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Dedication

 Dedicated to people who are not arseholes.

 


 


 


Poems


Low Level
Raider

There flew the Nazi bomber low over a town

The front
gunner shot at people he spotted

Short
random bursts zipping out mostly missing

Bullets
bouncing off roads houses walls

Some
thudding into people quite lethally

Nobody
shoots back this raider has surprise

And speed
with daring to keep him safe

Plus eight guns to shoot if intercepted

The
English fighters are always hungry

To nail a
Hun especially one aggressive like this

The Dornier zooms here and there gunning away

Having
already dropped his bombs on target

A
mid-sized engineering factory making items

For the
war effort which killed German troops

It was
now time to expend some bullets

Do some
more killing on English targets

A
grandmother was a target as was a postman

The
Dornier curved round and headed for home

His ammo half expanded he continued

Roaring
over rooftops a hundred feet up

His nose
gun and other guns spit forth death

This was
only one Nazi plane what of a hundred?

 


 


 


Managers’
Monday

The
agents dial the leads and opportunities to try to get
sales

One rep has 77 manual dials and no more

Another
had 47 manual dials plus 340 outbound dials

Others
have similar numbers none under 200

The 88
rep got beasted off his sup for laziness

And was
made to promise to step up and do more calls

Each
agent had to count then report the call numbers

The TL
added them to a data sheet to review

And pass
it to the Managers who managed all this crap

Their TL
had to explain the discrepancy in call numbers

Each
agent knew it was a futile childish process

The
bosses all had access to the agents’ diallers

All they had to do was filter and tally the calls

The
agents grumbled it was a stupid pointless act

Did they
know the bosses were testing them?

To see
how they would react under pressure

And
having to deal with stupid pointless orders

Which
were all recorded real time on the system?

The
bosses liked games and numbers so were fine

With this
little exercise that highlighted one lazy rep

He would
be triple beasted and fired if he did it again

It was Managers’ Monday and all deliberate

 


 


 


Slug
Fest

Fire a
million bullets from the machine gun at your old school

Hear the
rapid fire noise become one with the universe

Part of
your essence like your balls and feet

Look at
the bullets hitting the walls pinging away

Chipping
brick drilling wood fragmenting pipes

Shattering windows chewing doors kicking earth

Stitching
the soccer pitch needing the tennis courts

Visiting
the head mistresses office a damn bitch!

Fire your
Vickers machine gun till a reservoir’s dry

No need to reload rebarrel rewater regun
recrew!

This
fucking gun is on full auto a century old robot gun

Who
thought that guns were so fun creative artful items?

7.7
millimetre bullets making a mockery of school

A fruit
salad of shots all the types are there

School
bound like pupils once were

It’s all
in ruins nowhere to send the kids now

Except to
root about for spent rounds and cases

One
million bullets pounded our old school

Now we
are totally free British Army style

Soon to
be soldiers killing Germans

 


 


 


Swamp
Gas!

We live
on a planet circling a star

We are
aliens upon this rock

There are
some who think

Aliens
live here with us

Not
walking among us

But
walking under us

Living
deep within our world

Stealth
aliens far below our feet

 


Tell me
how can this be possible?

Maybe
they fly the UFOs and UAPs

Are we
already friends?

Or do
they dismiss us?

And think
we are nothing

What do
they think of our wars?

If only
they could help us

 


No Sky
God will do so

Nor will
any from down below

Superstitious folk would comment

Oh Hell
here comes Satan!

Satan and
his stealth aliens

In their
secret stealth ships

Who
really don’t exist!

And are
no more than

Swamp gas
and weather balloons!

 


 


 


Hunger
fills the air/like you want to eat it now/blockade shut
border

 



 


3 Second
Fuse

Go to the
big warehouse

Avoid all
the guards

Time
their routes

Know
their habits

 


Find a
way inside

Remember
your route

See the
boxes stacked up

Row after
row after row

 


Twenty
boxes tall

Full of
different things

Guns
bombs mortars

You get
the idea

 


All for
the army

To invade
next door

The
country we’re from

Take this
grenade off me

 


Pull the
pin hold this handle

When you
throw it

The
handle will fall off

Make sure
you run fast

 


And far
very quickly

A three
second fuse

Before
detonation BANG!

Small
grenade huge ammo store

 


One
little blast equals chaos

No more
ammo no more invasion

Of our
small friendly nation

You saved
the day!

 


 


 


Military
Industrial Complex

Hail
thee! Ma' Hark the big bombs in all their glory!

We love
all war things for the profit it brings us

Makes us
fat and rich beyond all other measure

Nothing
compares to life within the secret MIC

We run
the world you pay your taxes to us

The
monsters who want to slay you cease to exist

It is us
who stop them in our own little ways

Using in
plain sight techniques but you all

Believe
in conspiracy theories and that's fine

Takes
your attention off us allows us to work

Military
Industrial Complex running the entire world

You elect
fake plastic leaders if only you knew the truth

What
would you think? Fear of what is unknown or gratitude?

 


 


 


Nick The
Gamer

I was a
serious gamer back in the 80s

Going for
top scores to simply be the best

And
that’s what I was the best top scorer

This was
40 years ago give or take

Nick the
serious 80s gamer win or lose!

Space
Invaders Pacman River Raid Pitfall

The list
went on and on as did our gaming

Playing
hour after hours on the classic Atari

Simply
plug in the cartridge away you go

Buy the
game for 29.95 or hire it for a week

Those
were magical times how I miss them

How hard
it was to take a photo of the TV

With a
normal film camera set on 55

This
proved you had got the top score

And ended
the game as it should be

Send in
the pic for a badge for your jacket

Fast
forward it was Commodore 64 time

A crazy
amount of cassette games

Sport
like Daly Thompson’s Decathlon

Air
combat like Falcon Patrol and Harrier Attack

Sci-fi like Nonterraqueous and The Last V8

My pals got the ZX Spectrum 48K

We argued
over which was better?

