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Dedication

Dedicated to all those who dared to
escape from the East and tyranny. For those who made it and those
who fell. RIP.

 


 


 


Poems

The 1980s East/West Berlin

 


 


A poetry prequel from my previous pen
name Jimmy Boom Semtex short story We Don't Have Peace based on the
two escaping characters, Rudy and Hans. Both were gay and wanted to
go to the West, from the prison that was the East/East Berlin/East
Germany. Thousands fled by a variety of means. Hundreds were shot
dead or wounded.

 


 


Escaping

I do not have any pain

I did not complain

How do we get out?

We met by a miracle

Let's flee to the West

This we can do

For the truth will kill us
here

Our truth will end us

You are my life

I am your life

They built a wall round us

Round our city

To keep us in

But they cannot stop us

Will never control our
hearts

Nor our will to escape

And prove them wrong

We will break their prison

And breach the wall

 


 


 


Soviet Officer

The Soviet officer knew what we
were

Who we were and what we stood
for

He used his pistol to whip my
friend

He broke four teeth clean
off

They landed on the cobbled
street

Blood flowed forth like a
river

Then he cocked his pistol and
aimed

When he fired the round went
wide

Did he mean to miss?

Three of his troops
watched...

 


 


 


Border Guard

His uniform was nice

He was a smart man

With polished boots

A freshly ironed uniform

With a stout leather belt

And a pistol at his waist

Complimenting his
Kalashnikov

His eyes were blue

And his expression stern

He saw everything

And did his job well

Manning his watch tower

By the border

We needed to out fox him

Any other time I'd want him

Lust is strong but love is
true

Our love will outfox him

And all he stands for:

Communist rule over us all

 


 


 


Forbidden Love

We met in the library when we were
students

I worked there part time when I wasn’t
studying

You were studying classic
literature

I was doing agriculture and
chemistry

I saw you reading poetry one
day

Which you later read to me

Things went from there

We both knew what would
happen

And it did with scary
rapidity

You became my first and only
love

I became your third and last
love

Daringly we made love in the
classroom

And then on the Principle's
desk

And in our own beds when we
could

Surprisingly nobody caught
us

But people soon guessed our
situation

Rumours started and we graduated in
fear

Would there be a door knock at four
AM?

Being dragged away and beaten Stassi
style

We planned and prepped our
escape

It was the only way we could co-exist
as one

The Berlin Wall needed
crossing

It was a necessary but fearsome
thought

Before we defeated this there was
more

A forbidden military zone full of
danger

Patrolled by mobile units with
dogs

Full of mines and remote controlled
guns

We could die at any time

But love kept us going

Our forbidden love...

 


 


 


No Death

Hundreds had died crossing the
wall

Paying the ultimate price for
freedom

Or imperatively trying to attain
it

Did those who made it find
happiness?

Was the capitalist West
better

Than our totalitarian communist
East?

It was home but not our
heaven

We did not want to die
escaping

Nor did we want to live in
jail

We had to be smart

Smarter than them

Their hidden eyes were
everywhere

Watching us and missing
nothing

We hadn't be caught yet

Being together as one

A forbidden gay couple

Deep in the evil commie
empire

This is why we must flee

And be free

 


 


 


Coming Out

Oh my dear love let's watch Coming Out
in West Berlin

After spending the day walking the
boulevards

Being free and liberated and in
love

We will see the film and mirror our
lives

For we need hope and love in the
East

Our candle is tall and bright and
strong

For all those like us who never ever
give up hope

 


 


 


Not Tolerated

The world is a stage

We are the actors

They the directors

Soviet General Secretary

Sat on his Moscow throne

And his stooge in East
Berlin

We act out our satire before
them

Always having the last laugh

Proceeding through each
scene

Being humble docile slaves

Our escape will be the final
encore

When we defeat the Iron
Curtain

 


 


 


Face Off

Us them us them us them

Dance round and round and
round

They will try to catch us

We will escape their futile
attempts

Round and round and round

Guards guns dogs mines bullets
bombs

Gay sex hidden love night time
lust

Daylight robbery freedom crush
style

Soviet jackboot stomping us
forever

Generations of loss knows no
hope

But we rebel and make hope

We will escape you and your fucking
rule!

 


 


 


Outdoors

We fled by night leaving our sleepy
town

Taking only our needed
possessions

We needed to be smart, fast and
stealthy

We cycled to the edge of the forbidden
zone

Nobody went here for it was not
allowed

There were mobile patrols on foot and
in trucks

Even if it took three days, we would
cross

Nothing would stop us from attaining
freedom

The West, West Germany and West Berlin
was our drug

Only guards, dogs, mines and bullets
would stop us

We went down quiet lanes, over
fields,

Through forests, past a lake and over
hills

Strangely we saw no military
patrols

That doesn’t mean they weren’t
there

Then we reached our target - the
Wall

We still had hours of
darkness

So pressed on to the ominous
barrier

It was lit up with lights like
daylight

And finally, we saw the border
guards

They were in a tower and by the
wire

Past the wire was the concrete
wall

There were machine guns on the
tower

And a sign warned of mines up
ahead

The ground was full of sand by the
wall

To capture footprints by day

Would the guards use night
vision?

We would soon find out

Slowly we advanced...
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A
Landscape Before You

 


The
landscape stretched out before us. We were hiking up over the hills
to reach a far peak named Twin Tops.

 


A name
that reminded me of something else, something warm and wobbly. I
looked over at Amy.

 


She was
busy rearranging her rucksack. I whistled and she looked up. I saw
down her purple vest top and there they were, two lovely breasts
belonging to Amy. She wore no bra. Twin Tops like the
mountain.

 


'I see
you're busy there Amy. Don't forget; put the heaviest stuff on top.
Save your back then,' I commented with a grin.

 


'Well
John, I'm almost done now. You could have helped me,' Amy replied,
also grinning.

 


I laughed
and nodded. 'Next time my dear girl,' I held up my tin of half
eaten tuna. 'I'm busy. Nice view by the way.'

 


Amy knew
what I meant, her lovely visible boobs. Hurriedly, to save my butt,
I indicated to the distant hills. Behind them was Twin
Tops.

