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Dedication

Dedicated to what happened
at Grid ref SD 99902 11184. And also at the second location.
In memory of the Sunny VIII P-51 Mustang
crashes

 


[image: tmp_4be13c23d43c8a6ffc1a699e26de29b4_JUMy4z_html_385f5fd9.jpg]

 


[image: tmp_4be13c23d43c8a6ffc1a699e26de29b4_JUMy4z_html_m2e5ec4a.jpg]

Photo by Ged Kelly.

 


 


Contents

Jimmy Boom Semtex Poems: Juiced Up
Mother Trucker

Mustang Flight/Sunny VIII P-51 Mustang
Crashes

Jimmy Boom Semtex and Other
Writers

Bio

 


 


 


Jimmy Boom Semtex
Poems: Juiced Up Mother Trucker


Solar Warden

If my son was working on a bigger
thing

Would he be still alive?

And not dead?

Murdered by our enemies

Who are also our allies and
friends

For similar scientists make
spacecraft

If my son made them well...

He would be alive

But he worked on torpedoes

And died for that fact

His security wasn't high
enough

Why why why?

 


 


 


Son’s Ashes

Charming lady did a honey trap on my
son

Seduced him and fucked him
hard

Then abducted him violently

Murdering him and then...

...then destroying his body

Turning it into ash

She used charcoal on my son

How do I know?

There was a witness

His mistress

She saw all and told me

Not the authorities

Killer is free

Till my other son gets him

 


 


 


Computer Tech

I miss my son

He was murdered

Nastily killed in the UK

Never to see India again

Who dared to murder my
baby?!

Soviets/Russians/Eastern
Europeans?

Or aliens?

Tell me!

Who murdered my son!

He worked for Marconi.

It must be Russia...

 


 


 


Blame Russia

We all blame Soviet Russia for the
Marconi deaths

The evil empire did its
worst

Jealous of our continued
success

Fearing our future weapons
capability

Paranoid of its impending use against
them

So they decided to hit the
technicians

Knowing this would hurt weapons
development

Or maybe even terminate the
programs

And steal our critical
advantage

For enemy committed acts of
war

25 of our techs dead in less than a
decade

It was so 80s and Cold War

With the Soviets and Warpac fearful of
losing

Their own techs were good

But limited by a crippling
ideology

And poor electronics
industry

Twenty five years behind the
West

One year for each dead
technician

Was that the reason they were
murdered?

Rabid paranoid leaders sent in the
hitmen

A mix of KGB, Spetsnaz and
others

Waging war in Middle England and
winning

Not once getting caught doing their
deeds

Making some deaths look like
suicide

And others resemble tragic
accidents

Now thirty years on I ask
questions

Why wasn’t anyone caught and
jailed?

Why are some of those killers still
free and serving Russia?

This time aiding a different master and
ideology

Feeling no shame nor guilt about their
employment

There were hitmen who killed in
England, Italy and Germany

And still do wherever they’re
sent

 


 


 


my reality is a

continuation of my life

the past is like now

as is the unset future

 


 


 


Jimmy Boom
Semtex!

Jimmy Boom Semtex would like to say a
big FUCK YOU to itunes/Apple/ibookstore for pulling all his books
off your site. 40 or so ebook titles. A huge FUCK YOU with a big
and black! What are you gonna do about that then? You fuckin nonces
hehe \m/

 


Jimmy will boycott shit itunes forever.
You should too. Use rival sites. Freedom of speech and
non-conformity. Jimmy Boom Semtex will always speak his mind, write
erotica, political activism against corrupt dictators and
more…

 


You gave Jimmy Boom Semtex the best
gift ever. For controversy sells books. Money cannot buy this.
Jimmy’s books pulled off itunes. That’s never happened before. Or
has it? Boom!

 


 


 


MIXED BLESSINGS

All JIMMY BOOM SEMTEX ebooks pulled off
itunes. As usual no reason given. Asked publisher for urgent
explanation. will defo be topic matter be it erotic story or
political poem. Mot gonna swear on it. I’ll write instead
hehe.

 


Good news is the new book is done 8th
Son. There will be a part 2 as and when it’s done. Over 12k words
is big enough for a poem collection. Gives other writers time to
finish their pieces and new writers to jump aboard. Time to chill
now... \M/

 


 


 


Special Beasting

An extra special beasting for the
naughty child

I really look forward to seeing
it

For the child has got blind
drunk

 


Come home and slept

Then vomited while asleep

It went fucking everywhere

 


You can see what he ate

And yes there are carrots
there

Mummy will go crazy later

 


Her calmness destroyed by his
act

That of being a vomit
monster

Spreading puke and bile like a
newspaper

 


It's a good job he wasn't on his
back

Or he could be dead

Jimi Hendrix style

 


Not very nice you'll agree

But now we wait and count

Hours fall away and beasting time
approaches

 


After it the child will cry

And then wash his vomit
laundry

While learning a valuable
lesson

 


Come and watch

 


 


 


Rain falls down here

Just like Manchester

Snow there now

 


 


 


Mountain Song

They stole our precious
mountains.

