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Dedication

​ Dedicated to all those who
read my writing...
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Varied

​


Pay
Me

We work
to pay our bills

Bill is
fucking loaded with wads of cash

Let’s go
and rob the cunt

Then
I’ll spend his fucking cash

Fucking
Bill’s sister the judge

So I can
do robbing banks

And get
off when I’m caught

Then
I’ll be fucking rich

Just
like Bill was before

Now he
works in Walmart

From
bill collector to shelf stacker

I’m the
man so pay me

And give
me your savings too

I’ll
live like a King forever

 


 


 


Till
Then...

Our time here is not long

So make the most of it

Spend time with your loved ones



Hike a mountain to say you did

Paint a picture of a splendid scene

Go on a road trip you'll never forget

Learn to become a karate black belt



Work hard and get the dream job

Join the mile high club

Do all this and more in your time here

For when it is up there is no 2nd go

 


 


 


Haiku
poem topics/everything and anything/you write no damn
rules

 


 


 


Selfish
Poet

The writer was unhappy with the situation 

Both of himself and his country

So instead of writing for the cause

And to make things better

He did the ultimate sin and topped himself

After writing his girlfriend a touching love poem

Which would make anyone cry

Just like what he did to himself

When he jumped into a deep ravine

Falling 500 feet to his death

As he fell did he regret jumping?

Leaving a nation in pieces 

And ex girlfriend who feels betrayed

What the poet did was not the actions of love

 


 


 


Hill
Schools

The school boys were a determined bunch

They fought with flick knives and chains

And knuckle dusters and fists

All were keen and 'up for it'

Taking out their grievances on the rival school

Counthill is better than Breezehill

And vice versa till it was fight time

Action replacing mere words with mortal acts

Already two pupils lay unmoving on the ground

And three more sat down clutching knife wounds

Shouts and threats filled the playing field

The violent disturbance had only started

They would fight till they were spent or dead

Either way the name and honour of the school

Would be remembered forever more as THE fight

It would be talked about for generations

Even if all were killed or maimed...

 


 


 


Surround
Sound

Focus on your game on what you want

Work to achieve personal development

Aim to get the career you want

Take the holiday that you deserve

Follow the life path you need to

Surround yourself with likeminded souls

Read books that will benefit you

Listen to music that only you like

This is the way to prosperity and life

 


 


 


Death is that/life is that/love is that/hate is that/fucking is
that/that is that...

 


 


 


sneeze
snot

sneeze
away from me

take this fucking allergy so i'm fine

not
sneezing my head off

i'll
give it to you

my worst
enemy

you will
get my angst

your
actions wern't justified

now
enjoy sneezing

a
lifetime's worth

as for me

i am
cured

you are
not...

 


 


 


Gay
Haunts

You had
to see it the Manchester culture

Around
the city and big towns

Places
like the Dog and Duck and Henry Afrika's

Also the
Gay Village in central Manchester

Equal to
the drag queens like Lily Savage

And a
host of others all part of Northern culture

Big
butch men wearing dresses

Equally
feminine ones showing bare leg

This was
one thing that we got right

Now
fading memories of the 90s and before...

 


 


 



Duality

We live
in a world that is half and half

Half in
the light and half in the dark

 


People
are the same

Half
nice and half bad

Half
happy and half sad

 


If they
are balanced they are fine

If too
happy others take advantage

If too
sad then they risk isolation

 


Life is
the same dual opposites

Each
contrasting in perfect unison

 


 


 



Metrics

The
metrics were almost off the scale 

But who
was to say what the scale was?