 


She
smiled and waved a finger at me. I went red but held her gaze. Amy
smirked and looked awesomely sexy in her cut down black jeans and
old combat boots. She was a loveable rebel who took no
crap.


I wanted
her even more. She was the one for me in our hiking team even if
some of the others were younger or prettier. Would anything
happen?

 



***

 


We hiked
for miles over the low hills which became steeper till we reached
the high ground.

 


This was
where we had to take care and be a team, helping one another. It
went on this way for hours. I got three bad blisters. We had to
stop while I popped them and put Superglu on them. That stung like
fuck. Amy laughed and called me a girl.

 


At the
peak nearest to our target, we made camp and ate our simple food
with coffee. We were three hours away and it would soon be
dark.

 


In the
dusk it was mystical. Colours changed each minute. We drank our
brews or water and watched the sun set. Sadly that night, I slept
in my own tent.

 



***

 


We woke
in the mid morning. I was all stiff. Amy massaged my shoulders.
Something else grew. 'Look at this then,' she pointed,
laughing.

 


I went
red and was quiet. I got a kiss on my cheek for the embarrassment.
Her massage was good and I felt fine, a teenager again. I could
hike for days and make love a week with Amy.

 


Now the
sun was up, we could really see our surroundings. The views were
worth it. I struggled to put them into words. It was Amy who did
this.

 


She
commented, 'We can see for miles. I think the horizon must be
thirty miles or more away. Gin clear.'

 


'It's
simply astonishing. The sky goes on forever. Look at the distant
valley and hills.'

 


'Yes, we
are a mile up here. Stunning and all things woderful.'

 


'Just
like you,' I added. I meant it. Feelings of awe and belonging and
also being very small, filled me completely. Amy looked at me,
nodded and quietly said thank you.

 


For the
next hour we were all silent. Our team of eight just took in the
view.

 



***

 


The final
climb to the summit of Twin Tops was slow, dangerous and difficult.
We had to advance single file, holding rocks and small trees. The
wind was always blowing and we all tried to be small. The altitude
was over one mile straight up.

 


We
finally made it. The top was a small level plateau. There was
enough for all eight of us to stand. Now it was picture and video
time. I posed alone, with Amy and our team. There was a sense of
fun, achievement and also respect. The mountain was the boss.
Nobody wanted to fall off!

 


Tents
were set up, stores unpacked and afternoon meals prepared. Coffee
was made and gratefully consumed. We all needed it after punishing
our bodies and minds.

 


We were
in my tent. It was a one person tent and very cosy. Especially when
Amy rode my rocket. I was like a pig in mud or a guinea pig with a
carrot. We were both naked and kept warm by body heat.

 


Amy had
fantastic legs with strong thighs. I ran my hands over them and up
to her boobs. She smiled down at me and said, 'So Mr John, you
finally got the girl...'

 


I spent a
moment taking in her beauty. She was quite something. No make-up
and looked anything from 18 to 45. Her hair was loose and hung down
to her shoulders. She smiled and stroked my chest.

 


We made
love like this for a while, kissing and hugging, getting to know
one another.

Making
love and hiking. Both were similar and took total trust in your
partner. Perfection.

 



***

 


The storm
was strong and came from nowhere. We were in trouble. I held Amy
close and she saved my life. We were on a vertical ledge, six
thousand eight hundred feet up. We sheltered in a small space,
hoping to miss the wind and rain. It actually worked.

For a
short while till the clouds shifted and the wind speed increased.
There was a danger we would be both blown off the edge. I shouted
Amy's name in her ear and kissed her. Then a gust of wind caught us
and we fell into the void.

 


I
remembered back to my childhood. My dad took me climbing when I was
one year old. My mum hiked too. That time led to this but the peaks
were not as high or as treacherous. I thought of sitting
overlooking a lake. It had no name and I peered down from our
vantage point. My dad gently shoved me back. 'Don't fall off the
edge.' He picked up a small stone and held it over the drop. He
smiled and dropped it. He counted off the seconds and his eyes
never left mine. The rock hit the ground at '9'. It was a long long
way down.

 


We flew
like birds in a storm. This way and that. For that is what we were.
Two birds caught in the gale. I still held Amy's hand. I thought
we'd be dead by now. Just like our other team members. I saw their
silent screams before they fell. Now we joined them. At least I was
with Amy. We died together.

 



***

 


Later, I
felt something brush my cheek. Wafting over me like ether, a faint
kiss. I opened my eyes and couldn't see. The sun was bright and
then I saw a face. Amy smiled at me and kissed me again. I saw she
was speaking but couldn't hear her words. I shook my head and she
kissed me again. Were we dead, was this heaven?

 


We were
on top of a vertical rock pillar. It was a thousand feet high. I
hoped we could climb down safely but if we were dead, we could
simply jump! I looked down and vertigo seized me. I lay down again
and Amy held me, her hair over my face. Saving me from that gulf of
air. That awesome girl challenged that terrible void. She won. She
was my Elemental.

 



'Concentrate upon me. Only me, John my love,' Amy whispered.
Her hand never left mine. Nor did her caring gaze.

 


'Only
upon you Amy. Only you,' I answered. ‘I love you dear Amy.’ I felt
I was falling again. Not off the edge of the rock tower but off the
edge of the Universe.

 


It
terrified me and I thought my heart would stop but it equally
exhilarated me. I felt alive. I fell into Amy...

 


 


 


Safe
House

 


My name
is Percy. I have a double life. I work in life insurance and am
also a spook. A spy for those of you not in the know. I live on the
outskirts of London and commute to work by train. I have a nice
semi detached house built before the war.

 


I also
have a safe house. This is where some of my ‘other’ work takes
place. There I can do what I want as long as it gets the needed
results. Anything goes.

 


My safe
house is located in a town further away from London. I will not say
where or in what country. It has three main rooms. In each room I
do a different role or job. My job, the ‘other’ job, is both for
personal gain and for National Security.

