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Poems
1

 Only You (by Mel)

I find the feelings hard to fight.

Feeling love.

Feeling lost.

Missing you.

Only you.

I long to touch your silken hair,

See your smile.

Look at me like you used to.

Only you.

And I curl up in the pillows on my bed.

Cover my face,

hold my heart,

and cry for you,

Only you.

I try to escape.

I close my eyes.

Try to sleep.

I dream all night.

I dream of you,

Only you...





I

I have been
married, I know how you feel. Don't patronise me,

I've experienced. Been
there, seen it before. Been in the dock, right on the edge
relationship train wreck. I've been there. I know gut wrenching
anxiety, dark despair, delicious forbidden suicide pull. Snap out
of it and say sorry! Save your relationship and save face, avert a
war. I was married and understand.





We

We don't talk
now but we once did. I was there when it all went wrong; a ghost,
spirit or spectre? No just me. I saw you argue with your wife, knew
you'd blame me and be vicious. A Jack Russell. Who's the
postman?

You threw
stuff, broke a picture on the wall. Threatened to chuck ornaments
at me, I sensed right then, your madness. If I made a stand, would
you back off or do me? I don't know what words made you like this;
did your wife say them?

Or am I to
blame? My presence here in your home, in her knickers next? You
calm down and leave, best thing mate. She tells me what happened;
I'm in the middle again. You're absence is noted, wifey and me
watch Dante's Peak. Nice moment.

Do I make a
move? She's sat next to me, so easy to put my arm round her. A
kiss, feelings always there, a fuck, real love making session, no
going back. Silly gal never locked the door, you can catch
us!

Do you want to? So you
can kill us, prove you're right or agree with something twisted
inside your mad skull? I know the reason why.





In

Doesn't matter what my
name is. Certain types of men do certain types of things. Like join
a terrorist group coz they believe they're right. I've been inside
with them. Tasted real fear of being shanked.

Lose your eyes
boy?

Or in the
back, sharpened toothbrush style.

Hell, for you
son, a cut throat razor. I saw all the top bananas and knew their
crimes/sins. And yes, some really did believe in their
revolutionary struggle.

I saw, I was
there.

Walking thru
the locker room, I never watched my back as much, tasted real
terror. Like lead. I was in the prison transfer van when it was
hijacked and we fled outside, Belfast.

Running thru
streets, past people, a bloody tourist with camera and walkman! No
picof me mate! I stop him and we row, struggle. Scratch his
toys.

Won't hurt him, more time
inside, he's not my enemy.

Who is? You? Brave man
seeing NI and war.

I think back to being in
the van, wondering where to flee. Live off the land on a hill,
field, abandoned ship or house?

Time to
go.

I'm in this
all the way, escaped terrorist prisoner. I’m a special case; you
see I’m both Royalist and Loyalist.

Will they save me or hunt
me? Or will the RUC get me?





Poem

All is fair in
love and war, till your enemy shoots in the back and your partner
leaves you by text msg. I collect lost souls.

When two lost souls meet,
they’re no longer lost.

You’ve two
choices: No1. You either stay in Oldham and waste away in
limbo.

Or no2. You get a bullet
in the head. Fuck me mate, I want two lol.





Outlanders

We are the
outlanders, we're not from around here.

Don’t forget
it.

Not from your
clicky lil town.

We’re the
OUTLANDERS bitch!





Say

THEY say make love not
war. I say THEY have no idea of what they’re talking
about.

They think I’m mad due to
the way I am and my interests of Goth/alternative music, tattoos,
study of war/history/aircraft and love of art/tattoos. I say I’m
not mad.

I’m cursed/gifted with an
ability to see many things I don’t want to and to put it into
poetry.

And every day this
responsibility of my talent drives me down.

Asking why brings no
answers. It’s what I have to do...





Event

Now I know how
wrong war in the world is and murder on our streets. It won’t ever
change or stop. You see, it’s the way we are. Maybe it’ll stop on
the next genetic step/human level in our development. Like with the
so called grey aliens who are meant to have a collective
mind.

I bet they can
make war, imagine an F-16 shooting at them with an AMRAAM missile
lol. Bye bye F-16. War of the worlds motherfucker. Give me more
beer...





Why
War?

I grew up in the end of
the Cold War. I knew real fear of Soviet nuclear attack in
1983/4.

I study OPERATION ABLE
ARCHER Nov1983 NATO command and control wargame. Soviet/Warsaw
Pact(Warpac) took it as real.

Imagine if WW3 kicked
off.

Still scares me now. No
person can scare me so much though they can hurt me.

It was real
fear.

Now, I ask why? A World
of Trouble by Patrick Tyler covers the Middle East... bloody basket
cases!I have a book on WW3 in Europe in 1986.

Pure poetry. Dark,
beautiful war, including nuclear. I ask why?





Ages
Ago

When I was a
kid, in skool, I saw another kid with a t shirt of a warplane on
it. I think it was 1981 or just before or after. We were waiting
for our dinner meal. Now I know the warplane is a Rockwell B-1(B).
On the cover of March2012 Air Force Monthly magazine is such a
warplane.

Very beautiful
and very deadly.

I’ve only
known a few women more curvy than a B-1B bomber... why are war
machines so beautiful?

My soul
cries...





Dying Pretty

Why now do I
look at the Tupolev 160 White Swan and Rockwell B-1B bombers in a
new light? Taken aback at how pretty both jet bombers are. Their
World War3 mission is a dark job, end of days stuff. Not to be
taken lightly, unless you're Dr Strangelove.