The
motorcycle was everything to all men

All
things like fast, powerful, pretty, cool

And the
love affair we all wanted

With a
machine so damn cool

It hurt
like dawn coming

After
the night with a lifetime's lover

The
feeling you can't describe 

Just
feel with every nerve and fibre

Till you
become the machine 

And the
machine is you

One
being at total ease of control

Where
everything just flows

Or
almost flies in serenity

Like an
alien craft

Yet this
wonderful machine

Was
designed and built by humans

Who
created something so artful

It
defied description but again

It was a
feeling and that mattered

All who
saw or touched or rode

This one
off experimental bike new

It was
the only motorcycle

In town
that mattered

Pop on
down and have a look

 


 


 



Grub

We eat
what we are given

Food of
the Gods

Or
scraps from the gutter

Food is
food and life is life

Say no
to hunger

And eat
what you can

Kebab
for a king

Or
burger for a bum

Or
sausage for Shirley

 


 


 


Band
plays loud music/I sleep thru their bad racket/dream of singer
Sue

 


 


 


Lamp
Post

Where
would we be without lamp posts?

They
illuminate our way

Both in
bad weather and at night

See them
sway in a strong wind

Some
people steal electric from them

Others die when their cars hit one

Dogs pee
gleefully on them

Some are
round and others square

All are
tall and made of metal

Built to
last and shine bright


Especially when fitted with LED bulbs

A long
way from the old gas lights

What
will they look like in a hundred years?

Like an
alien come to invade?

 


 


 



conditioned

the news
is always bad

we are
conditioned to it

get the
news

its
always bad

the new
border war

your
sister has cancer

the
dog's been run down

i've
been fired at work

the news
is never good

turn off
the tv

use
earplugs

we don't
wanna hear it

too damn
sad!

 


 


 


Make a
Break

Torches
in the moonlight

Looking
for fugitives

Who
escaped from the camp

Sick of
being prisoners

Made a
break for it

Stunned
a guard

Jumped
the wire

Got two
hours head start

Race
against the clock

Out into
the wilderness

One
chance in a hundred to live

Soon the
dogs and choppers will come

And
troops with guns and the will

Stopping
at nothing to bring us in

We
avoided the roads and towns

Stuck to
the fields and woods

Aiming
for the high ground

Where
we’ll cross the border

Maybe
there we’ll be free

At least
they’re not commies

With
gulags and vocation centres...

 


 


 


trip
time

hire a
vehicle go on a trip

oil
tanker from arabia to canada

space
rocket to a comet

train
trip from plymouth to norwich

pony
ride from beach a to beach b

go on a
journey

ride a
vehicle

go some
place new

open
your eyes

what do
you see?

tell
me

 


 


 


Call
Centre

We are
all people with concerns

Call the
hotline for help

Get some
counselling

Tell me
if it helps

I’ve a
call to place

Cancel
all other calls

 


 


 


Only
Like That

When a
person is given a professional position and title

They are
meant to be just that, Professional

But
certain ones are not professional

They are
totally incompetent at their role

Be it a
doctor, lawyer, insurance person, politician or more

The list
is long and so is the incompetence

Their
actions can really impact people

And
affect so many situations spinning out

Like
ripples in a pond almost never ending

It's not
a case of serving the wrong drink

Imagine
prescribing the wrong drug 

Or
removing the wrong leg in error

This
incompetence happens more than we know

What are
we to do in cases like this?


Education is key as is training and checks

Make
sure the insurance person is legit

Ensure
the politician can't be bribed


Professional is just that, no amateur crap

If only
it was really like that...

 


 


 


Work to
live, live work/hurry quota now now slave!/I’m off to my
hill

 


 


 


Ultimate
Tragedy

It is all a numbers game

Out of the total population

Certain things happen

Some win the lottery

Others are afraid of flying

Some have five brothers

And so on and so on

All mathematics and numbers

But there a few who endure

Really terrible things

Nothing physically hurts them

Mentally it murders them

They suffer a death 

The death of their partner

Not of old age or accident

But mentally and emotionally

And in a dozen other ways

I know some people who lose two

And one person who lost three

How do they feel deep inside?

One turned to drink and now?

Some simply follow and commit suicide

How would you cope if your wife died

What if this was you

How would you be?

