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Stories


Sail
Away

 


Claire
was an Irish gal from a small village in southern Ireland. Johnny
was her on/off boyfriend from Dublin. They met at a hospital in
WW1. She was a nurse. He was a general helper. Claire met an
American soldier at a local fair after a row with Johnny. He’s very
controlling and jealous, only happy when he got his own way. Claire
told Johnny she met someone new, a friend at the fair. She didn’t
tell Johnny that she fell in love and planned to go to America with
the soldier. Johnny asked her to meet him later as friends and
that’ll he behave, they could talk about things. Claire agreed.
Johnny planned to kill Claire and the soldier. Not being a soldier
he had no gun only poisons and a knife. Will the knife do? The
soldier may have a gun or bayonet. Johnny promised himself nobody
else would ever have Claire only himself. He owned her she belonged
to him. She knew this and was playing high stakes cat and mouse.
She was determined to leave Johnny and be with her American
soldier. He was returning home after being wounded in France
fighting the Germans. He was a real man who’d seen combat. All were
in their early 20s.

 


 


Early
On

Claire
lived in a small village in Southern Ireland on the coast. Her
family were poor fishermen. She was determined to build a life not
like that. She went to a Catholic run hospital to be a nurse when
the war started treating horribly wounded soldiers.

 


Johnny
was born in Dublin. He was a small time criminal and had been in
the gaol. He promised the judge he’d mend his ways. He worked as a
general helper in the main church hospital outside
Dublin.

 


Neil was
from Texas, America. He was a soldier and had fought the Germans in
France. He’d killed many and had been shot and gassed. He was
almost recovered and was being shipped home to be an
instructor.

 


It was
raining hard. The rain beat down on the ground, against the windows
and on the slate roof. It had rained for three days. Claire hadn’t
been outside. She didn’t want to catch a cold and be ill and get
the dreaded Flu. She treated the wounded Irish soldiers. They’d
been in the British Army and had been sent back home to Ireland
after being wounded.

 


Some of
the wounds were simple gun shot wounds. Others were hideous
deformations caused by shrapnel or less visible like permanent gas
injuries. All the wounds were bad and a ticket home to the Emerald
Isle.

 


A few
American soldiers were sent here after all the British war
hospitals were full to capacity. One American soldier with a bullet
wound was called Neil. He’d also been slightly gassed. His bullet
wound was in his right shoulder. The gas left him slightly
breathless.

 


Many hurt
soldiers wouldn’t live more than a few weeks and many would need a
life time or care especially if blind or with shell shock and other
injuries. War was Hell and not the solution to Europe’s and the
world’s problems. Claire could attest to that.

 


Her daily
routine never varied. Church with prayers and a lecture in the
morning, breakfast then doing the rounds on her ward for her ten
soldiers and other patients. She administered treatment, changed
dressings, gave many reassuring talks and other duties. This went
on till lights out and bed time.

 


 



Meeting

As a
couple they had been fine at first. After a year together things
had changed. Claire was ready to leave Johnny. Claire and Johnny
loved one another but she wasn’t in love with him. His endless
jealousy and arguments ruined everything. People knew the couple
more for their rows than anything else.

 


She
remembered how they first met. Claire was taking a soldier in a
wheel chair to the operating theatre. The soldier was to have a
foot removed. A toe had not healed and was now gangrenous. The foot
needed to come off to save his leg. The soldier would be on
crutches or need a false foot for the rest of his life.

 


A man was
in the corridor. He was fixing a radiator which was leaking. Claire
wheeled the soldier in his wheel chair past the work man. She
almost slipped on the leaking water. He’d not put a sign there, the
idiot!

 


“Oh no damn it! You stupid fool!” Claire shouted as she slid on
the water. Only by grabbing the chair’s handles did she manage to
stay upright.

 


“Now then young lady, don’t use language like that,” the cheeky
work man commented, pointing, “You could’ve hurt yourself. Then
you’d need a nurse. A nurse needing a nurse.”

 


“Spare me your jokes you fool. Why didn’t you put a sign there
or mop up the water? You’re interrupting my business now.” The
nurse told off the worker. “I must get the soldier to the theatre.
Clean up this mess now!”

 


“Yes ma’am I will clean up the mess right now.” The worker
nodded, did a silly salute and danced off to get a mop. The nurse,
Claire, continued to the theatre with the hurt soldier.

 


 


Second
Meeting

Their
second meeting was more mundane. The worker had injured his hand
while sawing wood to repair a rotten door frame. His cut needed
three stitches. He reported to the ward to find a nurse.

 


“I cut my hand with my saw by accident. It won’t stop bleeding.
Can you fix it?” the worker told the nurse. She had her back to him
and was filling in paper work.

 


“I’ll need to take a look at it first. Just a minute,” the
nurse replied, finishing writing. She turned round and was about to
speak. A look of shock then annoyance filled her face.

“My oh my, look who it is. The worker who almost broke my
bloody neck! You’ve a cheek in coming here. With a cut hand too, my
you really are a clumsy fool!”

 


“Look at my hand. Can you fix it or not? I’m half way through
fixing the door. The saw slipped. I need to finish the job. Can you
help or do I need to find another nurse?” the worker was about to
leave, a look of annoyance there.

 


“Well now, I suppose I can fix it. Give it here. Come here and
let me see.” The nurse yanked the worker’s hand and he grimaced in
pain. The nurse removed his bloody handkerchief and threw it in the
bin with chopped off fingers and arms.

 


“I needed that I’ve only got two more! My mother gave it to
me.”

 


“We can get you another one. Stop complaining. Oh look, it’s
not too bad. You stopped most of the blood. Good job you had your
hanky. This will need stitches.” The nurse went over to a glass
wall cabinet and withdrew some equipment.

 


“Are you going to do that right now?” The worker was less sure
of himself.

 


“You said you needed to fix the door. So yes, I will stitch
this right now.” She got the things ready.

 


“Oh right then. Yes, I must fix the door.”

 


“I’m afraid I cannot use any anaesthetic except alcohol on the
wound. It’s needed for the soldiers. This will sting. And the
needle will too. But both are necessary to fix you right as
rain.”

 


The
worker grimaced at the nurse washed the wound with soap and hot
water. Then she swabbed the wound with pure alcohol. When she
started stitching up the wound the worker swore and almost fainted.
She sat him down and finished the job. It was soon done.

 


“There we go, right as rain. Now you can fix the door. Be
careful with your tools.”

 


“I will be careful. Thank you for fixing it. It still hurts a
bit. Good thing you bandaged it. I can still use my other
fingers.”

 


“Yes you can till you cut them and need more stitches,” the
nurse replied, looking down. When she looked up she was
smirking.

 


“You think it’s funny do you? An injured man with a wound? For
that you can come on a date with me tomorrow night. Ok
then?”

 


“Yes, it is funny. A date? All right then. You can
pay.”

 


“I will pay. Yes, we can go to the pub. I’ll pick you up at
7.30 pm tomorrow at the main hospital gate.”

 


“See you then…”

 


 


Coupled
Together

They’d
met as planned and Claire was very shy at first. Then after a few
drinks she opened up and drank some more. They talked about their
lives and their dreams. She drank half pints of Guinness. He drank
full pints.

