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Dedication

'Welcome back my old friend...' New Cold War

This book
is dedicated to all of the people who stand up to Putin The Dog and
his Neo Soviet cronies. Let justice be done for Malaysian Airliners
victims. Long live Ukraine, NATO and the West! Hurrah! Hurrah!
Hurrah!
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Poems



Concrete


Interstellar spaceship found buried in the Great Barrier
Reef.

Massively
majestic, purple in colour and as hard as my cock.

Being dug
out by water breathing madman with a pickaxe.

He's
going to breed piglets in space, well off the tracks.

If that
wasn't enough, you can work for him.

The pay
is lousy, hours long and patience thin.

A piglet
job aboard the penis shaped spaceship.

Exotic in
the extreme, so fantastically crappily hip.

 


 


Bubba and
Ivan

Bubba
loves Ivan,

for he
was a real man.

Ivan
adored Bubba,

not your
average mother!

 


They were
legally married,

no longer
harried.

Thank you
Mr Obama!

There's
no more drama.

 


Unless
they go to Russia.

There,
they're in the crusher.

Mr Putin
passed bad laws,

with many
drastic flaws.

 


It
doesn't matter, your nationality.

For in
saneness, there's rationality.

And
because love conquers all,

there's
no great dizzying fall.

 


 


Avenged
Infinite Fold

We have
enemies like ghosts on diamond threads. Beads of hate caught up in
blow back curfew. Waiting to hit us with all they've got. Turn it
around, pretend to chase them. Puppets on a string. Walking clichés
caught up in our web. Oiling our pistols, charging our grenades,
ritualising our witch, psyching up our war dogs. Mirror shatters,
smoke wafts, laser light illuminates. Soon it's time for payback.
Getting even for each and every misdeed. Ticking them off our list
as our nemeses painfully fall. Ourselves a cliché of hate, war,
anger, death and terrible intelligence. Who can match us? Not even
God. For we are Him. His avenging angels.

 


 



Ragheads

Daesh
Isis ragheads are just that. Doing rather nasty things to other
Muslims, non-believers and anyone else who crosses their path.
Chopping off hostages' heads, burning captured pilots alive,
drowning other Muslims, setting car bombs off and pimping young
girls as wives/sex slaves. Many disaffected white honkeys jog off
to join Daesh. The reasons are many: to kill, get an underage wife,
have an adventure, escape the law or join the raghead caliphate.
Some think Daesh are the West's puppets. Made by the USA. The
reasons why have gone. Now we must kill them. Christians v Muslims
in a holy war crusade. One thing which is cool is seeing smart
bombs kaput the ragheads. Send them off to meet their maker. If
they're blown to pieces, will they get 72 virgins? A shame we can't
ask them. The trip is one way.

 


 


Colonies
Die

The
plane website asked what will World War 3 be like? Someone posted a
clip of Battlestar Galactica. It was awesome and shocking. But not
real. The destruction of the colonies.

Cylon
nuclear strikes wiped out the cities and killed millions. There was
no defence. Peace loving humans have no need for lasers, missiles,
bombs or warships. Explosions could be seen from space. What was it
like under there?

Today's
enemies are nothing by comparison: Putin The Dog's Neo Soviet
Russia and Isis Daesh ragheads are weak at the knees. Never mind
the Red Chinese Turtles. One thing is certain. I'll see it in my
lifetime. Humanity's biggest event since Jesus. No Second Coming,
just death and ruinisation from above.

 


 


Lady
Smile

I killed
the mosquito. No more bites from that one! It was like hitting a
Red Chinese South China Sea island base with a big nuke. After they
sank my tin can destroyer. Payback from a lady with a
smile.

 


 


Rope Wife
(inspired by the wife lol)


Supportive loving wife / Husband swings gently, loved, dead /
Magnificent neck rope

 


 


Loudly
tell me off / Toes press video buttons / Aliens arrive

 


 


Lovers

They will love us.

Only at our death.

For then we belong.

