now
more than one? I think it does. One thousand pieces of bomber
plane. Thank you Herr Hitler.

Now those words mean so
much... You can only (legally in most countries) have one wife;
only one life; only one original draft of a novel/poem...
So a big THANK YOU to HITLER.


You're saying means so much to
me. You INSPIRE me no end to dream of
dropping more bombs on you and your kin...




Can't Get A Girl

His name was Johnny. He looked like any
other teenager of his generation. Hair longer than the norm, a bit
of acne, favourite band t-shirts and a love of beer. He didn't
smoke, do drugs or fight.

But he liked speed and drove his cheap
second hand cars fast. Too fast, so there were numerous crashes.
Like a phoenix, Johnny emerged unscathed and thought he was
invulnerable and bought another banger.

There had been only one girlfriend
during his teen years. She was a skinny girl called Dawn. They only
kissed and never had sex. Years later he learnt she was gay. Was he
the reason? He did wonder.

In the years before her, Johnny was
forced to experiment. He could only get a thrill with his mates.
They tossed one another off while hiding behind the garages. It
sure felt good but not like a girl doing it. And it fucked Johnny's
head up.

The bullies always targeted Johnny,
from age 4 to 18. So much abuse, unreal pain. He became good with
his hands and mind. But the damage was done. No one was there to
help him. Not even his dear mum.

Those were the reasons why he jumped
off the huge bridge into the river. They never found his body, only
a note to his mum explaining why he had to leave. Johnny's forlorn
death left a jungle of illusions.




Slanderously Defamatory
Libellous

You called me a twat. So now I'm going
to sue you. Take every penny you've got. Bankrupt your arse. I
won't let you name call me for no reason. And I'm not a twat.
You'll soon see what I am. A real fucking cunt!




Mia

The Mia Man was mad. Someone had stolen
his pet dog. This was an automatic credit. He would get even. No
matter the time line. The stolen dog was handsome and intelligent.
His name was Peter.

Word went out a white and black dog was
missing. 'Such a body', was the thief. Everybody knew him. Nobody
dared move against him. Only the Mia Man could, should, would. He
took his time. It was a big hangover.

Time to banish the enemy to the moon.
The Mia Man knocked on 'Such a body's' door. Two riot guns, both
Winchester and Remington, got a result. Mia Man pressed both
triggers and kneecapped his enemy.

In seconds it was over. 'Such a body'
was bundled into the space cadet capsule and the fuse was lit. The
Mia Man upended the big steel kitchen table and hid. After a minute
the rocket launched. Fizz, boom, whoosh!

'Such a body' was on the way to the
moon. The dog didn't matter; he wasn't real. Peter the dog was made
in Taiwan and plastic. With a fake woof and growl. Mia Man had just
eradicated an enemy. Time for a beer.




Picnic

I eat the mackerel sandwich. It tastes
really yummy. I've put the tomato sauce into a bowl and pour some
over the fish and bread. Any left I dip the sandwich in. It's well
nice. You should try it. I don't like eating the back bone. I've
removed this. It's quite big. I wonder when someone or something
eats me, will it be the same way? Removing the sauce and my back
bone? And just eating the meat? When will I be eaten?




House

I see my lady asleep beside me. A
figure of tranquillity. Blue shorts hardly cover her there. A
touch. Unsaid thoughts. Keep silent. It happens. A caress, a kiss,
a sigh. Destroy slumber! Onwards for destiny. My shorts are off,
bottom of bed. Her hand on my cock. Inner being molten. I grow. Her
shorts move south. A kiss, a caress, I enter her. Move house. Old
house vacant. New house cosy. I am home.




Tea Bagging

Eat my shorts. Lick my balls. Suck my
cock. Finger my arse. Tickle my toes. Massage my back. Hold my
hand. Kiss my lips. Squeeze my heart dry.




Rice Wife

My dear wife. Hurry back to me. Don't
catch a cold. I don't want you ill. Don't work today. The rice can
wait a day. Hurry to me my dear. My love will make you better.
Hurry hurry hurry.




In The Head

Of all the things in my head I write
about, some that makes me feel better as a person is doing poems
when I feel stressed/anxious/depressed. A nasty
combination.

Sometimes even people close by don't
know how I feel or if they do, how to deal with it. But being a
writer has a small coping strategy - doing a poem on it. Better
than any pills or false fix.