 


Their
first love making, Claire’s first, was mind blowing. Even if they
were drunk. It was her first time being drunk or having sex. Both
there excellent! And she wasn’t sick. She was becoming more of an
adult.

 


The
worker, Johnny as he was nicknamed, treated Claire as a princess.
She was his little bit of make believe in reality. His girl. He
bought all the drinks and and got her fish and chips too twice a
week when they met. She thought this was a true romance.

 


He took
her to the horse racing and also greyhound racing. The animals
moved so fast and the crowds were all shouting and betting. She was
the only girl except some middle aged women with their ruddy faced
husbands. Working class peoples’ entertainment.

 


They saw
one another in the hospital and tried to keep their relationship
secret. Johnny visited all parts of the hospital doing repair work
and assisting the porters.

 


This was
the start of her first relationship. She had such happy dreams and
was in a state of bliss. Would it last?

 


 


The
Church

The Irish
Catholic Church ran the main hospital near Dublin. The church was
very powerful and used the fear of God as both power and
punishment. The church cared for the sick and wounded Irish
soldiers who were transferred her from Britain. There were a couple
of hundred here with varied wounds. Claire helped ten of them plus
the civilian wounded from normal accidents and illnesses. Many had
the Flu virus and were kept in an isolated ward. The Flu was
killing more than the Germans had.

 


The
Church was stronger than the Irish government, the Irish Army or
the new terrorist groups against British rule. They said what
happened and when. The Church was against Irish nationals fighting
for the British in World War One but they had a duty to perform on
those injured in the fighting. An injured person needed help no
matter what.

 


The
Church homed, educated, fed and cared for a huge number of people.
They had hospitals up and down Ireland including the North. They
treated all faiths not just Catholic. Their power was questioned by
a few but the majority supported them or kept quiet.

 


The war
hospital was both needed and necessary. In the last few months many
more wounded soldiers were here. Many died and more has permanent
disabilities and wounds.

 


Claire
had learnt a lot and was still learning. It was part of the job. No
two days were the same. She was grateful to the Church but secretly
questioned their ultimate power. She’d heard rumours of single
pregnant women being sent to special places and the same for
homeless or parentless children.

 


She
decided to finish her training and gain more experience then leave
Ireland. How would she do that? Johnny wouldn’t leave his mum in
Dublin. Would he stop her?

 


 


The
Row

After a
few weeks together the fights started. Mostly over trivial things
like what they were going to eat or where to go. Alarm bells rang
in her head; this wasn’t normal, was it? Other couples weren’t like
this. What was wrong with Johnny?

 


He was so
sweet and romantic in his own way when he got what he wanted which
was most of the time. So why did he get mad when Claire wanted her
own way?

 


“Claire my love. It’s part of my love for you. Don’t you see? I
want the best for you. You know I’m right and it’s right for you.
My love,” Johnny would explain to her like she was a
child.

 


“But Johnny when I want my way we always fight. That’s not good
my love. I don’t want us to fight but I want us to do what I want
at times. How can that be bad or not right?” Claire tried to state
back but he wouldn’t listen.

 


“My dear Claire, my way is the right way. You can see that. I
picked we go to the pub or the park. You enjoyed that, didn’t
you?”

 


“Yes, I enjoyed both of them immensely.”

 


“See then, there you go. You agree with me. My way is best for
you and us.”

 


“But but but…” it was no use. Another argument would soon come.
She knew it.

 


One
Saturday Claire and Johnny had a fight outside the hospital on the
road. They were returning home from a pub after being paid. Johnny
had asked Claire to marry him. She refused saying there was a war
on and she needed to do her job and finish her studies she did one
day a week. She’d be a qualified nurse then. Johnny stormed off in
his usual rage. She went and cried and planned a future without
him.

 


 


Fair
Ground

Claire
went to the fair ground the day later. She was off and Johnny had
gone to Dublin to see his mother. He did her washing on a Sunday
and she cooked him a meal. Claire refused to go or speak to him
after their fight. She went to the fair. Here she unwound and
enjoyed the rides. They were only a penny each and such good
fun.

 


Claire
met a recovering American soldier here. He was also alone and
walking about watching people and the rides. He was waiting to be
shipped home on a future Monday. He fell in love with Claire right
off.

 


“Hello there. I recognize you from the hospital. I’m Neil. How
are you doing?” the soldier asked the nurse.

 


“Hi there. I’m ok thank you. I’m on my day off; I wanted to get
some fresh air. I’m Claire,” the nurse replied. They shook
hands.

 


“You look smart in your army uniform. What was it like, the
front?” Claire wanted to know how bad it really was.

 


“Thank you, this is my off duty uniform. How bad was it…” the
soldier was silent for some time. He looked Claire in the eyes.
“Only God and the Devil and those who were there will ever know how
bad it was. It was the worst thing imaginable. Where I got
this.”

 


The
soldier pointed to his shoulder. It was still stiff and would never
be like before. “Gas too. It slightly damaged my lungs. I get out
of breath if I run too far or go up steep stairs. Other than I’m
fine. I was lucky Claire.”

 


“I’m so very sorry Neil. Really, for all of it. So very sorry.
I don’t know what to say…” She began to cry. She shouldn’t have
asked.

 


“Come here, it’s not your fault. You save lives and heal the
wounded. You’re an angel. And angels shouldn’t cry. Shhhh it’s ok
now.” Neil held Claire close while she cried. She was so small
before him. Like a one soldier in an army of millions.

 


Later
they went on some rides to lift their spirits. The small roller
coaster was fun and not too fast. The swing ride was exhilarating.
Claire laughed and smiled the first time that day. The
Helter-Skelter was the best; they went on this three
times.

 


“That was fun. I want to do it again,” Claire told Neil before
the fair ground closed.

 


“I’d like that too but… I return back to America on Tuesday.
I’m so sorry…” Neil tried to explain. “I don’t know what to say.
I’m sorry…”

 


“Oh… back to America?” Claire was stunned.

 


“Yes, back to America. I will train new soldiers.

 


“In that case I’m coming with you. I’ll stow away. I’m a
trained nurse. They will need me. I’m a nurse. I’m going with you…”
Claire looked directly at him, wiping tears away.

 


“But you…” the soldier shook his head and looked about then at
the young woman before him. “Ok then. Come with me, we will find a
way. But on one condition. Marry me.”

 


“Yes! Yes yes yes yes! I will go with you and be your wife. I
love you…” it was all surreal and all part of the war.

 


 


Last
Chance

On Monday
afternoon after work Johnny tried to make things up to Claire. He’d
just come from Dublin and went to meet her in the park. They
strolled for an hour and talked. He promised he’d change and work
even harder and would stop drinking. He even bought Claire a dress
to please her. This was a grey dress of little form. In truth it
made her look like a sack of potatoes when she later tried it on!
She never told Johnny. He’d be hurt.

 


Claire
listened to his words and pleas. Would she remain with him? She
wanted to teach him a lesson and mentioned she met a new friend, an
American soldier. Johnny was suddenly alert like lightning just
missed him. Nobody was having his Claire, she was his. They had to
be together no matter what!

 


His mind
was a sea of rage and questions; his plan to have Claire as his
wife had failed. And now she had a new boyfriend. Johnny never
believed the American was just a friend. Things didn’t work like
that. Men and women weren’t just ‘friends’. He’d fix the American
and make Clair his wife. If she said no, that was her
problem.