 


I always
dress ‘for work’, whether commuting to my insurance job, the SIS
office or my kinky dungeon. I love wearing pinstripe suits and do
look good in one. I’ve a collection of 27. They cost between 200
and 2000 UK pounds. It helps bring in the results. Who ever heard
of a shabbily dressed spy? Maybe a scruffy police detective but
never a spy. It just isn’t cricket. As for my dungeon role, I have
several, shall we say, suitable outfits. I also wear them in the
torture chamber. Both roles are closely connected. I wear anything
from Bermuda shorts and shirt to prisoner uniform in the funny
room. Go figure.

 



***

Room
One

Kinky
things take place in here, for fun or to make a spy to talk. I have
a special set up of kinky toys and equipment. This ranges from sex
toys to outfits right and a bed with chains, hand cuffs and
fitments. There is also an activity chair with performs several
functions.

 


Some
great secrets were released in here by Soviet agents who would not
talk any other way. One called Boris had his bollocks tickled with
a blow torch turned on low. He spilled the beans about a new
Russian tank and where it would be deployed.

 


A Czech
woman called Ava briefed me all about her government’s role in the
armament industry for the Soviet Union and Warsaw Pact nations. Her
information was priceless. Just like the site was of watching her
nail her nipples nailed to a board, by herself. I held the nails. I
came six times during that performance. Ava came over twice
that.

 



***

Room
Two

This is
the torture room and it says what it does on the box. Enemy spies
get their nipples burnt with Zippo lighters and their heads chopped
off and stuck on spikes.

You would
think this was the busiest room but it isn’t. It’s the quietest. I
often have to make up a reason to torture someone just to make sure
all the equipment works and that my skills are still
current.

 


Last week
I kidnapped an East German man who was a spy and hit man. I needed
details of his skills, how good he was, where he was trained and
how many hit men/women were in circulation. I drugged the
unsuspecting man and he awoke tied and bound on the torture
wrack.

 


I
introduced myself and gave him my name. This was fine because he
would soon be dead. I asked him questions. He chose to lie. I
removed three fingernails and a tooth. This brought some answers,
low level stuff. What we already knew. I upped the pressure and
applied blunt force with a hammer. He opened up like a burst dam.
To be sure he was truthful, I administered some truth serum. It
made him slightly delirious and helped with the pain.

 


When all
of his secrets were out I killed him with a bolt gun. Then I carved
him up and gave the neighbours some red meat. Nothing like fresh
red steaks. I still had my skills and got the required results. I
immediately informed my superiors by carrier pigeon and the guinea
pig express.

 



***

Room
Three

This is
the funny room. Does that need any explanation? Twice weekly
comedian acts perform by me to a select audience. It always brings
a chuckle. I get to perform one man comedy sketches and read my
poetry. Some people tell me not to give up my day/night job. If
only they knew what I really did, they would insist I become a full
time comedian and play the Albert Hall!

 


 


Flying
Shithouse

 


My name
is Barry and I’m from Runcorn. I’m an ex British Army soldier who
served in Northern Ireland, The Falklands, Bosnia and Iraq. Right
now, I do a very special job. I drop exploding shit on various
targets and change the world for the better. To do this, I use a
flying toilet, one that was once used by Queen Victoria. All the
fittings are solid gold. I modified it a little to bring it up to
date. I fitted a flush that saves water, a more comfy seat, foot
rests, a joystick, a big gun/bomb sight and a computer. And I made
it totally stealthy. It flies by having a highly efficient rocket
engine that runs off the methane from my shit!

 


Last
week, I flew over an artillery position in the Donbas in Eastern
Ukraine. I dropped my shit on Neo Soviet trained Putin loving
terrorists. Days before they had shelled Ukrainian army positions
on the front line and I got a call through the back channel then
went to help. I chose the right kind of shit to hit them with. They
were blown to bits by my smelly explosive shit. Four big guns with
ammunition and fifteen terrorists were killed and several
injured.

 


They
never saw me till I de-cloaked my toilet. Then they opened fire on
me but missed when I looped and half rolled away. I revealed myself
so they know they’re being watched by the impossible: an English
man from Runcorn on a flying shit house. Their artillery position
was out of commission and would no longer break the
ceasefire.

 



***

 


The month
before, I raided a White Supremacist camp in America. They were set
up in the everglades, on a dry island in the swamp. It was only
accessible by boat, swimming with armed scuba gear or by air. I
flew on my magic shit house.

 


They
pedalled their hate online, in a racist publication called The
Schmeisser and lastly, at face to face meetings attended by closely
vetted people.

 


I hovered
over them for two hours, watching them through my British Army
binoculars. I knew their routine. They had three buildings
consisting of an armoury, a mess hall and a barracks/operations
room. I simply shovelled incendiary shit all over their camp and
watched it burn down. Only three Neo Nazis died out of ten but they
got the message. Stop their hate. I’d regularly check up on
them.

 



***

My
fragmentation shit targeted the Daesh Isis Muslim terrorists. They
were responsible for many atrocities including multiple beheadings,
planting IEDs, making car bombs and more. I flew my toilet in a
huge arc to the Persian Gulf. I hit two targets, one each in Iraq
and Syria.

 


The
Syrian base was in a cave at the foot of a hill in a remote valley.
The entrance was a long hidden tunnel, the only way in or out. I
solved this quandary by blowing up the entrance and bringing half
the cliff down. My gaseous explosive shit was very temperamental
but right for the job. It flowed into the tunnel and up the cliff
face. I fired a cherry red laser at it and in a flash it detonated.
When the dust cleared it would take a million years to dig anyone
left alive out.

 


The Iraqi
Daesh base was remote by pure distance. It was a series of huts and
old lorry trailers far off in the desert. Two hundred Daesh
terrorists were training on weapon ranges or in ‘classes’. I zoomed
over and released the last of my gaseous explosive shit on them.
Like their Syrian based comrades they ignited and died. Nothing but
ash remained. There no survivors.

 



***

 


I got an
urgent call to stop oil tankers from being hijacked by Iranian
Republican Guard terrorists. I used a special type of shit for
them, runny diarrhoea shit that contained an acid and napalm mix.
It would burn their little gun and missile boats like dry grass
under a hot sun.

 


Their bow
gunners opened fire on me with 50 cal type guns. Their fire was
wild and missed. SAM missiles soared upwards, uselessly. I’d
allowed them to see me but was safe behind a bullet proof
protective bubble.