 


 


 


middle
bit

back
there to that place

the
things we must do there

you
should try it

you'll
understand how we feel

being
not free and not a slave

what are
we

i want
you to tell us

 


 


 



OTT

They went over the top in what they did

The troops going over the top to be cut down by enemy fire

The space craft flying over the top of the alien world

The store manager going over the top charging inflated prices

The car designer going over the top fitting a big engine in a small
car

The tattoo collector went over the top by getting his cock
inked

The rum drinker went over the top by drinking three big
bottles

The home owner went over the top by buying a tractor to cut his
lawn

The general went over the top by invading Luxembourg with a million
men

The malinger went over the top when he pretended to be ill with
cancer

The dog went over the top when he barked at 4 in the morning

All this and more over the fucking top

 


 


 


Smell of
death is here/Japan descends to kaos/Geisha girl forgets

 


 


 



m1

varied
times labelled m1

from the
dinner spoon

to
computer cable

to taxi
cab

all
listed in detail

itemised
beauty

what
will be added next?

your
soul named m1

this we
know

we are
all items on a list


catalogued a to z

just
like a store

or
warehouse of things

 


 


 


A Boss
Called Ross

He thinks he’s the boss

But I
don’t give a fucking toss

I’ll nail him to the bloody cross

Let him go mouldy with moss

His death will not be my loss

As I
dance and give my balls a floss

All that
was cool is now gross

Like a
computer using MS DOS

At least
my name isn’t Ross!

 


 


 



Boring

The look of a machine

Sitting there no more

Action till ordered to

The machine that digs

Makes long deep tunnels

From one city to another

Also country to country

Eating away at Mother Earth

Big strong powerful 

Like the very planet itself

Designed by humans

Their minds' creation now real

Ready for the next shift change

Cooling down for ten minutes

Busy 3 shifts a day

With only 30 minutes rest

Digging kilometres of holes

That get lined with concrete

The subterranean boring machine

 


 


 


Life
beyond Berlin/historical city here/another planet

 


 


 


World
Suicide

Listen
to music while planning to end the world

Monitor
your computer and click the options

Which
would you chose to end it all?

The
options include:

 


Meteor
strike/s

Super
volcano/s

Mega
earthquakes with tsunamis

Nuclear
war

Alien
invasion


Mutagenic virus

The Sun
exploding

The Moon
disintegrating

Zombie
apocalypse

And a
hundred other choices

 


Take a
drink of beer and choose

What
terror will you inflict upon us?

When
it’s done simply click Reset

Do it
all again and again and again

We all horribly die over and over…

 


 


 


repeat
repeat repeat

another
day another dollar/making ourselves poorer/one more step to
heaven/leaving birth behind/so achingly slowly/we live to work/work
to live/something aint right/we must be free/but what do we do
then?/few will know what to do/the same old crap

 


another
day another dollar/making ourselves poorer/one more step to
heaven/leaving birth behind/so achingly slowly/we live to work/work
to live/something aint right/we must be free/but what do we do
then?/few will know what to do/the same old crap

 


another
day another dollar/making ourselves poorer/one more step to
heaven/leaving birth behind/so achingly slowly/we live to work/work
to live/something aint right/we must be free/but what do we do
then?/few will know what to do/the same old crap

 


 


 


just
clothes

wear
what you want

a ninja
outfit

an army
uniform

a gimp
outfit

a soccer
kit

spend
your cash

pick a
uniform

it says
who you are

and what
you do

people
will judge you

they'll
be nice or not nice

they
judge by appearance

the
outfit matters

look at
a nazi

 


 


 


Bike
Rider Wrapped Round Tractor Tyre

There
are people who drive tractors for a living

There
are people who ride motorcycles fast

There
are times when the two meet

There
are times when those meetings are bad

There
are times when it's fucking carnage

There
are times when the bike rider dies

There
are times when he's wrapped round the back wheel

There
are times when the bike hits the tractor at 200mph

There
are times when both fuel tanks explode

There
are times when they miss one another

There
are times when the bike drives slowly

There
are times when speed limits are respected

There
are times when no road laws are broken

There
are times when zero accidents take place

There
are times when people are sensible

There
are times when we all live in fantasy

There
are times when we hope this becomes true

 


 


 


Hence I
like you dear/do you like my older bro?/I am an ice
cream

 


 


 


Spaced
Out

Katie
was right

We are
the aliens

We send
men to the Moon

Space
probes to Mars

Orbit
satellites round the Sun

Impact
probes on comets

Orbit
the Earth with a space station

And a
lot more

Science
fiction is now science fact

Our
technology is simple

But our
dreams are vast

We will
colonise new worlds

And meet
Dr Spock

Beam me
up Scottie!