 


Things
got worse. They had another row and this time Johnny went off with
tears in his eyes. He went to the pub and a strong drink or six.
Claire went to the fair to meet the soldier again. She knew he’d be
there. She was both determined and angry.

 


 



Battle

Johnny
followed Claire to the American soldier. They were meeting at the
fair. Johnny took his small knife he cut bandages with. It would be
enough to kill to them and him if his conviction was strong. He
also had poison called Strychnine.

 


He
spotted them by the Tombola. They were laughing and the soldier had
his arm round Claire! Johnny quickly walked up to the American
soldier. Claire stopped and looked at Johnny. He advanced and got
his knife out. The American saw this and held a hand in front of
Claire.

 


“American soldier, that’s my girlfriend there you’re messing
about with. You’re in my land with my girl. Get your hands off her.
You don’t mess with another man’s girl. You get me? I’m gonna kill
you for that.” Johnny meant it and held the shiny silver
blade.

 


“Look Johnny, please don’t do anything stupid. Promise me you
won’t hurt Bert. He’s my friend and a gentle man. Leave him be,
please Johnny,” Claire begged her former lover.

 


“Leave him be when he’s stolen my woman. I don’t think so. Step
forward you American coward and thief!” Johnny was armed and
ready.

 


“So you’re Johnny. I heard a lot about you. Most of it bad. You
must treat a lady well or you’ll lose her. I don’t think you can
hurt anybody. Put the knife down and go back home Johnny. Claire
doesn’t want you anymore. Go home Johnny.” The American soldier
stepped forward, ready.

 


“That’s the way Yankee. I’ll only go home after I’ve done what
I need to do. I’m not sorry for this…” Johnny advanced
again.

 


“No! Johnny don’t do it!” Claire shouted.

 


The two
men fought and the knife flashed. Did it strike?

 


 



Aftermath

Johnny
had stabbed the soldier twice. The thrust to the soldier’s heart
had missed. He was fast and blocked it, even with a stiff shoulder
but this was jolted and the blade sank into his upper arm. The
soldier pushed his antagonist away and punched him with his good
hand. The blow stunned Johnny.

 


The
insane Irish man soon recovered and flung himself at the soldier.
He screamed and was red with rage. More punches and knife thrusts
were exchanged. The soldier clutched his side. Blood covered his
uniform. Claire was screaming for help.

 


Johnny
was out cold on the floor. The soldier had knocked him out with a
single hit after getting knifed again in the side. Neil looked at
Claire and shook his head. She embraced him and cried, her hands
holding his face. They kissed and she held him. His blood covered
her. Claire ripped the sleeve of her dress to bandage Neil’s
arm.

 


The
police came and arrested Johnny. There were lots of witnesses who
saw the event. Claire took the soldier to the hospital and
personally tended his wounds. They were bloody and needed stitches.
Neil was very lucky. Johnny would be behind bars for a
while.

 


 


The
Ship

The new
couple, Claire and her American soldier went to the ship on
Tuesday. They waited arm in arm, quietly talking. The wound in his
upper war was the worst, almost to the bone. His arm was stitched
up and his side was also not as bad as it looked.

 


They
boarded the vessel and sailed for a new life, together, and set
sail at dinner time. Clair snuck off work and went AWOL. Neil was
with other wounded soldiers and Claire easily pretended to be their
nurse. She had paperwork that was for supplies. It wasn’t checked!
All on trust and at face value.

 


The trip
took two weeks and Claire looked after Neil and the other soldiers.
Nothing was asked where she was from or where she was going. She
actually got away with stowing away in plain sight.

 


In the
evenings she was free and spent time on deck with Neil when the
seas weren’t rough and the weather was clear. They talked and
dreamed and planned. The future was theirs. The thought that there
was marauding enemy U-Boats sinking Allied ships never crossed
their minds. They were too in love and had seen enough
conflict.

 


 



America

The
couple made the journey without incident. She helped out ten hours
a day with the soldiers. No signals came through regarding her
absconding from the church hospital. It was a lie she was ok living
for her prize was great; a new husband and new life.

 


They were
not sunk by German submarine nor struck an iceberg. New York soon
arrived; it was visually an interesting and huge place full of
buildings and water. It was good to be on dry land after weeks at
sea.

 


Most
Irish immigrants stayed where the ship landed, in New York city to
build a life. But Claire wanted to see her soldier’s home, Texas
and the rest of America. She wanted them to be both happy and safe.
Safe from the Flu and from bad people like Johnny. He’d never find
them now and he was now in the past.

 


They went
on a road trip while Neil used his accrued three weeks leave. He
bought an old Ford car that was mechanically reliable. They toured
several states and were one life.

 


The
couple got married in a small chapel in a little town in the middle
of nowhere. Claire wore a simple white dress she bought in a local
shop. Neil wore his dress uniform. Both looked dashing together. It
was a quick simple ceremony with a couple of well wishers from the
street. Photos were taken by a friend of the vicar. They hired a
room for a few days and spent quality time together then continued
their trip.

 


 


Life
Together

The soldier became an instructor
in basic combat and also varied weapon skills to new recruits. Not
many soldiers had seen combat and it was urgent to pass the
experience on. They would be sent to Germany to fight the Hun. Many
soldiers were needed as the war was still in full swing. The final year
was the bloodiest in both lives and cost. The Allies were winning
with new weapons and tactics. The Hun was not yet beaten but there
was no other outcome – Victory!

 


Claire
was still a nurse and did some more training on battlefield wounds.
She also studied very basic Flu virus treatment to help stop the
Flu Pandemic which was killing many people. Helping prevent it
involved good sanitation, strict cleanliness and hygiene plus
education.

 


Months
passed. Suddenly the war ended! The couple celebrated with a dance,
drink and meal. People danced in the streets of every town, sang
and clapped it was finally over.

 


More time
passed and Claire became pregnant. She was thrilled. As was her
soldier. She would continue being a nurse as well as a mother now.
He decided to stay on in the United States Army as an officer and
instructor as a career soldier.

 


They
lived happily ever after for decades. As for Johnny, what happened
to poor Johnny? Only God and Johnny knew…

 


 


 


 


MT MATABA
HEAVY METAL OPERA

 


Mt Mataba
in my head I’ll write a heavy metal opera based on the war document
and stories I was told. A series of poems use doc for ideas – peak
beauty/hurt soldiers/buried alive/burnt to a crisp/graves etc find
bones and brass tags do poems/short stories etc here.

 


 


Unsaid
Thoughts (US Army 6 Infantry Division reports no maps of
course)

What
happened at the ganda peak? A snapshot. May the GODDESS OF WAR
forgive them all Mt Mataba.

 


The events that happened here
almost surreal science fiction but was real.

 


USA - One
shell had scored a direct hit on a box of white phosphorous
grenades, killing one man, and seriously burning two others. The
former had been burned to a crisp when several of the grenades had
fallen into his foxhole.

 


Japan -
Japs, their torsos torn practically in half, continued to resist.
One Jap, his leg blown off at the knee, manned a heavy machine gun
until struck by a .30 caliber bullet. It was a suicidal defense,
but once the attack gained momentum it bowled over the
opposition.