We damn well want them back!

Those people in deprived town number
two.

You see they were jealous of our
hills.

Scheming and sodding stole
them!

Now our deprived town number one is
flat.

With not a hill or mountain surrounding
it.

No natural barriers to stop an
invasion.

What happens if the Nazis or Soviets
invade?

We’ve nowhere to hid then ambush
them.

And what if those enemy forces join
forces?

So we face an armed assault from
deprived town number 2.

All we have are some nuclear demolition
munitions.

We must plan and prepare for all
outcomes.

In case our enemy attacks to finish us
off.

But before that time we have a special
surprise.

We will stealthily snatch our mountains
back.

So we are ready for the coming
attack.

And have our dear high ground
back.

 


 


 


Fake
Haiku

books are life

life is books

all are living

 


 


 


Cruise

They say most of the gals
who demoed at Greenham Common

were gay
or feminists and hated
men.

Of those young idealistic
women, who today still believes?

I remember being at school
in 83/4.

 


My English teacher Mrs
Makin did assembly.

She talked to us about it
all.

Cruise, the gals, the
world.

Imagine if our world was
up there, over our heads.

 


We would revere and
protect it.

Be in awe of
it.

Not fill it with hate,
fear and weapons.

I also read a book The
Nuclear War File.

 


I loved that book, was in
awe of those times.

And scared to hell like a
little mouse before a cat.

Decades later it has
returned.

Would the women be happy
with Putin and Trumpton?

 


 


 


Cruise
2

They say the
Mig 29 Fulcrum was all
lethal.

That it
had a look down shoot down
radar.

And
could shoot down cruise
missiles.

Would Soviet Migs have
been able to stop American cruise missiles in 1986?

 


Just what were the early
Fulcrums radar parameters?

Its medium
range semi-active radar guided
missiles seemed dangerous.

Were they effective enough
to kill a nuclear Gliccam?

Ground Launched Cruise
Missile, nuclear.

 


They named it
Tomahawk.

The
Fulcrum’s close combat capabilities
were lethal.

Helmet sight to aim off
boresight heat seeking missiles.

Backed up by infra-red
target acquisition and a Gatling gun aimed by laser.

 


And power and
agility beyond
measure.

Enough to save the heathen
Russian pilot from being fried?

Cooked alive when the
cruise missile he'd just shot down detonated.

Close combat
kill.

 


It's NOT
an F-16.

I guess his radar guided
missiles were crap.

 


 


 


Cruise
3

Stealthily
hiding under the Indian Ocean
and the Bay of Bengal,

the advanced submarine
remains undetected, as planned.

She launches her arrows
from her bow.

 


Small sized weapons
with a long reach.

Deadly in effectiveness,
powerful in its fear, lethal in war.

Now fired in battle, this
is no test.

The weapon leaves the sub
and goes from being a fish to a bird.

 


Changing shape the missile
transforms.

The burnt out rocket falls
away, an air intake opens, tail and wings pop out.

Navigation systems are
online and its one way trip begins.

Hugging the ground
matching contours, almost unkillable.

 


In 2017 could any
aeroplane in service stop it?

Or stop a dozen launched
by ONE submarine?

This is not 1986,
technology moves on.

Improving the art of
killing.

 


The cruise missile races
for its target.

It can be an airbase, a
military barracks or a city.

All will be vaporised by a
nuclear warhead.

The Americans started this
little game.

 


Now India and Pakistan
continue it.

With sub launched nuke
tipped missiles.

The war has
started.

As in 86, surprise would
be total.

 


 


 


Central
Beam

Across the sky and arcing
round the world

Holding up the ether like
only a girder can

Put in place by aliens to
stop the sky fall

There is more than one but
they’re hidden

Not to be seen except this
individual

Now a mad man with a
hacksaw wants wreck it

Will his futile efforts
ruin the world?

And collapse the
sky?

Are the other invisible
beams real?

The visible beam starts to
crack

His action seems to be
working

The sky will soon
fall

Why do the aliens not
intervene?

Has he
sawn them into pieces
too?

Just like the sectioned
flying saucer in the next field?