The
future is space

And all
it beholds

 


 


 


Yellow aeroplane/up so very high, bird free/how we dream,
freedom...

 


 


 


A Type
of Love

There is
love

And love
and love

The love
of a dog

The love
of a God

The love
of a gun

The love
of a car

The love
of a gal

The love
of a guy

All
types of love

Some are
good

Some are
bad

 


 


 



Percolating Pete

He’s the
man to get things done

Things
like seducing your sexy neighbour

Mugging
a bank manager

Setting
up a legal minicab business

Giving
poor people beer money

Fixing
badly done tattoos


Eradicating drugs from the housing estate

Making
sure your car is safe

Ending terrorism in our towns and cities

Setting
up sensible immigration limits

And
a hundred and one other things

He gets
the job done

 


 


 



Stones

The
stones indicate where someone died

There
are a lot of stones

 


The
stones indicate where someone lived

There
are a lot of stones

 


 


 


Memory
tricks us/bad times slowly confront us/flower’s beauty
shines

 


 


 



Precedent and Presidents

What is
the height of Culture?

The
knowledge of the experts

The
experience of the populace

The
richness of the creative arts

The
amount of industrial profit

Or a
thousand other figures and facts?

When all
is considered

Will
this make this nation superior to the others?

If the
people think so

It sets
a dangerous precedent

A
President may act and be wrong

Thus
bringing calamity and despair

No more
height of culture

 


 


 


My
Job

I’ve
never known stress like it

The call
centre job I work in just now

Was it
because Ona was off?

Was it
because I never slept well?

Was it
because I don’t like the account?

Was it
because I’m twice a lazy millennial’s age?

I don’t
know but I know this

I am
absolutely fucking fucked!

Do I
send in my resignation letter?

After
sleeping a restful night

There
are other jobs...

 


 


 


hit
him

what did
it solve

when
they killed kennedy?

was it a
mafia hit

a rival
politician

or a
drug hazer

we'll
never know

what
would america be like

had he
lived

no
vietnam death slide war

no
commie witch hunts

no
national guard on campus

no
extended cold war

if
kennedy lived

 


 


 



Antoinette

See the
pretty monoplane fly overhead

Pretty
looking just like her name

Called
Antoinette just like a girl

Flown by
a lady with short red hair

But will
it be pretty when you put a gun on it?

A pretty
French killing machine

Armed
with a Hotchkiss machine gun

The
French kiss of death in 1910

 


 


 


For
Poland

Escaping
Soviet Communist oppression

After
being taken to a Gulag, a 'guest'

We
walked there a thousand snow miles

Towed
behind trucks but not riding in them

Month
after month in a cage, till we die

Breaking
out wasn't an option but jumping was!

We
jumped the wire and were free!

Or not
for we had thousands of miles to go

Caught
in enemy territory, this wasn't Poland

We
decided to go to China, like riding a bus

But when
we got there we saw tyranny

The
Communist cancer had spread

So where
now? India of course

What
could possibly go wrong?

How
about four of us dying and the rest going mad

We hiked
for a year after escaping the Gulag

And
covered three thousand miles

Upon
arriving in India we met a Brit

He asked
us for our passports

The
Soviets confiscated them

No
problem, you are welcome here

We were
given visas, medical attention, a home and a life

I made
sure to tell our story

W
escaped and survived the Soviets

I missed
Poland...