My
Commodore had more colours

They had
clearer graphics

Be quiet
and get on gaming!

Both were
different than our handheld

Space
invaders or early LCD Super Mario ones

All were
fun and hey YouTube it all

You get
walk thrus and it takes you back

Look up
an 80s game emulator and boom

You can
play Airwolf or Vanguard or Defender

Nothing
around today has that 80s cool

Or retro
gaming appeal from back then

 


 


 


World
Screw

A gal
called Taylor takes it up the arse off her husband’s
brother

A gal called Madison sucks a toilet cleaner’s cock in the
cubicle

Which
female is the dirtiest without restraint or limits?

 


Both do
this whenever and wherever call it a hobby

One lives
in Lisbon the other in Boston both are strangers

Except in
behaviour the same the world over

 


Taylor
would be a hooker if she didn’t like asking for cash

So she
gave free sex to anyone who asked

Her rule
was they had to ask her except the bro

 


Madison
was also a swinger in a local club

Swung
both ways loved gals plus guys

Often
both at once what a joy that was!

 


If fate
was kind both could randomly meet

Put some
magic together make love not war

Make an adult film together screw the world together

 


 


 


Waiting
For

You wanna
be a successful well respected rich author

Who do
you wanna be like?

Reach
into the sky pick a name

There’s
the hot erotica of Jackie Collins

The war
porn of Sven Hassel

The dark
thrillers of James Herbert

The
intelligent horror of Stephen King

All these
and more waiting in the wings

For the
next enduring big thing

Get your
book finished send it off

Wait for
the publishing deal

Go sell
millions get film rights

Write
three follow ups be a legend

What are
you waiting for?

 


 


 


Death
Silence

Beast the
workers again get new sales

You’re
only as good as your last sale

Do more
get more try harder work faster

Do you
think we pay you to be lazy?

Why
are you all so fed up?

Hundreds
of other workers want this

They
would give their teeth to be right here

As you
failed to hit the sales targets

I’ll
issue you all papers to sign

Some of
you will be off the account

Others
will just get a warning

Listen to
me closely now

Get new
sales and all will be fine

You keep
your jobs and get a bonus

Plus the
call centre keeps the account

It’s not
a lot to ask is it a few sales?

Silence
descended like death

 


 


 


Drill
Kill

Driller
killer gonna get you!

Will drill out your fucking brain

Straight
outa your damn skull

Then pop
into your eyeballs

 


Or do
that first what evil satisfaction

Put the
revolving drill up your nose

In your
ears till you’re kaput

He’s got
decorum tho

 


He’ll not
put it up your bum

Or on
your cock oh no

The head
is fine for him

Drill
drill kill kill another victim

 


A friend or stranger it doesn’t matter

As long
as his fully charged drill


Penetrates deeply in somebody’s skull

I want to
watch when he does it

 


What sick
satisfaction as the bit goes in

And the
noise something to truly behold

 


 


 


Rival
Firm

How do
you communicate?

Are you
side lining with another company

Using our
company assets for a rival firm?

If we see
or find out that you are

You will
be in trouble and fired

Plus face
a lawsuit from Hell

So we get
more than even ok mate?

You don’t
disrespect us here or screw us

We are
the bench mark all is judged on

Be proud
you share the same air as us

Or we
will make it hard for you

In
several dozen different fucking ways

We the
car builders the best

Forget
our rivals we have none

We simply
are the best

 


 


 


Epping
Forest Fun

Wet wet
wet are most pussies

Have you
ever known a pussy

That was
dry dry dry

 


Like the
one I fingered in a forest

When I
was with my ex long ago

She was
frigid as Hell

 


I got it
on with the other gal

My ex
wouldn’t suck or fuck

The other
guy which we agreed

 


To do in
Epping Forest in daylight

Resting
on a big sheet

All
having sex oh such fun!

 


I got my
fingers up the guy’s wife

How would
I get my cock up there?

She
wanked me off till I came

 


If felt
so damn good what pleasure

It would
be good to go back

With a
different gal not my ex

 


An open minded and programmed

To enjoy
sex with strangers

Imagine
how erotic and cool

 


All making love coming as one

Nobody to
stop us or say it’s bad

Getting
it on in Epping Forest

The way
it’s meant to be!

 


 


 


Romance In Iran

We together kept apart by a change in circumstances

He plans to see her again she asks when he says
wait

We can’t just go or we’ll be in trouble or in jail or hurt or
dead

Or
missing or chased by the karma cops or her spies

We can go
to the rivers for there we can hide many times

Yet
nowhere is safe from prying eyes what if its drones

How do we
escape them do we cower in caves

Go off
grid so we really are together not bugged by anyone

His wife caught them together her husband knows
too

The risks
are huge the rewards are beyond measure

Hey we
are three years together we beat them there

Let’s do
it again screw them all our leaders the cops

My wife
your husband our criticizers our enemies

They can all become Christians imagine that haha!

So
what if we see one another and are married

To other
people and are practising Muslims

But love
is love we are happy and want to be left alone

Let’s flee to Turkey or Germany or America
or
England

All we want to do is be together for we are in love

 


 


 


Machine
Age

When she was eight, Alice Henderson briefly held the world
record for filling her mouth with marbles

This
silly little girl set in effect the Butterfly Effect

By
placing those marbles in her mouth she triggered

Our human
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