 


 


Stroking
Alsatian / Oil tanker sails past, huge joy / Woof! Tasty meal,
you

 


 



Nutjob

The
church bells rang out in Eastern Ukraine. Up and down the land. In
towns and cities, in hamlets and villages. Putin's tanks and guns
crossed the border at numerous points. The war was on!


Advancing from so called 'exercises' in Russia. An invasion
force in all but name. Backed up by similar forces further along
the border. Subdue the east then move elsewhere.

There
was only one way to stop it: a former Ukrainian KGB spy smuggled a
small package to the Kremlin. It was a suitcase nuke, Hiroshima
size bomb. Missing since the Soviet Union collapse.

A weapon
strong enough to send a message to Neo Soviet Russia: Don't invade
Ukraine! Putin The Dog will soon die in a war of his own making.
Moscow will be irradiated.

Will his
army pullback? Will another hard-line nutjob replace him or a
'dove'? In the meantime, war rages and people die. All for Putin's
Neo Soviet empirical dreams.



Own
Choice

In life, many people do drugs for a quick fix. Sick of their
current situ. I'm a victim and life hates
me! What of those who want a long term fix?
If it was offered, the chance to be someone else in the next life
or two, would you accept?

I would.
I'd want to be the blackest black man ever. Darkest Africa? Use
science. Where the sun's rays are the hottest, I'm from there. What
country?

After
that, I wanna be a Chinese and know Kung Fu. Further on, give me
child birth, PMT/PMS... So alive, so human.

 


 



Oil

Some
people are green with no life experience. Wet behind the ears. They
can't work a washing machine. Life for them will be hard. Vertical
learning curve.

Others
are yellow. Real back stabbing bastards who'll step on your corpse.
Not looking over their shoulder as you burn. The worst type of
bastards. I know many.

 


 



Zenith

Love will
heal everyone. Even those who blow their brothers and sisters up.
It will heal people with issues.

Love will
heal the white supremacist who walks in Charleston with a Nazi
blood banner.

Love will
heal the Ku Klux Klan members who wave their Confederate Dixie
battle flags.

Love will
heal the Muslim extremist who walks thru London with his baby on
his shoulder, both draped in individual ISIS Daesh
flags.

Love will
heal everybody and unfuck the world.

Who the
fuck are we kidding?

 


 


Ground
Desert Tree

I ground
myself and am closer to my Earth Mother. I imagine that I'm a tree.
Grounded to the earth. Becoming my earth. Connected to a tree. Even
if I was in the desert where nothing grows. I'm a tree. Linked to
Mother Nature. Part of the endless circle of life.

 


 


All Wired
Up

Bird on a
wire with an art gun. Oh not in the sky. Stoned on turtle cigars.
No flying. Light headed oh yes. Sickness from high speed turns?
Feel the G force kick in on those wicked turns. I watch you with
envy. Wish I could fly like that. Better than the green lizard
thirty feet up on a wall. He can climb vertically. You can fly in
three dimensions. Which is cool. Put there by a witch? No by
Mother. She smiles from a down at me from a sickle moon. In a
verdant powder sky. How do I fit into all of this. I watch. No
more.

 


 



Orange

I
remember the big orange coloured car from when I was a kid at
Siloth. Seeing the stop cars smash up and crash. The trucks
crashing into one another were cool. One could only turn one way.
Bang! Revving engines and broken vehicles. Debris on the ground.
Me, a kid. There with my parents on the old airfield. Orange car.
Shaped like a real orange. Where do the people sit? I want to drive
it. A decade too young. Crazy kid's memory now as an adult. Looking
back. Hudson bay is over there. They splashed down seaward, not
making it. Oh, to carry that! Orange car in my head. No drugs
needed. Who designed it? The Del Monte man? I need a drink of
brandy now. With orange and ice. Adds to my years.

 


 


Art
Gun

Do angry
young men with guns ever make art? Or just destroy? Look at Brando
in Apocalypse Now. He was a raging war chief who recited poetry and
was worshipped by his men. Even the assassin sent to kill him loved
him. You must love your enemy. Does Daesh love those they murder?
No, I think now. So where is the art and love in war? Is it in
Ukraine, Palestine, Iraq, Afghan, Yemen, Syria? It's up to us to
find it...