 


 


 


Mt
Mataba

This well
rounded scenic peak was once part of history

It was
where two armies and three nations met

Japanese
and American forces battled for Philippine soil

Japan
lost this fight atop and inside the mountain

 


A Total
American Victory with no POWs taken

Every
single Japanese tunnel and cave was sealed

Blasted
shut by explosive charges with soldiers inside

Only one
tunnel remained open in contrast to the rest

I read
the American war reports and was left confused

 


Why leave
one tunnel open facing the middle peak?

It had an
excellent field of fire inside and out

The
answer was equally touching and shattering

It had
been a field hospital aid station for the wounded

 


Left open
to care for those not yet killed in battle

But I
doubt it treated a single casualty such was the fight

All
Japanese were brutally killed in the heat of combat

Wounded
men losing legs or blown almost in two

Combat
like this leads to only two definite facts

 


That of
victory and defeat from that week long battle

Atop the
sacred holy summit back in 1945

 


 


 


Violent
Metal Gig

The heavy
metal band was playing going full bore

Hear the
drum get fucking wicked thousand pound bomb style

A wicked
lead guitar solo going on and on machine gun style

Bass
guitar low sound resonance distant rifle shots

Keyboard
sounds extraordinaire 105 artillery incoming

Male
singer screaming his songs continuous mortar barrage

Lady
vocalist uplifting like the attacking warplanes
perpetual

Rhythm
guitar building purpose equal to phosphorous grenades

The
audience being fully involved getting violently killed

This Mt
Mataba battle a war fight conflict row argument

Of humans
not getting on so they killed one another instead

In turn
wrecking the pretty ganda mountain end to end

Nature
has since returned above but hidden there below

Are bones
bullets bombs tunnels now time to pray

 


 


 


February
2021 Mt Mataba

I went to
the peak to rest and chill out. This sounds and is the opposite of
busting my balls to get up there. Climbing one the front paths to
gain access to the summits of which there were several. I was tired
before I got there having walked down the Patiis road to the
mountain. I took my time and watched passing vehicles and people.
The sky was blue with clouds and sun low. It promised to be a good
day on the hill. The half mile to the mountain lazily passed and I
picked one of the paths. It was the same one I’d climbed with Rasta
last year. Then we hiked after work and were both fucked. My
tiredness now was different and more rewarding; I wasn’t chasing
the pointless dollars. Now I was going for me and to take away the
stress of work and writing. I wanted to be reborn up there, on the
mountain full of so much history and mystery, where hundreds of
soldiers lived fought and died.

 


The way
up was steep first up a concrete path with small houses and stores
where people lived and worked. A group of women called to me in
greeting. One had a small sun or planet tattoo on her left arm, she
gave further greetings. I continued upwards onto the peak proper
past grass and bushes on the blasted road where the mountain bikers
came down. The living rock was exposed and strong. It was a big
mountain.

 


I stopped
in the shade of the hill and trees to rest and take photos. The
peak was majestic in the new day light. Birds flew and sang. A
woman aged 60 was making her descent more greetings were exchanged
and up I climbed. Mountain bikers carefully and riskily sped
downwards; I told them I was there so we were safe. The sun rose
higher and it was warm. I drank my water and took
photos.

 


As the
path twisted round the hill I ignored the left route to the main
summit and final battle site where the open tunnel lurked beneath
the radio aerials. I marvelled at how dark a bamboo thicket was and
watched out for snakes. I wondered what hid in the undergrowth both
animal and unexploded munitions. There were dangers on the ganda
mountain as on any peak.

 


Near the
top I relaxed on some cut down tree branches that rested against a
living tree. By lying on three I had a comfy bed with the sun
coming thru overhead branches. It truly was superb. I dozed for
over an hour wondering what it had been like in the war, how many
soldiers had died here, whether there were still ghosts. I made a
short audio recording just in case; maybe I’d catch the sound of
gunfire and Japanese being said.

 


I ate my
sandwiches and then set off up to the top looping round the middle
(Red Top) and end summit (Knob One). Here I met several bikers and
we said Hi. They had rented a van to get here and made their steep
descent. We all passed the check point with out issue.

 


I used my
binoculars and viewed the distant areas of Laguna, which was
covered by haze; Metro Manila full of sky scrapers and buildings,
and other areas. I could see Antipolo and the Cloud 9 360 viewing
platform with its precarious bridge. We were there two weeks prior
and I actually looked at where I am now with my binoculars. I
wondered at the miles and history my, mind elsewhere.

 


I
imagined the Yankee Grasshopper spotter plane circling the holy
town and spotting Japanese positions. I wished I could see the
American fighter bombers hitting the tunnels and positions here. I
wondered what it was like to actually view real history being made
on Mt Mataba.

 


I could
see 20 or 30 metres of the river in the valley below me. It was all
green other than that small river of clear water and brown rocks.
Water so pure it could be drank from the little water falls and
swim in at the rock pools. Not to mention the wonderful Abuab Falls
waterfall hidden from view when on Shotgun road. The several rivers
in the valley would’ve given the Japanese troops year long water in
the war.

 


The upper
site wrongly called Mt Mataba tunnels were out of view as was the
San Mateo Landfill site. Dozens of dead soldiers remained buried at
the upper site by the open tunnels. The American troops killed them
in battle unlike many who were buried alive on the real Mt Mataba
in blasted tunnels. I wondered where the landfill plane crash was
up there, was the site actually called Mt Bukut Arsu or Dog Spine
Mountain? Nobody knew. The old names were lost to history and the
dead. Where was Ho Name Gorge? If only history could
talk.

 


I
finished my hike which indeed relaxing and tiring. I’d taken many
photos of the views and of wild flowers and trees. I planned to go
back soon to the main summit (Knob Two) tunnel and photograph
inside the open tunnel. This was real history and had been a Field
Hospital. I got a lift back home in a Isuzu Giga dump truck. The
ride down the steep winding Shotgun road was cool as was my
trip.

 


 


 


They do
vast things here/music atop the mountain/dark changes by
dawn

 


 


 


Real
Treasure

I explored the only open tunnel
atop Mt Mataba and went inside. A very historical place. I was
confused why it was left open. I’ve the soldiers’ war reports and
they are shattering. It was open as it was a field hospital. I
doubt no injured were treated there as all japan troops were killed
on Mt Mataba. That peak is sacred holy ground and the views very
beautiful. I feel many feelings up there. Such beauty but such
shattering war there. It’s very wrong and it was every damn peak.
That’s men for you lol. When denr is open and can travel without
med cert and police clearance ill hike Pampanga and Mt Arayat and
Clark battle field hills. I’ve not found and do not care for
Yamashita’s gold but I do care for the human stories. Those are the
real treasure. often I’m too late. The wartime people are mostly
dead now. Their stories are/were priceless. Like Salvador who lived
on Mt Mataba. Now he’s gone. His stories would be very special.
Very few people care or understand now for all this. I’m one of the
few. Plus I love the natural places.