 


 


 


wrong
hill

rain
drenches the mountains

as if to
clean them

wipe
away what went on here

moor
land used as a murder house

kids
taken here then killed

don't
you know one's still up there?

sadness
bathes the hill

if only
it was a battle site

the
killers now burn in hell

 


 


 


Rarefied
Air

We
pirouette up there ever so high

Higher
than the highest hill or building

We
belong here one with the upper air

Rarefied
like my love for you

Very
different from my love for my plane

See as
we kick over into a slow roll

Yahooing
in joy oh my look and see!

The
ground up where the sky should be

And
there we are right way up

Leading
to a wide sweeping circle

Look as
our wing is still on the small lake

And feel
the joy as we straighten out

Going
nowhere at all except up into a loop

Stick to
our belly and we arc up and over

Nothing
is quite like this babe

Well
except maybe one thing dear lady

We come
down the other side of the circle

Drawing
great invisible shapes in the sky

Oh how
we fly fly fly for it’s the greatest thing

To fly
my dear lady...

 


 


 


Brown
Train

The
brown train steamed to somewhere

There were many busy passengers

Some
were on holiday

Others
on day out

Some
doing business

 


A football team off to a game

One lady
departing shopping

Three
men going hiking

One off to a funeral

Another
a wedding

 


And a couple to a birthday party

They
planned to alight at different stations

All had one thing in common other than

Being
people aboard this trundling train

All were
dead!

 


But
never knew it

This was their small problem

In
reality the train was only stopping once

At the final station

Named
Hades

 


 


 


Speeding
down the track/rollercoaster accident/death viciously
struck

 


 


 


Stand on
Head

You walk
over my head on purpose

Just
like the school bullies did

Till I
stopped them

After so
many years

 


 


 


Middle
Days

There
are those who say being King is best

While
others say being a humble beggar is best

I think
somewhere in the middle is better

What do
you think? Top, bottom or middle?

 


 


 


Written
Ways

We live
in a world where there are multiple ways

Writing
on slate with chalk

Writing
with pen and paper

Writing
on a computer

Each is
a different way to do things

The
Russians used pencils in space

The
Americans spent millions making a pen

There is
more than one way to write

 


 


 


love
life love

you say
that you care

i know
that you love me

but
caring is different

for
example letting me be free

if i
want to hike i do

if i
want to be with you i do

if i
want to get a new job i do

you are
a barrier

deployed
to hinder me

my long
standing karma

my
love

 


 


 


Simply
Words

I write
my words and don’t know why

Simply
words on the page or screen

A thing to do when not completing other tasks

Call it
a job or calling or passion or thing

This is
what I do me the writer

The same
as so many other writers

Telling
a short story in words or verse

Some
prefer song or on film

I like
poems and the immediate impact

After
spending minutes writing them

Saving
me time so I can do another

In the
time it takes you to read this

Small
selection of words...

 


 


 



Insanctifiable

A poem
for you

A poem
for me

A stone
for you

A stone
for me

A tattoo
for me

A tattoo
for you

A baby
for me

A baby
for you

A gun
for me

A gun
for you

A life
for me

A life
for you

A death
for me

A death
for you

 


 


 


Hold On
Now

We are
what we are

We are
who we are

We live
where we live

We dream
of more

We could
do with less

We
become greedy

We fall
off the edge

It’s a
long way down

To the
God’s ground

From our
fake heaven

 


 


 


Twenty
Words

Words
can change the world for the better

Words
can change the world for the worse

Words
can change a person’s perception of you positively

Words
can change a person’s perception of you negatively

Words
can change a nation’s opinion of their leader happily

Words can change a nation’s opinion of their leader
sadly

Words
can change customers’ views of a shop’s products
optimistically

Words
can change customers’ views of a shop’s products
pessimistically

Words
can change people’s satisfaction of a certain motor vehicle
confidently

Words
can change people’s satisfaction of a certain motor vehicle
hesitantly

Words
can change passengers’ ideas of jet airliners safety

Words
can change passengers’ ideas of jet airliners insecurity

Words
can change a President’s behaviour in office by
integrity

Words
can change a President’s behaviour in office by
dishonesty

Words
can change a dad’s thoughts of his wife’s family by
reliability

Words
can change a dad’s thoughts of his wife’s family by
unreliability

Words
can change an alien’s abduction policy on humans by upgrading
it

Words
can change an alien’s abduction policy on humans by degrading
it

Words
can change an army’s view of an enemy by constructive
propaganda

Words
can change an army’s view of an enemy by destructive
propaganda

 