Even if the work is dark/abrupt/strong
in topic, it's a creative thing outa almost nothing (negative
mental states).

And if someone sez: 'Oh, you wrote it
as I felt once...' that's good...

The hardest thing is this: confronting
your own fears and then having the guts to write about it and then
share it with the world. As it can be a very nasty world at times.
But also understanding too...




I'm Thrilled

I'm thrilled to hear that you got 3
month inside. You did bird. Do you know how happy I am? I want to
shout from the highest steeple and jump with joy. You did 7+ years
of crime: drug dealing, smoking weed, assault with a bb gun,
smashing your mum's house up, nearly killing her and
more.

That was the worst, shoving your mum's
head into the sink. Concussion could of killed her. You dropped out
of school so have no grades. Maybe if you kill someone, you can
study inside?

I think your next crime is murder. But
who? Yourself? Not saying my views. Tho 1 less chav will be here, a
reign of terror over. You used to take your mum's cash and spend it
on drugs. Then hit her when there's no heating.

You made the front room your bedroom,
ruled her life with terror. Was told, 'If you lived in a different
city, you would be in jail now." That took a while in coming but
finally happened. I'm thrilled.




Concept

Imagine a cave in which you see
yourself. There are many versions of you there. For example, you
having 8 beers, you reading a book, you doing a drawing, you
listening to music, you doing many things. A dozen versions of you,
a hundred, a thousand. All unaware of each other. They can't talk
but can they see each other? Or are they oblivious to each other?
Is this cave real or in your head?




Other Woman

Meet the other woman. She's one of a
kind. Very sexy, as you'd imagine. All her curves are in the right
places. Her abilities are one of a kind. It's not what you think
though.

The other woman and me.

You see, my wife got her me. And she's
a plane, an F-20C Tigershark. The best. I named her 'The Other
Woman' and that's what she is. Even my wife spends time with
her.

Imagine that, my two fave women,
together. Every man's dream. Flying in the sky, not fucking in bed.
Though there was the time when we fucked on her wing...




Make An Exception

This is what I want you to do. Make an
exception because this is ME. I want you to make an exception each
and every time. I'm unique and not like the others. I'm no sheep or
herd animal. I reserve the right to be an exception. This is my
personal right. And I'll use it every time.

Don't group me with the rest. They are
them and I am ME. There's a big difference there. If I want to
listen to gothic rock music, I will. No crap boy bands for me. If I
want to send a story about fixing cars to a cookery magazine, I
will.

It's me who got the ladies all hot and
bothered with a 22MM spanner. Because I'm the exception. Not the
only exception, the actual exception. My full tattoo coverage
confirms this. As does my harsh words when life get tough. Do I
want to be perfect? No. Maybe you all should be. Then I'm even more
of an exception.




Putin's Dreams

Two years ago this brand new airport
terminal was Eastern Ukraine's jewel. Built to take football fans
to the Euro 2012 games. Glass sparkled everywhere. Decades of use
was expected with the facilities.

It wasn't to be. The prophesy was
wrong. War came with the most unexpected enemy - Russia. Old ally
now new opponent. Their terrorist fighters destroyed the terminal
and wrecked the airport.

No more flights would land here. No
more football fans arriving to see their games. No foreign tourists
venturing here to see history. Only Russian backed terrorists and
dead Ukrainian soldiers remain.

With the terrorists now winning, talk
of American weapons for the army is rife. Will these arms deter
Russia or make it worse? The Neo Soviet army can't be beaten but it
can be bled white.

Payback for invading Ukraine, for
supporting terrorists, for wrecking the east, for ruining the
airport, for killing innocent people. And above all, for lying, and
saying NATO and America started this war. It's Putin The Dog's
fault and his Neo Soviet dreams.




Young Eyes

The ten year old child sat by the
water. They saw what was happening and it wasn't good. Affecting
them greatly, bringing nightmares and nasty flashbacks. Things
their young mind struggled to comprehend. Seeing the Syrian
soldiers shoot at the Lebanese fishermen, killing some. 'It's what
we do, open fire. Ask questions later,' commented a soldier. He
seemed nonchalant, even happy.

The child witnessed many things, some
random, others not. All were harsh events. Against a backdrop of
beautiful blue water, history was made. A rickety biplane clattered
by. From
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