 


 


 


Mt Mataba
Mortar (short)

The
exploded mortar bomb sits there not saying much

Few facts
are known including that it went off

For it’s
all in one piece with a hole in the side

This is
from the blast the metal is bent open

The name
of the people who made it are hidden

The name
of the mortar team is hidden

The name
of anyone it killed is hidden

The only
name know is where it fell

That name
is Mt Mataba and says it all

Holy
sacred battle scarred peak of beauty

 


 


 


Mt Mataba
Mortar (long)

The
exploded mortar bomb sits there not saying much

Few facts
are known including that it went off

For it’s
all in one piece with a hole in the side

This is
from the blast the metal is bent open

One
mortar among a million ammo rounds

Many
remain unexploded there sleeping now

Hidden
like the people’s names by history

The name
of the people who made it are hidden

The name
of the mortar team is hidden

The name
of anyone it killed is hidden

The only
name know is where it fell

That name
is Mt Mataba and says it all

Holy
sacred battle scarred peak of beauty

 


 


 


Heavy
Metal Cart

The heavy
metal cart made of steel rolls over the peak

Grinding
this way and that forwards and backwards

Left and
right up and down all goddamn ways

It needs
no compass for it goes everywhere

It’s
painted black with a dusting of green

This
hides it especially in low light in the trees

It waits
for the right time then kills the soldiers

The heavy
metal cart prefers killing slowly

But in
battle time may fly on by like a bullet

Or an
artillery round direct hit on a trench

Wounded
soldiers bleed and scream and beg

Their
surreal unreal corporeal oh just die noises!

It
prefers these for the suffering fuels the vehicle

The fuel
tanks are full and it moves along the hill

Capturing
the souls of dead soldiers of both sides

Mt Mataba
is but one of many peaks trawled

The heavy
metal cart is designed for high ground

Its
contemporaries work the plains the sky and the sea

All are
very busy harvesting killed soldiers

For them
the war is joyful and productive

And never
ever ends for soldiers all die…

 


 


 


Fire
Wait

They said
it was within sniper rifle range

Mt Mataba
to Mt Pacawagan blow your head off

7.7mm
Imperial Japanese bullet gonna get you

If you’re
unlucky it’s a High Explosive round

Hits your
shoulder and you’ll die painfully

No head
shots it’s a mile away but

6.5mm is
small yet lethal will it touch you?

Mt Mataba
to Mt Pacawagan Arisaka rifle style

Pacawagan
supporting Mataba troops

Getting
shot bombed and viciously killed

They know
they are next and can only fire and wait

Yankee
terror menace will slowly advance…

 


 


 


Hidden
Track

Hidden
sides to the hill

Secret
pathways to different places

Maybe
they’ll lead back in time

To the
time of events and battles

If I walk
such a path what will I see?

Soldiers
fighting and firing and what?

Some
enjoying it others hating it

Lowest
private to highest general

A bullet
is a bullet death is death

If I take
the right or wrong path

Maybe
I’ll witness this first hand

Timeless
age old Mt Mataba events

 


 


 


Drifting
Here

When they
lift the lockdown there’s one place I go to be free

Even if
just for a few hours away from the bullshit of life

I hike to
the top of Mt Mataba and join the mountain as one

Not being
human but a breeze or a cloud high up there

Drifting
over the slopes like I was born to do this

And
nothing more me an Elemental of this place

It’s
sacred and holy with beauty to touch you deeply

Me the
mountain the mountain is me just for now

Now being
timeless not a human creation on a clock

I see the
small rivers in deep valleys full of trees

So green
like you wouldn’t believe existed here

Alive and
precious and needed and meaningful

This
mountain where so much will happen

I follow
the slopes now up and down for how long?

 


 


 


4
Mangoes

So I went
to the peak that I like to hike again

I passed
thru armed police checkpoints

And
police patrols on the way there

To the
Mango Gorge and river to climb

I was
glad the river wasn’t full of metal

Not heavy
metal but pollution and smell

The smell
of Hades sulphur and worse

Like
rotten eggs I wanted to light it

After
putting water in a small cup

Like in
the Travolta film a river aflame

This time
the water was deeper

With a
strong current that kicked

I
carefully crossed the river to see

Where I
would start my climb up

Its two
years since I was here before

A
different world of CCP Virus

And
pandemic over 4 million dead

Economies
in ruins how we feel that

I ask a
local to be my guide

Bring a
bolo I learnt from before

Two local
men with sword to go

Up we go
the going is going up up!

Up all
the way past and under trees

Of all
types dark dry bamboo thickets

Ordinary
trees and palm trees

But no
mangoes how I’d love 4!

The lead
guy cuts a path up the ridge

With
steep bits to fall off way down there

You gotta
see the views it’s awestruck

We don’t
go right up but traverse

A path in
the bamboo down to a river

That is
steeply cut in the rock

It goes
up and down we’re at the middle

Do we
climb it 200 metres to the top?

The men
have never been up it

Tho we
can all do it I’m outa shape

Too much
pay your phone bill!

Only out
to be jabbed or climb

I need
more climbing then we do this

The peak
has been here 300 million

It aint
going anywhere oh no

I wish I
could look back in time

To see
Japanese troops here

What they
did and how they died

And the
Yankees on here too

All lost
to silent history and time

We go
down the river falls

It’s
steep easy hard stunning

At one
place we see the step by step


Waterfalls where we came down

Did we
really go down that way?

The bolo
guide cuts the odd tree

Mostly we
slide and climb down

The rock
and falls being careful

A couple
of bad bits do not look down!

Hold here
foot there see its fine

There’s a
reason people do not

Do this
or see this place right here

It’s
risky and a hard climb/descent

But could
be opened up for a climb

That
would spoil it and kill the secret

Not many
have been up to here

Less than
a thousand I guess?

The Mango
Gorge side at Mt Mataba

The Mango
River and gorge are long

Winding 7
miles here and there

A Yankee
Lightning plane snapped it

How long
will it take to hike the river?

This is
my second time here

The first
time I saw 2 Japanese tunnels

Both
blown shut with troops inside

I saw
none this time the secrets

The peak
holds only revealed

When she
sees you’ve earnt it

The gals
went before right past the quarry

They went
up to the top with a guide

And saw a
different falls with pool

The
lagoon they call it but I ask

Where is
Ho Name Gorge?

It’s
mentioned in Yankee war reports

As it the
killing of Jap troops

In
details of time paused here

I wonder
if any spirits are close

If we
passed by where any died in war

If only
this place could talk to me

We get to
the bottom of the ravine

And their
women folk meet us

It was an
experience we endured

Emerging
stouter and adept

One more
Mt Mataba path travelled

I still
want to find that hidden big cave

On the
north face main summit

Where the
Japs hid from the bombs

How many
died inside there?

Yet now
nothing remains to see

Another
secret where where where

 


 


 


June 27
2021

Superb
time atop MT MATABA. It hit me so hard what happened there. For the
mountain man showed me what he found while clearing the trees. A
bomb crater as big as a mid-sized room. It was obviously dropped
from an American warplane. The target was very close. Right there,
a Japanese fighting position for two men. I guess either riflemen
or a machine gunner and his loader. The position had a 270 degree
field of fire including in the sky. It was simply surreal. AIR
POWER did this. The mountain man also had a bit of the bomb; it was
made in sections and split on detonation. I guess I've a similar
bit he gave me before. What was the date of the air strikes? The
American 6 Infantry Division soldier war reports mention no air
strikes. But other reports indicate that the strikes killed over
200 Japanese soldiers. What happened up there on the heights is
surreal. It was real... RIP the fallen of all sides
there.