 


 


Tessa's
Thighs

Hey Tessa
babe come and kill me with your sexy oversize thighs! The CIA is
after you. Reason: your oversize thighs! I see you in your cut down
jeans. So awesomely fucking sexy.

See the
curve of your arse where there's no material, your pussy lips tight
against the fabric. You need a licence for your sweetie leisure
centre body. You age 17.

I know
many men who want a piece of you. I do. As does my wife. How will
you both be, between one another's thighs? Your dear darling daddy
moans that you have a top body, ace thighs and no licence to use
it.

I'll give
you false ID so I can legally use you, be between your hot oversize
thighs my dear Tessa. You'll enjoy your pussy lips being nibbled
and my big cock up you. Over and over again.

 


 


Table
Size

The man
had a big shiny table. Like a pool of oil you can swim in. Lose
yourself in. Is it true that table size equals cock size? The sexy
gothic wannabe turtle babe found out.

The hard
way! A big 14 inch Fire Extinguisher Man cock, black in colour,
pounded her cunt. Turtle girl was naked on the table. Her sexy lil
black dress on the floor.

Table
dick enjoyed Chink gals and got it on. Passing on his seed. Pussies
ripped like paper. His cock was too big! No time for a cock
reduction. Re-stitch the pussies and do it again.

 


 



76er

The man
with a dodgy tash was in a mood.

His tash
looked like a 76 porn one on either side.

In the
middle it was a Hitler one.

You can
see the outline 3mm higher on each side.

Does his
slicked hair and side parting look familiar?

When you
see Hitler in a suit, you have your 76er.

Made
younger with alien DNA and living in the Argentine.

 


 


Gay
Policeman

He was
beautiful, the gay policeman. Wearing his silver swimming trunks.
Baby oil glistened on his body. As he strutted his stuff in the gay
club, it was heaven.

Everybody
loved him. Even the straight people. Cat calls and cheers erupted
as he cavorted on the stage. A random man, picked from the
audience, added to the show.

They
cavorted together. Bumping, grinding, holding hands, kissing. It
was real, not an act. The acts came later, drag queens! The gay
policeman would cum with many this night.

He was
off duty, moonlighting to earn extra cash. His colleagues didn't
know he was gay. It was his secret. Being a motorcycle cop was
cool. Like an extra in a Clint Eastwood movie.

Our gay
cop looked good in or out of uniform. He was a natural, the finest
male there was. Was this why people asked him for his autograph?
Coz they thought he was famous?

Or was it
his beauty? Yes, a man can be beautiful. The reason was everyone
wanted to be the gay policeman. He was just so natural, so relaxed,
so real.

Maybe his
next stage act should be arresting someone? He'd have so many
takers. Just like in his day job, stopping naughty criminals and
keeping the innocent safe.

 


 



Poke

You want
to poke me on Facefuk. Ok then, go ahead. I like it when the pretty
sexy girls poke me. How can I not? But I worry about the guys who
do it. You know who you are.

Do I act
game and make it easy? Drop my pants and give you a 12 inch black
strap on? Then after my arsehole has been good and truly poked,
I'll have a go of you. It's only sporting, isn't it?

We all
poke each other. Butthole surfers style. Give and receive. If I can
poke my mate's wife for real, up the front, I'll let her hubby poke
my bunghole for a laugh! Just think, I'll be the only other bloke
to have poked his wife.

Imagine
the kudos on that and thrill factor. I poke her while she wears a
sexy orange summer dress. My big cock up her tight pussy. Well and
truly fucked. The right 20 minutes. Each second a cock slide to
orgasm. Up my mate's hot wife. Will he think the same of my tight
virgin butt?

 


 


Dog
Munchers

In China
they have a Summer Solstice festival where they eat dogs. There's
not a peace loving animal stroking pagan in sight. Instead its dog
munchers! Lots of them. They're very busy, killing and
eating.

Over
10,000 dogs are killed and eaten on ONE DAY.

Kept in
cages. Condemned to die. No love here except for hungry Chinese.
They adore their exotic delicacy. Some people even say the festival
is for foreign tourists. Money is made on them.

We cry
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