 


I made
run after run and released the dangerous liquid. It fell down like
rain, covering their flimsy but cool looking boats and ignited on
contact. Crew members flamed like torches and dived into the
blazing sea. Their boats burned and blew up spectacularly. I sank
four hundred small boats at six different ports up and down the
Persian Gulf. No more tankers would be hijacked by the Iranian
terrorists. Any previously held tankers were released without
condition.

 



***

Right
now, I’m on my way to shoot up a corrupt politician who was based
in a certain Asian country. He pretended that he was a good man and
cared for his voters. In reality he was involved in drug smuggling,
illegal weapon manufacture and running a prostitution racket. He
needed liquidating. I had some armour piercing shit pellets. They
really hurt and would do the job.

 


I located
his mansion which was in a province. I zoomed overheard and let
them hear my engine. Several people ran onto the lush green lawn. I
swooped round, visible. They shook their heads at the sight of a
man on a flying toilet! Two security men opened fire with AKs. I
locked them all up. Baby turd pellets away! They hit home at a mile
a second. The politician was full of shit and died badly along with
his security detail. His operations were on hold and his voters
free, for now. I’d be back.

 



***

 


I am
always available to help innocent people out. My fees are low and I
like to see the world. Give me a call; you know where to find my
number.

 


Meet Your
Parents

 


1: North
Moors

I’m on a
train over the barren yet nice moors. Where does it stop? I think
I’ll stop the train and get off right now! I’ll leave my
complaining friend (too slow and a right miserable bastard!). I
stand up and punch the safety glass that covers the handle. I yank
the small red handle and it immediately sounds a Nuclear Red Alert
Alarm! Quick motherfuckers duck and cover! The train suddenly stops
in a minus 4G deceleration. I’m thrown onto a big fat woman and we
get too damn close! Just like my cousin. She glares at me before
her eyes roll and she reds out cold. I lever myself off her as the
train becomes still and leap for the door. I give it a side kick
and it pops open. Me the ninja! I jump down and sprint up the hill,
zigzagging. Enemy return fire kicks up dust at my heels. They
missed me!

 


The hill
is steep and covered by small grass and heather. It looks nice but
it hard going and very remote. I look back and see the train has
moved off. A huge killer whale has replaced it. Good job he’s glued
to the tracks and can’t chase me.

 


I get my
1986 mobile phone from my arse and call my dad. ‘Yo man, big boy is
here. I’ve just escaped the jail train. I’m on my way. Running a
jamming screen now. Later mate...’

 


‘See you soon son. Don’t get caught. Always be
free.’

 


‘Yeah man. Later mate.’ With that I pressed the button on my
right sleeve and turned on my jamming stealth app. I was a ghost.
Nothing but Uncle Herman could stop me now. I tapped my heels and
lifted off above the ground and flew flew flew say it three times
you fuckers!

 


I looped
and rolled and climbed and dove above the barren wild mountains. I
was free, a ghost spirit elemental sylph type entity thingy. High
above, enemy TIE fighters backed up by Mig 23 Floggers cruised this
way and that. I wanted to take a shot and splash five so I was an
ace. But then they’d know something was up. Screw them! I lifted up
my left arm and took aim. Bright green fired sped forth. Pop went
five TIEs and Floggers and I was a fucking ace! I loved the plasma
pulse laser cannon that my black bike jacket was fitted with.
Wreckage slowly fell down, burning and smoking. Nobody ejected.
Human pilots were cheaper than drones. I flew on my way, low
level.

 



***

 


Three
hours later i was there, at my dad’s cave by the side of a single
hill. The remotest point of England. King Arthur lived a few miles
away. He had a fleet of Spitfires and nobody fucked with him. We
were safe.

 


‘Good to see you dad, how are you?’ I commented, handing my dad
a stolen army beer. I took it from the fat woman. It’ll help her
diet.

 


‘Thanks son. Oh you know the usual. I’ve been hacking various
world leaders’ computers. Stopped a few wars. It keeps me busy,’ my
old man replied, finishing his beer. I passed him three more and
opened my second one.

 


‘Good to hear dad. Still hacking with the scrying
bowl?’

 


‘Yes son, I am. It works like a dream. You should try
it.’

 


‘Maybe I will but not just now. I’ve a bit of flying about to
do. Got another train to catch...’

 


We ate a
meal of potatoes and grilled suckling piglet that my dad prepared.
Fifteen strong beers followed. We talked well into the night and
slept at 4AM.

 



***

 


We woke
twelve hours later and spent an hour eating a light breakfast and
talking. My dad gave me a gift. It was his old school notepad.
Inside it was a hundred different ways to achieve your results with
your hands. I was shocked and very grateful. All I could do was nod
my thanks. My dad knew the book would be useful for the rest of my
trip.

 


Later, I
showered in the river by the valley. I had my laser with me and was
quite safe. My dad was busy hacking. I’d stay a few more hours then
go and catch the next train. I had a few leaders of my own to meet.
They owed me big time. Payback was always a joyful bitch.
Especially when you occupied my country and I had my dad’s old
notepad with its esoterical knowledge. Nations would declare war
for it. I had my own wars to stop...

 



***

 


2: Indian
Girl

The next
train is to India to a big crowded city, Calcutta. I am a Desi girl
called Prittima Desmona. I am thirty two and live near a small town
called Kajoy.

 


You may
ask who I am. I am a typical Indian girl. I work in a call centre
and drive a small car. I don’t own a smart phone or computer. I
have a simple mobile with buttons on it and have enough of
computers at work.

 


I’m going
to meet my parents in Calcutta by train, a journey that will take a
day or so depending on the weather and landslides. I lived with
them till I moved to Kajoy five years for my new job. I get to see
them every few months due to work. My job is very busy but the pay
is good.

 


Kajoy is
a developing town. It’s by the coast and the local government
signed a decree not to allow the town to become overcrowded and
polluted like Calcutta (now Kolkata but I like the old name or New
Delhi). Only so many buildings can be built per city block and
there is a height limit and population limit too. Time will tell if
this works or not.