 


 


 


curved
round hills

if only
the ghosts could speak/

i have a
million questions for you/

please
line up over there/

i will
ask you one by one/

its fine
i've forever to ask you/

forever
for your answers/

mt mataba
warriors/

 


 


 



peak

if only
ghosts could speak

i've a
million questions

no time
i've forever

mt mataba
warriors

 


 


 


 


Desert
Driving

 


We drove
in the desert in our big machine crumping over the little dunes
like they were speed bumps, Iranian Air Force style. We drove past
a couple of their shot down jet fighters, nothing but blackened
twisted metal not even worth scrap. Rumour had it that the local
people used the dead pilot’s bones as tooth picks.

 


Our
vehicle took us by the glistening Mar-laasich River. This was
famous for the local girls who ran a whorehouse. We all dismounted
and got ready to fuck. The building was semi buried as was the
style. This protected it from the wicked westerly winter winds. We
entered the dark doorway. An 8 foot tall black man sat in a bamboo
chair took our money and gave us tokens. We sat down to wait and
looked through well used catalogues at the girls. I chose number 2
one called Sioja.

 


We waited
for our turn and told jokes. The wait was always worth it. The red
light over the entrance door way went from red to green. We raised
our tired bodies and went in. Room number 2 also had a green light
over it. I went to the door and knocked.

 


I went in
and Sioja was ready for me. Before we started I introduced myself
and put the cash on the table. Pay before enjoying the goods. Sioja
was orange skinned and had purple hair. It was all natural as was
the third eye in the middle of her forehead. This was brilliant
green and her normal eyes were dark brown. Her looks gave a
startling contrast. Welcome after the strong blue sky and light
brown desert.

 


I waved
and smiled and joined Sioja on her bed. She shook my hand and ran
her hand over my arm. I felt her power tingle in and through me. I
felt partly healed already. She was a sex goddess empath who had
once been a mercenary. As had most of her kind. The war was
officially over and they turned to other employment. They were
smart ladies.

 


Sioja
went to work, taking off my work jacket and black shirt. She took
off my driving cap and helped me untie my boots. My trousers and
underwear followed. I kept my socks on. I felt her touch on my
shoulders as I lay on my front. I drifted off elsewhere. I was
flying over the desert. I saw our heavy vehicle and the path in the
sand. I was a few hundred feet up. Onward I went to our current
location and then on over the sands, mile after mile of light brown
shimmering under the scorching sun. Finally, I came to coast. The
sand abruptly ended at a small beach and the deep blue of the
Mediterranean Sea started. The end and beginning.

 


Sioja now
mounted me and I felt I was in and under the deep blue waters.
Instead of flying or soaring I was swimming or diving along to the
depths. Sunlight came down so far and I saw dolphins flick this way
and that. I grabbed hold of one’s tail and he sped me along. He
glanced back and me and seemed to smile. We steeply climbed and
broke the surface. For a few seconds I swear we were flying! Then
the water claimed us again and we went deeply down to the
blackness. I realised that I needed to breath but a voice said no,
it’s fine. The distant sea bed came up to use, a flat white plain
(white, it’s black down here how can we see? Ah there,
phosphorescence from the algae and seaweed). The ocean bottom was
like a table top. We followed it zig zagging for miles. Now we
climbed and I saw the surface.

 


I was
back in bed with Sioja and my big black cock was inside her. I’d
been enhanced on my last leave and had the white one removed. She
rode me and was coming. Her three eyes were shut and her little
mouth was open. Her blue tongue licked her red lips and she called
my name, over and over till her juices covered my lower body. My
own seed shot up her and I grunted and was done. We embraced and
melted into one another. She went into me again and I was in a rain
forest.

 


Animals
were everywhere. Monkeys screeched and cat called from the tree
tops. Multi coloured birds flew back and forth singing and doing
displays. Big cats like purple panthers and pink and black tigers
prowled for smaller game and a cheetah danced over sunbeams trying
to catch them. Insects scurried over the fallen leaves, 2 inch long
red ants and 14 inch long green and red centipedes. Different
coloured snakes in turn went after these. It was a full
eco-system.

 


With a
kiss I was back with Sioja. She grinned and laughed and called my
name again. I hugged her and she nodded. Our time was almost over.
She led me to the shower and we bathed together. This wasn’t sexual
or healing merely to clean us both.


***

 


The other
guys in my crew all had similar but different experiences. These
brothel trips were needed to unwind and experience something
different. We patrolled the desert day after day and it got boring.
Even if we had the best machine ever made, the finest food,
cleanest water and the most pay. We were human not a machine. The
company had run a couple of similar unmanned machines. These never
needed rest stops for the crew like the manned version. We knew
they kept us on due to the mistrust in an all vehicle unmanned
fleet. Did they believe that Terminator would happen? It seemed so.
That’s what had caused the last war.

 


Our route
took us far into the dead zone which was poisoned by radiation from
the nukes that hit the oil refineries and also from biological
viruses from the city and soldier base strikes. The people were now
dust but the poisons remained. Our truck was self cleaning so we
were safe unless we went outside at the sites.

 


A type of
sand eating hybrid human alien zombie lived in these areas too.
They were made by the poison, an unknown now known off shoot. We
kept an eye on them. They had limited movement and we made sure
they remained in their rat holes and derelict underground bases. We
shot them now and again for fun or necessity.

 


The
desert was a vast beautiful strange deadly place. We lived and
worked in but one bit. I’d never been anywhere else, I was born
here. My parents were in the company just as I am. They met there,
worked there, lived there and died there. Both were old, several
human life times. They were slightly enhanced and chose not to live
forever. I had mixed views on that. I enjoyed the huge open spaces
and the time with the strange women. But do I want to live forever?
I had no firm answer.


***

 


Our
vehicle drove on a route that went over a 300 hundred metre high
dune. I called the crew forward or to switch on their forward
viewing screens. Watch and enjoy the ride. I took over on manual
control and floored the pedal. The nuclear engine responded and we
shot up the steep climb. Gravity gripped us and we went higher and
steeper and faster. Two crew members struggled to stand and held
one another and the door frame. I laughed and shook my head. Our
speed increased past maximum and we zoomed over the dune crest. For
long seconds we were flying and I felt like I was behind the
dolphin again. Up and over our vehicle went at great velocity. I
took my hands off the controls and enjoyed the view. Sunlight came
in through the front windows. Blue sky and brown sand filled the
scene. The sand was coming up and I put my foot on the pedal and
hands on the controls. Our anti-grav gear bit into the sand and we
were pushed down by the deceleration forces. I whooped in joy and
saw our speed was off the gauge. We went down the less steep side
onto the approaching plains. Yes, our job could be fun! The crew
smiled and went back to their posts. I clicked back auto control
put my feet up and watched the central view screen. The same view
as out my window, miles of nothing but sand and sky.


***

 


Darkness
fell within 30 minutes in the desert. The twilight was surreal and
stunning and gave way to total blackness pierced by a trillion
stars. At dawn it was the opposite. We had a day and night crew who
alternated. All we did was monitor systems. One week we had stayed
in the brothel experiencing the gals and let the vehicle run
itself. The company probably knew but said nothing. A week in the
brothel was enough even if there was an oasis and river and fruit
trees. Too much of a good thing?