 


 


Perfect
System

A slow
as hell computer overloaded with apps and functions and
tasks

Just not
working as it should so everything freezes and crashes and
fails

You put
your life in charge of a badly designed technical system

It
should work like a dream and make things easier but it’s the
opposite

Nothing
goes to plan and the programs are corrupted with bad
code


Artificial Intelligence is not too smart because it always
needs advice

Just
like the system designers do when their creation goes
AWOL

A mirror image of Huawei from Red China and its infallible fallible
tech

Never
had a big company fell so fast and deserved it for it was all
shit

Your
system is almost as bad as theirs but they had embedded spy
bots

Yours
just lacks capability and had negative growth potential

It
controls our fates and we will soon be ghosts in your
machine

When its
gremlins decide to kamikaze it and kaput the entire
globe

We are absolutely fucked due to trust in
21st century fake gods

 


 


 


Science
Fact

They put
their trust in the computer

Bit it
was all misplaced

It
killed them all

An event
foretold by writers

Science
fiction now science fact

Brought
to life

As told
by Isaac Asimov

And
Arthur C Clarke

And many
more


Computers and robots

Who slew
their human masters

Took
over civilization

Like
Terminator did

Seeing
us as the problem

But in
real life

It's
different but similar


Airliners plunging down

When the
computer takes over

It
happened with both Airbus and Boeing

Dooming
all aboard to an awful end

There is
only one answer

Turn off
the computers

Or we
all die...

 


 


 



philippine tower

how rise
the building tall/up past the cloud/becoming the sky/stealing the
the thunder/stronger than the earth/anchored below ground/sentinel
tower stand proud/higher than high/up where angels fly/lofty perch
for brave people/do see the view/if just once

 


 


 


Residual
Light

The
light was both bright and dark

It was
right over your house

When you
were asleep

Dreaming
of me

When we
were together

Your
dream died there

As it
did in your sleep

When the
aliens took you

Straight
from your bed

Into
their spacecraft

You were
still asleep

When
they put you back

After
doing 101 experiments


Including giving you a baby

Even if
you were infertile

Some
would call it a miracle

Others
who knew the truth

Called
it furthering the species

For a
better universe

 


 


 


Burnt
orange sports car/so damn cool I want seven/in photos
only

 


 


 


Standard
Days

Is there
such thing as a normal day?

I’m sure
there is but not in my life

Each day
is different and unique

Some
days I sell illegal weapons

On
others I paint original fake pictures

Or meet
dictators and priests for dinner

I am a
person who makes things better

Doing it
in my own way

For then
I know how things will change

I’ve
plotted it all out on a graph

And pie
charts so I have the facts

Before
they happen to confirm my facts

I’ve
only been wrong three times

Out of a
million and twenty seven

Me the
person who makes the world better

Fixing
all the issues so you sleep snuggly

And can
later read of me at breakfast

In your
fake newspaper

You see
I’m invisible

Just like you

 


 


 


Bread
Van

The
small bread van drove round giving out bread

To the
people who blocked an arsehole on Facebook

Each
person got one loaf of bread for blocking one person

I drove
the van and used my system to check

To see
who had blocked who and why

I looked
at the reasons for they mattered

I drove
past those who’d blocked no one

My van
was loaded with twenty thousand loaves

I had
enough fuel for twelve hours of straight driving

Then I’d
return home and bake more bread

And
repeat the procedure in a different town

It was like this each day feeding the Blockers

Mine was
a thriving business and it would only grow

 


 


 


Avenue
or Road

Do you
live on a road or avenue? 