 



***

 


The train
station is new and airy with a high open vaulted ceiling made of
glass and steel. I got the also new train to Banalsta, also a new
town. This trip took two hours. I listened to music on my portable
player and read a book. The new train had Wi-Fi but I never
bothered with it. I didn’t have a phone! My book was a good one.
I’d need it as I had to change to an old hundred year old steam
train at Banalsta. Talk about a step back. Much was good in India
but much was bad. Like an old overcrowded train with no air-con. I
had to sit on the roof for 22 hours. It is no laughing matter! A
sexy young Desi girl like me stuck on the bloody roof. I had to
wear a headscarf against the fumes. I will not go into detail about
the rest of my trip but say it was awful. Why can’t it all be like
Kajoy? Not in five or ten years but now! I’ll write to our leader
and complain.

 



***

 


I finally
arrived at my parents’ home after a day on two trains and the rest
of my trip by feet. I was tired, grimy but happy. I was with my
parents! They were typical Indian older people from a lower caste.
If I was to follow in their footsteps then I’d never better myself
by moving away and walking in a car centre or by having my own car
or even a house phone. I disagreed with the awful caste system and
its rigidity. It was bullshit, pardon my lady language. Life was to
be lived and a person owed it to themselves to get make a better
life. You ask why I didn’t drive. I would have but the roads are
gridlocked and dangerous and I didn’t want to die.

 


Their
home was on the corner of a large block of mud brick houses. These
were quite common in the city outskirts. My mother started to cry
when she opened the door and let me in; she loved me very much.
She’d raised me well, along with my father; I finished college too
and now had a life. I promised myself to keep hold of all I’d
achieved, not to give it up for any man. Not ever. I was an equal
player.

 


Mother
and father gave me a cup of coffee with fresh chicken kebabs on
naan bread with varied sauces. I missed this most, simple things.
Father ate with us, he was normally bed ridden due to his age and
frailty. I paid for his meds.

 


We talked
about the new city where I lived and how different it was to
Calcutta. It was like there were two India’s. Over the border,
communist Red China had the same problem but they were a decade
more advanced than India in development. They were limited by the
evils of communism; we were limited by a Victorian type
bureaucratic system. It could all be improved.

 



***

 


I stayed
overnight at my parent’s house where I slept on the floor, they had
so little room. Upon waking I helped them with their laundry and we
talked again and told jokes.

 


Later, I
went to see a guy friend who I liked for coffee. He was the closest
I ever came to having a boyfriend or husband. His name was Mohh and
he was twenty eight and a software engineer. We made love without
questions or recrimination. I loved him in my own way but classed
him only as a friend. Did that make me a bad person?

 


I said
bye to Mohh and my parents then boarded the train for the trip home
and my life. It had been a wonderful trip. Next time, I’d stay for
five days. Three with my parents and two with Mohh.

 



***

 


3: Bullet
Train

The next
train is a bullet train in Japan. My name is Yoshipa Kazumo. I am
going to see my parents in Kobe. The city was destroyed in the
quake decades before. Rebuilding work is still ongoing. My parents
lost their house and all it contained in the quake and following
fires. My father worked on the docks as a supervisor. The docks
were smashed and he was jobless for a year till he got a job as a
bus driver. His pay is lower but it’s a job. My mother works as a
part time chef in a small fish cafe. I rarely get to see my folks
due to my busy IT job.

 


I live in
a town three hours away from Kobe by bullet train. At 200 miles per
hour I will be there in three hours. It runs like clockwork and is
never late, not even a second. My fellow passengers are school
students, businessmen and a few young women dressed up as punks and
goths off to an alternative fashion event. This is my off day and
I’m making the most of it. I’ve brought two bottles of rice wine
and some fried fish I cooked for my parents. Their needs are simple
like mine.

 


Upon
arriving in Kobe I got a minicab to their apartment. Mother was
still at work but my father was home. He was glad to see me and we
started with a cup of steaming hot tea and some crackers. We talked
about the old quake, about the people who died and who were hurt
but survived. I was a child back then and had only a few hazy
memories of the people but I remembered the earthquake and fires
vividly. Those memories still sacred me and I had full respect for
nature.

 


Mother
came home and I greeted her. We hugged and I gave her the wine and
fish. She was very happy and thanked me many times. Then she
offered me some candy a neighbour had made. It was really
yummy.

 


I chatted
with mother and she described her work and the customers she served
today. Many were regulars who went out of their way to eat at the
small cafe. Its fish food recipes were famous. Several belonged to
mother. She adored fish food and explained that she’d cooked a nice
fish meal just for me.

 


We sat
down to eat and she was correct, as always. Her seafood recipe was
delicious. She said she’d give me some to take home. I grinned and
gave a thumbs-up sign. There was nothing like home
cooking.

 



***

 


I left
just before 6PM by cab to get the train home. I had a small parcel
of mother’s cooking. I hoped the smell wouldn’t draw attention; it
was frowned upon taking food onto the bullet train. The first two
hours were quite boring. Scenery whizzed past, passengers either
read news papers and magazines or gamed on their phones. Then it
happened. The track shook and the power failed. Then the train gave
a huge lurch and left the tracks. We were falling at great speed. I
called my mother’s name before we hit...

 



***

 


4: Cold
Lines

Time to
go to Chile and war by train, a north to south two thousand plus
mile trip taking munitions to air bases and army garrisons from the
war factory. Rail was the safest and fastest way; it was remote in
case of an accident and allowed large quantities to be moved in one
go. Each train was well defended against air attack by guns and
missiles and from ground attack by the same guns and several squads
of soldiers. We were at war with Argentina so this was
necessary.

 


The war
started over a rugby match. Rumours of match fixing were proved
true and it went from there. A little bit like the Football War of
nearly fifty years ago. But now both sides used jet fighters and
guided weapons and not World War 2 prop fighters with machine
guns.

 


While on
the way I’ll stop to see my parents. My dad was a Major at an army
base and my mum a civilian chef at an air force base. Both had good
jobs and the military paid well.

 


We are
moving a shipment of one thousand tonnes of varied weapons for our
forces. I’ve done this trip seven times and nothing ever goes
wrong. If it does, we are ready.