 


I liked
the gin clear nights. One could see forever it seemed. There was no
heat haze and the temperature could drop well below zero. In
polluted free areas we stopped and took in the vastness of the
night, of the sky and stars and other things up there. Alien and
human ships were as stars. We needed padded jackets at times and
the ground was hard and covered with frost. It glittered under the
stars. We regularly saw shooting stars and one time a distant space
battle. That was green and red not orange. Stars below stars above.
You had to see it to believe it. One of the joys of the desert my
mind said again and again.

 


I
preferred the quiet night duty rather than the day. Things happened
in the day hours. Rebels attacked in the day. Even if equipped with
AI drones and smart weapons, the old fact of aim and fire was an
old-as-time soldier thing. I knew because I was a soldier. I killed
well on manual and even better on auto. The machines controlled us.
Why did we still work let alone fight or exist?


***

 


The
rebels were after one of the Persian princesses. It was our job to
stop them. The Arabs were fat and lazy. They had guns and drones
and AI weapons and a well trained army. But off world space tourism
and trips to the below desert caves gave good revenue. They hired
us and had for the last 2 or 3 centuries. How long had it been? I
had forgotten!

 


We
monitored the dozen rebels who moved down an old dry river bed at
night. At dawn they advanced to the Arab citadel-fortress and
climbed the walls with anti-gravity grapnels. They killed three
sleepy guards and took the young princess, more of a girl than
woman. She was the heir to this entire empty desert so was
valuable.

 


I ate my
peanuts and watched the action or lack of it. Infra-red star scopes
showed a dozen figures moving over the sand. One was clearly the
girl; she was bound and gagged but walked freely. There was nowhere
to run but desert. That was smart.

 


I
launched two small recon/attack drones. These silently sped forth
and went to zap the rebs. I actually saw distant orange tracer fire
and muzzle blasts before I faintly heard it. The drones relayed a
detailed video back to me. I viewed the scene from several angles
and in Infra-Red, Ultra-Violet and normal video. I even took a few
black and white still photos. One of my hobbies.

 


The two
drones liquidated the rebels and hovered near the princess. She
nodded and raised her tied hands up. Round her a dozen bodies
cooled in the warming dawn.

 


We drove
to her location and brought her aboard. Her binding was removed and
we gave her some food and water. She thanked us and watched out of
the open door as a crew woman poured petrol on the rebs’ bodies and
burnt them. We took their weapons and kit. A nice reward awaited us
for rescuing the Arab princess.


***

 


Our
vehicle was a general purpose one built for all terrain. It worked
fine on desert and even floated on water with the power off. The
engine was nuclear and it had either wheels, tracks or an
anti-gravity system. The only thing it couldn’t do was fly or dig a
tunnel. We had special purpose vehicles for that.

 


I
insisted our truck was painted matt black. This turned a faint
brown black grey with the finely powdered sand that coated every
surface. It looked war like and cool. The company reprimanded me
but they were snuggly in the air-con offices not out here in the
140 degree sunny desert. We preferred it out here, nobody bossing
us about even if they could hail us by radio or video. The off
switch worked a treat.

 


We could
drive around the planet if we wanted to by anti-gravity. The
company would disapprove but it would be quite a trip. We’d only
need fresh food by hunting or fishing or raiding. It was more
appealing than driving in circles round the desert.

 


I thought
about asking the body burner to marry me and have children with me.
It was allowed and even encouraged. This is how my folks met and I
was born. The body burner was a good crew member and could handle
herself well either in Martial Arts or with a blaster pistol. Would
she be a good wife? I was her superior and had known her for all of
her 2 year tour. If I left it she would be reassigned elsewhere.
Should I or shouldn’t I? I could simply ask her or ask for an
extension of her posting. Decisions decisions…


***

 


 


 


 


People’s Bay

 



Tsunami

People
were swimming and diving having fun in the shallows

The tidal
wave came in at supersonic speed and hit

Rising up
like a behemoth to pound and steal the people

They
never had a chance to swim away or reach the shore

 


The Thai
island took a hit and everything changed

Such a
pretty quiet bay to chill out and think nothing

Enjoy the
lap of the waves and watch the strong high noon sun

There are
shoals of multi coloured fish in the shallows

 


And low
flying gulls that intelligently fish on the wing

You can
snorkel and spy the delicate rainbow coral

The
locals will serve you a fruit kebab and a cold beer

You must
take some photos to remember this place

 


A little
island with an even smaller secluded bay

Time has
no meaning here except when the wave came

Tens of
thousands died or were hurt or simply missing

A dozen
nationalities died that day many here

 


The
island was ruined hit by the wave no mercy

Humans
were just more flotsam and jetsam pounded

Oblivion
hit that day sea life also suffered grieved

Beached
dolphins and sharks and scoured coral

 


Snapped
matchstick palm trees and stranded boats

Uninjured
tourists turned rescuers saving a score

Those who
survived were lucky the day wave came

The wave
devastated countless nations and lands

 


A quarter
of a million died that day in 2004

Many at a
small bay on a small Thai island

Where
there was a before and after

 


 


 


Spies
Landing

The
little harbour by the town was a cloak and dagger place

Varied
spies were landed here by opposing sides

Each
wanted to be the master of the town and island

Sark was
smaller than the bigger islands but was as important

A British
sub came into the harbour and surfaced

It
dropped off a lady spy to seduce Nazi officers

To get
their secrets on troop numbers and orders

What the
garrison’s aims were and sow dis-information

At the
end if she survived she was to kill the commander

An Allied
war victory ending the war 6 months early

Were the
Nazi’s aware of this plan before it happened?

Would
they capture either the sub or the girl or just observe

Then
pounce and torture her for the Allied war secrets

It was
different when German U-boats surfaced here

They
always went closer to the shore and were quicker

Dropping
off their agents and diving in less than a minute

The Nazi
spies would infiltrate the Resistance movement

Finding
the key members and liquidating them and their line

Often
they placed a stool pigeon to inform and pass on lies

This was
the way it went in the Channel Islands in the war

Guernsey
and Jersey overshadowed the smaller island

Its
little sheltered bay was perfect for spy drops

Decades
later few know the secret of cat and mouse

And the
cloak and dagger war that went on here

 


 


 


Monster’s
Come Ashore

It swayed
from side to side and roared like a Devil

A monster
came ashore from the deeper water

The
inhabitants of the American port ran away

 


Trying to
get away to live another day

 



In-between roars the monster laughed like a hyena

It was
sky blue in colour and thirty feet long

Half
slithering and half walking on three legs

A bizarre
animal risen up from the deep

From
where no sunlight shines or human goes

 


Yet it
fancied human flesh so ventured forth

 


A very
hungry gruesome form of snapdragon

Older
than the dinosaurs and twice as mean

T-Rex had
nothing on this monster in looks

Or speed
for this thing killed and ate on the fly

Snatching
random people and liquefying them

His mouth
was his belly and his eating tool

 


Sailors
and fishermen were caught and eaten

 


A cop
tried to shoot the creature but failed

His
bullets bounced off and he was taken alive

All those
under its grasp were hideously killed

The
harbour town was soon a ghost town

The
surreal monster from the water owned the bay

The new
master of the world was here to stay

 


It
wouldn’t stop till all were dead and consumed

 


 


 


Hidden
Loot

The
Philippine bay was home to a family of fishermen

One was
diving down to retrieve his lead weights

He
dropped them when fixing his nets and had to get them

He found
more than lead while down there

There was
a box of gold bars winking at him

Sat there
on the seabed in an open ammo box

Had
Yamashita and the OSS left it here?