This is
what the computer asked

For the
details were on the database

But were
wrong in the customer's eyes

Yet the
computer insisted it was right

The
ghost in the machine

The
gremlins playing with the circuits

So the
airliner took over and crashed

It was
the MCAS system that became aware

It
pushed the nose down

While
the pilot pulled it up

Thus the
roller coaster went on

Over
twenty times till the end

Pity the
poor passengers who flew and died

Part of
the new losses airliner death style

Not in
an old Comet 1 but a new Boeing 737 MAX

It
wasn't the plane it was the computer system

Just
like a Terminator the system was aware

 


 


 



Theory

There
are people who have the theory that life is false 

But who
the Hell are they? Are they aliens or Neo Cons?

Maybe
they're Big Bro or Illuminati or Freemasons or?

It
doesn't matter who they are for they control everything

From the
air you breathe to your finances to your safety

Safety
includes being shot by terrorists or bombed by Red China

Certain
people Woke Up and question the current status quo

They
want to change things and think it'll be better

But do
they know the nature of the change or its form?

How
prepared are they for the war which will arrive?

Those in
control will resist change and fight like demons

War will
scorch everything directly and indirectly

What if
those who wanted change lose direction?

What if
they simply lose and nothing changes?

What if
all this was indeed fake?

 


 


 



Peterson

There
was once a purple car down by the river wall

It was
owned by a man named Peterson

Who was
originally from Sweden via Portugal

He lived
in his car and drove from town to town

He
worked as an odd job man fixing things

Need
your fence fixed he was the man

Want a
bad person bumping off just ask him

He’d do
everything for a price including sex

But
mostly he worked with his hands and his mind

He
seemed ageless and could be 25 to 60

With
dark blue eyes and black hair

And
muscles toned from hard honest labour

He wore
denim and a crumpled cap

Some
say he was a soldier from old wars

While
others said he was a truck driver

Who had
gotten lost long ago on a ‘bad’ job

Whatever
the truth Peterson was firmly here

His tool
kit included anything from metal work

Via wood
work to butchering animals

He was
always ‘For Hire’ and was sat by his car

Just now
a thin man walked up and nodded

He
introduced himself and needed a job doing...

 


 


 



Motorcycle Free

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To
replace the flesh and blood horse by iron

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To take
us somewhere else that isn't here

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To let
us ride free without conviction

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To
become one and pump petrol thru our veins

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To make
a statement that is beyond words

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To bring
us into contact with other bikers

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To ride
over corrupt politicians and leaders

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To
liberate us from the masses of slavery

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To bring
us freedom when oppression threatens

We
believe in the power of the motorcycle

To let
us live on even when we are but dust

 


 


 


Whisky
or Brandy?

Do you
drink whisky or brandy or vodka? 

Or are
you teetotal with a clear mind

Not the
mind of a drunkard

So
clouded that you can’t focus

A
clarity so pure that it's crystal

Unlike
Bob who drank a litre of Scotch

He fell
off the wagon and paid for it

It
reversed and squashed him dead

At least
he didn't feel it

Now take
the non drinker

He's
also a psychopath with a goal

His body
count is 7 but he wants 15

Maybe
you'll be his next victim

It's ok
if you knew his identity

But he's
a ghost so has the edge

As well
as being teetotal and focuses

Prepare
your defences or die...

 


 


 



Dereliction of Duty

You went
to work and shot your boss 


Something to do with unpaid wages

You went
to work with your tool

A tuned
up refined M-16 with big mag

Carefree
handling with bump stock

Every
fucking round on target

Your
boss was like a damn sieve 

Full of
holes from armour piercing rounds

You
reloaded and zapped his number two

Then his
secretary who was a bitch

Followed by his security team

Their
9mms were of no use

Not
against your 5.56 NATO rounds

And
triple layer Kevlar vest

Then you
primed your satchel charge

Tick
tock run run boom went the place

The
blast killed everyone but it was fine

You were
a ghost simply uncatchable

Ready
for the next operation

It
involved your missing Ford Sedan

It was
over twenty years old

But it
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