 



***

 


It all
started last June. The cricket match was meant to be a friendly
between our countries to improve ties but the opposite happened.
Within a week Argentina tried to invade and cut our country in two
at three locations. Our army stopped them but almost ran out
supplies including ammo. I work in the military defence sector and
am responsible for war supplies. Several of my rivals wanted to
supply our forces by air and se. This was attempted and failed. Two
supply ships were sunk and three transport planes shot down. A few
light stores are sent by road but rail is the best option. There
are fixed and mobile defence positions up and down the track. The
track runs the length of the nation and is a fortress. We are
bleeding the Argentineans white as they attack us. They only have
local superiority in the air due to having more interceptors. As we
are not invading their country, this is not a problem.

 


Their
most lethal weapons are short range unguided heavy rockets they
fire at our cities killing our civilians. We struggle to find the
launchers which are very mobile. I’m deploying our new city defence
interceptor missiles but they’re untested and we have so few. We
are also building more bomb shelters and moving many women and
children out of the cities. In effect, we can absorb the enemy
rocket blows.

 


Our
troops are slowly destroying the enemy army; when he is weak, he
will sue for peace. Then we will have won. In the meantime, our
forces must be resupplied. The Chilean Air Force planes are short
of cannon shells and missiles. They have our back both day and
night.

 



***

 


Like a
daisy chain we stop at each base and unload the supplies by night.
Some only need a little; others need fifty tonnes. I meet my mother
at the forward deployed air base she is on. We stop the train and
air force trucks meet us to pick up their ammo. The base is on a
road a short way from the nearby town and rail line.

 


We arrive
at the base which is very basic. My mum is thrilled to see me and
cooks us all a simple meal of beef and cabbage. We catch up
drinking coffee while the trucks are unloaded. Then we must leave
and go back to our train. Onwards to the next supply base, this
time an army one. I wish we had more time but this is war and we
both have important jobs to do.

 



***

 


My father
was in the middle of planning a secret operation to spoof the
Argentine army and then draw them into one last final battle. This
operation is top priority and will help end the war. I visit him at
his command centre. The base is on our line and one of the biggest
and most important in Chile. Enemy bombers try to attack it and get
driven off by the strong gun and missile defences.

 


The base
needs three hundred tonnes ranging from bullets to radios to bullet
proof vests. We have them all. I’m with my father in the bunker; we
share a coffee and talk. Talk of mother, the war, my job, the
future. When the war is over I plan to finish my army service and
set up my own fishing business. I briefly go over this with my
father, he give me his blessing. Time ticks on and we must part.
More bases need their supplies...

 



***

 


5: Booze
Train

This time
to Scotland and a train line near a brewery and distillery. To see
my parents and have a right good drink. The train is part of the
Booze Cruise Express. It picks up alcohol and distributes it to
towns and cities up and down the line. It stretches up and down and
also across Scotland and is a very serious business. The line
covers a thousand miles in all and there are actually three trains
and six crews to man them, two crews per train. The train runs 24/7
even at Christmas. My job is Assistant Driver, a position I’ve had
for three years or so.

 


We start
at a small vodka distillery by the Scottish/English border. This is
the only vodka producer in Scotland and they’ll soon expand. We
load up their crates and head north stopping at a further three
whiskey distilleries for further loads. Then we go to the first
beer brewery for their varied ales. After that we do our first
customer drop in a small town by the line. And continue up the east
coast to another brewery to load up. Then meet more towns and give
our customers their beer and liquor. And so it continues, going
through all of the big Scottish towns and cities: Aberdeen, Dundee,
Wick at the very top, and then down to more places. We both load up
and drop off, more distilleries/breweries/more towns and cities.
Edinburgh and Glasgow get a visit and we circle back and finish our
trip. And so it continues. This is just a short description. We are
very in-depth with the schedule and times. Just like clockwork,
better than the lazy Swiss!

 



***

 


My
parents have a small supermarket in a town by the line. We’re stop
to drop off their order. I’ll leave the train and join them for a
New Year drink. The lads will pick up a new Assis Driver and
continue on their way. They get quadruple pay for working New Year.
I’m actually on holiday and did half the trip to my parents’
place.

 


We stop
and unload in minutes. Their order is not large. A few crates of
vodka, whiskey and varied beers. Some is for their store and the
rest is for us, well our friends and family. All in all, it’s a
lot.

 


I say bye
to the train crew. Dad helps me with the crates and smiles when the
bottles jangle; the promise of a good time. Only the Scots party
for a week at New Year, nobody else comes close. We are world
famous. Mum has gone back to the store. We are soon sorted and he
offers me something to eat. I reply yes, how about something from
the local chip shop? We decide on what we want and he calls through
the order. It includes fish, chips and peas for mum. I’m having
chips, sausage, beans and meat pie. We have beer to drink. Our
party started.

 



***

 


A bottle
of Grouse smoky whisky was opened. Mum was telling me about how she
does with cranky customers. It was a long story that involved a
toilet brush and mop bucket and resulted in a sale. Some of the
details were mad or was it too much booze? A second bottle of
whiskey was opened. Now my dad went on about his Falklands War
stories and these were both incredible and true. I’d heard them
before but they were cool if not blood thirsty. I’d tell my own
stories soon enough. And so it went on. Drinking and story telling,
a week of it, only stopping to eat my mum’s fabulous cooking. I’d
need a month to recover.

 



***

 


The booze
train picked up by train a week later. It was back to work after
one week of eating, drinking and partying a brand new year. The
following year would come soon enough! Before then, I had some
catching up to do with my mates on who drank what, ate what,
shagged who and the rest of it.

 



***

 


6: Black
Blood Train

One last
time to the Congo. My name is Olayanua Koogsagassi. I live near a
gold mine but work as a printer making magazines. I’m an educated
man. I’m going to see my parents 50 miles away by train.

 


I saw two
men from a rival gang fight in the corridor. It was vicious. One
had a sheath knife and the other had a machete. The one with the
sheath knife had the advantage due to the small space but the other
man was determined and evil. Both were wounded and we all feared
for our safety. The machete wielding man finally stabbed his
opponent in the face. Then it was over and the other passengers
pounced on the survivor and pound him to death with their
fists.