Dozens of
metres down on the bottom

A real
treasure beyond dispute over there

Just like
Simoun’s discarded jewel case

Which is
worth the most the gold or his jewels?

Both are
one offs and beyond cash value

Best
leave the gold here for bad men want it

And a
quite a few jealous women too

Gold
corrupts ruins lives kills maims and war

Nothing
good would come of it except what if

This gold
could correctly fix the broken economy

Paved
roads streetlights flushable toilets fresh water

Plus a
dozen other things to improve our lives

Not the
shootings robberies murders stabbings

If this
gold was brought to the surface to the world

The
fisherman is smart and retrieves his weights

He leaves
the gold to the next fool with stupid dreams

 


 


 


Raise
Warbird

The old
woman was on her death bed

Her home
was a small cottage up on the rocks

The view
overlooked a small bay east of Tokyo

She told
a story for the first time after 85 years

In the
water is an aeroplane at the deepest part

It
contains my sweetheart he flew over in the war

They were
up chasing the Americanos their B-sans

He was
hit and flew over to see me but crashed there

 


Raise the
plane and bring my love up from his watery grave

He said
he would see me before my end in this world

My end is
close now so please honour my last wish

We were
together the night before they flew off

I know it
was him the plane carried my name

I saw it
and him before he landed on the water

 


They
launched boats to save him but couldn’t

His plane
floated but he was gone elsewhere

He simply
wasn’t there in the cockpit or water

I saw all
this from the shoreline it’s not far

You can
swim there in minutes where he is

 


Please
bring up his plane and my love

I know
he’ll be still there inside his plane

A week
later we lifted up the plane

It was in
thirty metres of water in the bay

It was
the deepest part before the ocean

 


The boat
crane brought it to the harbour jetty

It was
carefully placed on wooden pallets

Fresh
water hoses hosed it down of salt and silt

It was a
green Nakajima Ki-84 Hayate

Nothing
was missing from the old plane

With a
bit of work it would fly again

But it
was a sacred war grave of a pilot

 


The old
woman slowly walked to the plane

Her name
was still visible clear as day!

She was
helped onto the barnacle full wing

We slowly
slid the canopy back on its rails

There in
the pilot’s seat was the pilot!

His
sweetheart smiled and nodded

She
reached out and patted his skull

 


‘I knew you were here waiting for me’

Her lover
smiled ‘Finally we are as one’

They
clasped hands almost a prayer

The 96
year old lady gently fell forward dead

Their
huge circle was now complete

Our job
was done they were now together

The
Hayate would go to the museum

And we
would find more old planes

 


 


 


Swept
Away

The
little children swam in the shallow water of the bay

For
several days now and were part of the scenery

Then a
wave came and bounded off the rocks

Out to
see the kids were swept into the Baltic

For their
parents their world came to an end

The
family holiday went from being tranquil

It was
now serious wrong nightmare Oh Fuck!!!

Our kids
are dead we let them swim in the water

The
sloping sand was so inviting to the water

That warm
lovely clear salt water under the sun

Sparkles
of sun danced on the surface alive

Not dead
like our two kids Emily and Johann

Age 3 and
5 now dead in Heaven with God!

Why oh
why oh why on and on and on

As
parents we deserve to die don’t we?

We took
our eyes off the children for minutes

As we did
the other days and they were fine

Till a
wave took them away forever more

Their
little lifeless bodies on the sand

Oh
Hellfire what have we done…

 


 


 


Mermaid’s
Shenanigans

Look
there’s a real mermaid right there before us!

See how
she swims oh she’s waving to us

This was
no trick of the evening light

This
Peruvian town had seen nothing like this

Was she
here to stop the war?

 


I got my
phone and filmed the mermaid

She was
swimming and cavorting in the shallows

I notice
how pretty she is with long black hair

Her skin
looks almost green in the light

And her
mystical eyes shine from within

She waves
and beckons me to join her

What do I
do?

 


Other
people look at me and say no don’t go

I hand a
guy my jacket and phone and shoes

I keep my
shorts and t-shirt on and go to her

I walk
into the water and it’s warm

She
smiles and holds out a hand

 


I shake
it and say my name is Lopez

She’s
Tiana and a mermaid

I nod in
agreement and we swim

She takes
my hand and leads me along the shore

Many
people point and speak and film us

You could
say we are famous just now

 


We stop
and embrace one another

Her kiss
is like the early morning sun

The wind
blows her hair like a cloud

Oh how I
love this unreal creature!

We swim
some more and loop and dive

More
kisses and we make love off shore

 


How we
did this is our secret even if filmed

I found
my partner I’d been searching for

This
small secluded bay brought her to me

I joined
her in the deeper water

No longer
alone or hated

 


 


 


Liselle
Swims

Greek
goddess Liselle swam in the little harbour

Time out
from hiking the Cretan mountains

And
researching the war history and Knossos

Those
topics were so relevant yet so yesterday

She
needed to reconnect with her inner being

This was
the way to do it all by solo herself

She
didn’t need a companion to guide her

History
had no place on this swim

When the
wave came she was lifted

A feather
up above as below left right

No
direction just movement all ways

Even
still still still midnight dream cliché

Ended her
thoughtfulness within her head

The law
of physics objects in motion came

For a
time Liselle was almost supersonic

That big
wave moved so fast it was dizzying

She could
breathe due to the air pocked

Ground
effect science what gulls used

The wave
rose up and rapidly slowed

She felt
the deceleration passed out

Never
asleep for this was real again

Another
huge wave Thera style

When
Knossos and the Minoans were hit

Who would
get it this time?

Liselle
rode the wrecking wave

Farms
town cities Crete was swamped

A cost
was asked a debt paid

Observed
by a girl

 


 


 


Stolen
Water

We were
sailing in lazy circles in our boat

The water
shook from the seabed and bang!

It
happened the big push of the quake

Water
eddied and swirled and our boat spun about

Rocks
suddenly appeared out of the water

The water
raced backwards and we were on land!

This was
all so very scary I didn’t want to die just now

I wanted
us to sail all the way to Greece next week

We were
now on dry land that was really the seabed

The water
was quite distant and islands were now hills

This was
crazy and I was having none of it

I told my
friend leave the boat we’ve got to go

What was
the real beach and shore was safety

There
were two floor bars and houses there

We ran
two hundred yards to the beach

It was
surreal we passed coral and seaweed

And even
an old shipwreck from the war

This was
stupid how could this happen?

We almost
fell over when a new quake came

The land
rocked and rolled and we saw it move

A sick
side to side up and down shake

We were
staggering now while it quaked

Then it
stopped and we ran again up the beach

It was
fifty yards to the Oyster Bar

We
entered said Hi grabbed a free Efes beer

And went
to the top floor to safety from any wave

There we
saw the sea slowly enter the bay

But it
stopped way beyond our boat

We didn’t
know why till my pal pointed

The
entire ocean floor had risen up!

The old
beach was now a small hill

It raised
the seabed the water was gone!

Damn I
wanted a new beer and kebab

Then we
better retrieve our boat

 


 


 


Sub Sea
Ship

The
spaceship was hidden in the bay under the sloping cliffs
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