 


 


 


Corrupted

There goes
Trump

He’s corrupted by
Putin

Sucking the Dog’s
cock

After mutual
masturbation

How good it
feels

Like shafting the American
people

As Putin shafts the
Russians

Together both want to fuck
us all

We are all
fucked

Me? I’m off to the
hills

A storm is
coming

 


 


 


Cancelled

There was once a woman
called Killary

She was a
21st
Century Hitlerite

Not as nice as a real
Hillary

Instead a real
meteorite

With the temper of a
bomb

And the looks of a
frog

A dangerous and nasty
mom

With the bite of a rancid
dog

This bitch hates us and
lost it all

She’ll be back in four
years

Not number one in the
dictator’s hall

Again stoking all our old
fears

 


 


 


Oldham
Bloke (based on real
incident)

The Oldham bloke passed me
as I walked down the road

Passing me on the
footpath

He was small with a slight
limp

Wearing blue jeans and a
black jacket

He uttered a
comment:

You are a
bastard

I replied: What did you
call me?

He said: I wasn't talking
to you, you idiot!

I added: Be
careful

That's 2 insults from
him

Being rude to me without
knowing me

A fine example of a local
male

Who I immortalised in this
poem and tell you

Keep your eyes open for
him

Be ready for his
words

 


 


 


Movement

Two times back

One times
forward

So is the way it
was

Crims running the
show

Big fish calling the
shots

Minnows doing the
footwork

Cops on patrol

Cat and mouse

Run duck hide

Who's gonna win this
game?

The hoods or boys in
blue

Toss up either
way

Long reach of the
law

Cut dead by evil
genius

Not to be messed
with

Mingling amongst
us

Plain sight bad
boys

Operating here there
everywhere

Wanna get them in the
slammer

Police gotta be
patient

Catch the bottom
feeders

Almost the almost
game

 


 


 


honesty is like the truth
today,

a casualty of the modern
world

 


 


 


Glass
Wall

If you saw the
person

Who mattered to you the
most

In one human
lifetime

Behind a glass
window

What would you tell
them?

What if there was no
sound?

 


 


 


Cell

Hand held music device
looks good

Looks like a device to
dissolve galaxies

Amongst morning
coffee

Decaf resulted in gravity
galaxy loss

 


 


 


Goth
Click

We go to the goth club to
dance and party.

The music is cool as you’d
expect.

I see some of the old
timers there and newbies.

I’m not in a socialising
mood.

Music is my
reason.

I ignore the goth click
and all it contains.

Bitchy goth gal No1 and
her ok partner.

And No2 who blanks
me.

I do her and
others.

Music releases me from
their wrath.

Even from the one who
scolded me before.

She doesn’t like her photo
taken!

I dance and chill to wish
the night forever.

When the clocks change
chaos ensues.

It becomes a timeless
place.

This we know.

 


 


 


Battle
7.5 (based on a scene in The
6th
Battle by Barrett Tillman)

Intruders off the
deck.

Gonna go and hit the enemy
carrier.

Soviet bastards
there!

We fired our two Harpoons
and scooted away.

 


Did we hit her?

 


Dodging their
jets.

Their jump jets splashed
six of our Intruders.

Mission
failure!

But we still sank one of
their cruisers.

 


There!

 


One of their Yak jump
jets, alone.

I grin to my
bombardier.

And roll in behind
him.

I arm one of our
Sidewinders and launch.

It flies up his tail
pipe.

 


Boom!

 


A kill, so
easy.

We fly the
Intruder.

That kill is for my 6
buddies they killed.

On my next mission I’ll
sink your carrier!

Reagan
was right.

 


The Russians are
tough.

 


 


 


Spitfire
Snapdragon

There’s a lady I
know

Who’s so very
nice

Full of love and
fire

You should see her
in

Her cut down
jeans

Those legs are
awesome

Her long black hair is
like the night

As are her dark
moods

In reality we shouldn’t be
together

Her with her
graduate

Me with the
teacher

Life, fate and
events

Conspire and here we
are

You ask who is
she?

I used to do in
my

Dark teen days

Where was she
then?

But she is here
now

Always there…

She’s my wife…

 


 


 


There There
There (based on real
incident)

There was a place where
the animals lived

Thinking they were fierce
and maybe they were

 


Dragged up like fuckin'
rats

Not cornered as such but
acting like it

 


Especially when they saw
another animal

Then it was a war or race
or conflict

 


Things being done amongst
growls and snarls

This is the way of the
jungle or rock pool esque way

 


When you think you're
fierce and maybe you are

You become fierce at least
to yourself

 


A snarling fuckin' rat off
its fuckin' head

The same as
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