 


The trip
continued and I slept for a while. I awoke to another commotion.
This time is wasn’t as serious. A young married couple were making
love in front of me, hidden by a thin curtain. I became hard at
their amorous act and discreetly played with myself. They came
together and then fell asleep. I came and cleaned myself
up.

 


The train
arrived at my parents’ town. It was an hour late. I went to their
house and greeted them. I gave them some bread and cake from a
small store. And my parents were so happy to see me. It had been a
year and three months since we last met. Work, the civil war and
river flood had hindered me. Now the line was fixed and the war had
ended. Life went on.

 


They were
so happy to see me. My dad had lost weight but still had that
sparkle in his eye and his great sense of humour. My mum was doing
well too, with a set of knew knitting needles and different
coloured wool. She was knitting jumpers for her neighbours. She
gave me a small parcel and said open it later. I nodded and knew
what it was.

 


We drank
flavoured tea together and ate fish, as was the tradition here.
Talk covered my work, how my sister was doing in Europe and on the
current peace after the war.

 


Soon it
was time to go and we said goodbyes. I was a little sad and said
I’d see them next month. That’s what I said last time...

 


I opened
my mum’s gift halfway through my trip. I smiled when I saw the blue
jumper. Finally the trip was over.

 


 



Poems

 


Mr Tin
Foil

He’s a
tin foil hat type of guy

Do you
know of those?

They wear
tin foil hats

 


To stop
the authorities

From
reading their brain waves

His
report says he is a higher thinker

Or some
such shit and that imbeciles

 


Think
he’s insane due

To their
lack of understanding

He’s a
real fucking lunatic hahahaha

 


 


 


Mint
Imperials

One
Imperial Japanese Army soldier was performing an illicit
act

Upon his
army colleague who closed his eyes and lay back


Definitely enjoying having his small stump of a dick
sucked

By his
pal who was giving it his all just like he did in battle

 


Taking no
prisoners in the Bushido way

As was
doing his best in or out of bed

The
soldiers wern’t gay or into anal action

It was
the feeling of a blowjob by another man

Someone
close and trusted who kept your secrets

Who would
die for you and kill to protect you

And the
love both had for Japan, the army and one another

 


He was
the best Jap sniper all alone up his tree

But not
alone or lonely now he was with his mate

The one
who was getting gobbled was a gunner

Licking
one another’s tools like they were mints

 


With an
American army massing below their mountain positions

It was
time to have fun and forget about later

Till it
violently arrived after they both sublimely came

Then
blowjobs would be the least of their worries

 


How many
times in war did this happen?

One Jap
soldier sucking another off to lessen the stress

There was
no need for comfort women then

Or
brothels unless you was into that

 


Of course
this never happened for there was

No
homosexuality in the Japanese military

Or was
there?

 


 


 


Joyous
Times

Daddy
finger daddy finger

Where are
you?

Inside
mummy making her cum!

 


 


 


HAHAHAHA
FUCK U

You're
temporarily restricted from joining and posting to groups that you
do not manage until August 11 at 11:13 PM.

 


1 Year
Ago


NickArmbrister
JimmyBoom Semtex

August 5,
2018 

FUCK THE
FUCKERBERG

You’re
Temporarily Blocked

It looks like you were misusing this feature by going too fast.
You’ve been blocked from using it.

 


 


 


The 80s
Green View

The
natural landscape was vast and green

I could
see it from the front windows of our house

And
further still to the distant hills and counties

This area
was where I lived and still do

 


Between
waking and dreams, reality and illusion

Art and
poetry collide as does something else

Fragments
of my past now brought to the fore

For me to
re-experience and deal with

 


Walking
in the view below and in front of our house

As a
teenager hiking and exploring the scenery

Seeing
the men fly remote control aeroplanes

Putting
stones on the train tracks

 


And thunk
thunk thunk! The stones are now dust

Finding a
toy aeroplane in the mud in the field

This was
the early 80s and I was 11 or 12

I had new
lands to explore and adventure!

 


I still
do this last bit today but it’s different

Seen with
adult eyes and no innocence

Shall I
go left or right, or forwards?

I’ve
surveyed the area with my binoculars

 


And my
eyes have danced upon the earth

This land
I’ve flown over almost to the crash site

That came
later when the R22 chopper fell

And a
person tried to to jump clear

 


This was
a decade before and I looked for others

When I
thought Dingle farm was here

Where one
of several Heyford bombers crashed

But the
farm was far and not around here

 


Or so a
stranger told me as I looked

My mum
would be mad I asked a stranger

They will
molest and kidnap and murder you!

Like I
murdered the bird’s eggs in the nest

 


I found
lying next to a small river with no mother

Not
camouflaged enough for I killed them

And don’t
know why?

I was
young and out exploring the view

 


It
stretched from Moorside to Sholver

Via
Derker, Royton and Salmon Fields

Was all
enclosed by roads and train tracks

And
houses and factories and more

 


I
imagined a trapped army hiding there

And I
fired all types of weapons at them

How my
mind runs riot...

 


 


 


1989 Girl
All is Fine

All I
wanted was to be loved

Do you
not see that?

30 years
ago I was 17

 


I wanted
my alternative goth girl

The one
in the purple skirt

I wanted
her to call to the house

 


And say
she missed me and loved me

That it
would be all ok Nick

And
nobody will hurt you

 


With
words or fists or threats

But you
never did walk up to my path

Never
knocked on my door

 


Or walked
thru my door

You never
even existed

Except as
an idea or dream

 


I am
sorry


Why?

You never
existed

 


 


 


Right
Hand Twist

With a
twisted sexuality like that

Anything
was possible

 



Especially when you were called Zenky

And were
from Oldham

 


The most
deprived town in England

But that
doesn’t matter

 


For only
personal attributes do

He has a
big four inch cock

And a
single shrunken testicle

 


Which he
uses to fuck local slags


Especially big fat ones on the dole

Zenky
lives with his mum and sister

 


His dad
did one when he knew the truth

So the
lad grew up scared and confused

But
learnt how to use a glass and bottle

And had a
quick eye and hand to shoplift

 


Never
doing a day’s work

When
there was the dole

And sex
in exchange for drugs

 


That is
why Zenky swings both ways

He goes
pubbing and clubbing

And
fighting and fucking in varied bars

 


Getting a
local slag in places like the Cabaret and Candleight

Getting a
gay blowjob in Henry Afrika’s and the Dog and Duck

Getting a
very bad beating in the Footballers and the Mess House

Getting a
big drunken dream to leave Oldham and then sobering up

 


Returning
to his normal lying devious twisted self

When dawn
light broke over the dying town

 


Oh
fucking hell!

I’m still
in Shithole Oldham

 


Good job
I’ve a gun

I’ll
either rob a bank or commit suicide

 


Where did
I put my joint?

And I’ve
six tins of Special Brew...

 


 


 


Label
Sticker Man

There is
a man with a special job

He sticks
stickers on apples

They have
to be stuck the right way up

And
central on the apple

Without
folds or unstuck bits

It’s a
learned technique

And a
very skilled job

Doing 80
a minute without error

Sticking
stickers green apples

Sticking
red apples

Sticking
stickers yellow apples

Sticking
stickers multi coloured apples

All
apples need a sticker

 


This led
to a related but different interest

In his
spare time he sticks stickers on something else

He sticks
stickers on women’s nipples

They look
like nipple tassels

And serve
the same job

Which is
useful on sites like Facebook

Where the
bastards disallow full female breast pics

No
nipples allowed so apple sticker man helps out

By
sticking his labels on nipples


Especially at boob judging competitions

The range
of talent on display is wonderful

Sticking
stickers small nipples

Sticking
stickers medium nipples

Sticking
stickers large nipples

Sticking
stickers different size nipples

All
nipples need a sticker

 


 


 


Final
Victory

The
rolling moorland was a lovely place

Barren
yet alive with everything except for humans

But many
flying machines flew over

As the
centuries and millennia passed

 


Twin
tailed Nazi bombers flew over in twin formations

Big black
crosses against the blue summer sky

Arrowing
ahead to lay waste a distant town

A
thousand years later an alien flying disc appeared

 


Half a
kilometre across and silver like a mirror

So it
reflected the clouds and heather in equal measure

Imagine
if the Nazi planes appeared now!

And there
they are twin lines of enemy bombers

 


Some fly
past the saucer and tightly turn back

They
climb above it and drop their bombs on it

Dozens of
small blasts blown holes in the shiny craft

Plane
after plane makes runs on it

 


Follow my
leader ‘Stay in formation!!!!”

The
saucer wobbles and silently falls to the moor

Even now
the Nazi’s haven’t finished

Making
repeated runs every bomb on target

 


The once
smooth surface is now pitted and torn

Are the
aliens asleep why don’t they fire back?

Yes!
There they go with a single orange laser

Planes
start to burn and smoke then explode

 


But its
way too late for the end is here

A single
Nazi bomber carries one big bomb

It drops
it exactly on the centre of the craft

In a
bull’s-eye blast it obliterated the middle of the UFO

 


Return
fire stops and the Nazis have another victory

A short
lived one for the craft’s fusion reactor exploded

The Nazi
planes, alien craft and moor are all burned up...

 


 


 


On a
Train

Where
does it stop?

Meet your
parents

Different
trains

Different
places

Eg barren
yet nice moors

Stop the
train and get off

Leave
your complaining friend (too slow!)

Go to see
your folks

You know
the way

Describe
your parents

Leave
again by train

The next
train is to India

To a big
crowded city

I am a
Desi girl

Who am
I?

We meet
my parents

Then
again leave by train

The next
train is a bullet train in Japan

We see my
parents in Kobe

And leave
by train

To go to
Chile and a train

To see
more parents

And
another train

This time
to Scotland

To see my
parents

And leave
by train

One last
time to the Congo

And my
parents

Finally
its over

 


 


 


Stuck
Together

Something
really funny happened to my brother and his wife

They were
making love like couples do in their love nest

His wife
is called Sonya and is a lovely lady age 37

My bro is
a little younger at 25 but age is no issue

 


For when
you’re in love all is fine fine lovely fine

My bro
was giving Sonya a right good seeing too

They had
been at it a while doing foreplay

 


Doing
this and that sucking and fingering

With a
large yellow carrot shaped dildo

Now it
was time to fuck and this they did

The
problem was my bro had a big cock

 


And his
darling wife had a tight pussy

‘Pass me the Lube 2000 love.’

This she
did and he applied it to his love muscle

 


He popped
his rocket into her launcher and went to work

They
fucked and bucked like teenagers

For a
couple of minutes things went well

Then
disaster came! They stopped dead

 


Kev: ‘Oh
shit Sonya, I can’t move love.’

Sonya:
‘Fucking hell love, what do you mean? I was almost
coming!’

Kev: ‘My
bloody dick is stuck and will not move. What the devil is
wrong?’

 


Sonya:
‘As in cannot move? Oh no love...’

Kev:
‘Hellfire! Was that Lube 2000 we used?’

Sonya: ‘I
think so but the Superglue bottle was there too.’

Kev:
‘Superglue from fixing the bed? Oh man, we’re fucked...’

 


I got a
call at 4 in the morning

I
couldn’t stop laughing!

Then I
called the Fire Brigade...

 


 


 


Oh My
Back!

My next
door neighbour told me a funny story the other day

It’s
about Phyllis who lives down the road

She was
out with her fancy piece called Tommy getting laid

Having a
fuck in his car down a country lane

She was
there with her legs open not thinking of her husband

Going at
like a prize stallion chasing a filly winning his race

Then
Tommy cried out in pain and started crying

Phyllis
thought he was joking about

‘Oh damn it! My back has gone Phyllis! Call the Fire
Brigade!’

‘You gotta be joking Kev. But hey! I love a man in
uniform.’

Kev
managed to reach his hands free kit and call 999

Within
five minutes the fire engine arrived

Four
beefy firemen in uniform assessed the situation

Hiding
their smirks they planned what to do

One
fireman got the Jaws of Life from the fire engine

It took
several minutes to cut the roof off Kev’s Jaguar

His
expensive cool motor was now a convertible!

Then over
the next hour they slowly lifted Kev upwards

And
placed him in a rigid stretcher to minimise
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