Less people
die when the American B-1 goes to conventional war. Her nuclear
mission is taken over by the B-52 and B-2. Soviet Russia built a
design masterpiece by ripping off the B-1, just like they did with
Concorde with their Tu-144. Cool jet planes, better than our
Western counterparts? Just as cool.

Imagine if the
White Swan and Lancer were used in humankind's last battle and that
the nuclear mission was given back to the B-1. Each jet carrying
twenty four nuclear freefall bombs, one megaton apiece. One million
dead per bomb, city killers.

The Russian
jets are named after famous pilots. I asked Tupolev why not call
one Lilya Litvyak? A lady who I'd like to meet. What she achieved
is rather special. See the two swing wing bombers as works of
art.

Art not war.





Precious

Very rarely in
a human lifetime, 2 people come into contact. They struggle to put
labels on it,

indeed, why
should they? Always remember my dear Mel,

twin flames
are always close and flames never ever go out, no matter what.
Blessed be my angel, Nick. XXX





Pen

My pen is my weapon and
I’m a soldier of ink.





My Blade, My Life (by Mel)
 With
trembling hands, she reaches for her blade. She tells herself it
will be the last time.

She tells herself this every time.

She never succeeded before, but will just have to now.

With the blade in her hand, she breaks out into a cold sweat.

She starts shivering and her heart beats faster.

She thrives on these feelings,

she tells herself she must do it, and she knows what she is about
to do, but she does not care.

She takes the blade and slits her wrists -

Bad, real Bad...

The blood starts pouring from her wrists, exposing bone, flesh -
her hands dangling -

She drops the blade and minutes later drifts off into a world of
her own. Her life had little meaning, and now - No meaning at
all.

She had to do it.

Now she is free from pain and suffering.

And now she has succeeded....





Happy

You all go on holiday to
the South of France. A few days away from busy Paris. Playing happy
families, pretending everything is fine. Pierre is Annette's best
friend, spending so much time together. Oh yes, Pierre is in love
with Annie. So much so. Haven't you seen the way he looks at her
when she's not looking? If it came down to it, would he marry her?
Be able to satisfy her in bed? Kiss her the way she likes it? No
way!

Pierre jerks himself off
every night and cries in his pillow. Boo hoo, I love Annie. She
won't give me what I want. I'm such a failure. Man it up lad!
You're pals with a nice lady. Get her drunk and seduce her, think
what her pussy tastes like. Are you able to satisfy Annie? Your
trip seems so romantic; it isn't. Bit by bit, you fade away. Don't
let her make you sad. Sexual tension, oh my!

Give Annie a real seeing
to on the kitchen table, get her begging for more. A decade of
friendship and sexual tension, hand in hand. Can you separate the
two? Enjoy your holiday.





Full Circle

That year was the hardest
for me, 1989. Becoming 18. Memories of what I’d done in my mind’s
eye.

Did I really get her
pregnant? Why am I in the job fixing cars when I hate
it?

Why do I row with my
mates? Feel so down? Music lifts me, made me who I am now in 2012.
The Boardwalk was down the road from the garage I worked
at.

His Latest Flame on
there. Gal who runs the club said so. I was so happy, see them
live. Would have been my most important gig.

Not to be!

They cancelled it. I was
heart broken. Time moved on. I finally got their album in summer
2011. Played it and thought back what I’d missed. It hit me
again.

What could have been? Me,
so young and alive, seeing the gals live. Which one would steal my
heart? Their music touched my soul. Eclipsed by All About Eve in
early November 89, gothic surrender.

Fate and chance put me in
touch with Moira’s cousin. Tell her she did great songs I
say.

And to Trish, hey I write
too. But your songs are the best. May I use your words? I want to
do them live as poems to share with everyone.

Maybe Trish and Moira
will get back together and give me my gig? So many things have
changed since 89 but so much remains the same. Years fall by too
fast. 1987 to now, HLF only gets better.

From early second hand
singles to now. What other band sang so poignantly about The
Troubles? Yet they love like I do and feel joy and pain, mirror
image here. Circle almost complete.

One day Moira
sing…





Finest Hour

Glasgow guitar
band His latest Flame singing about love and conflict. Feel joy and
pain, sing poignantly on The Troubles. Trish writes and Moira
sings, great live gigs. Sadly cancelled their Manchester Boardwalk
gig in 1989.

Maybe Trish
and Moira will reunite in 2012, with the other gals. Jangling
guitars and vocal harmonies, relevant now as in 89. You could find
their singles on sale second hand in 1987.

Early years. Rare
music.





Naomi

My friend Naomi sang in
the Rising Sun pub in Mossley. She asks me should she sing live?
Yes, go on, I reply. Everyone’s hairs will stand up on their
necks.

Naomi sang and people
were shocked. Old rocker sat there, eyes shut,
listening.

When she’d done, everyone
clapped. My friend the singer.

Bless the Child, Wichita
Linesman and True Colours. Take your pick. Do some gigs Naomi, I’ll
be there.





Sunny 8

Damn yankee Mustang gonna
be a real bastard and blow some Krauts outa the fucking sky. Try
and stop me mother fuckers! 50cal gunning you down, got many of
your kindred by my shells. Always escape with my life. No 109 or
190 ever came close to nailing me.

I'm not called Chuck
Yeager! Hell no! I was in Zemke's Wolf Pack.

I died in a field near
Crewe, England. No Nazi ever got me. Tell my loved ones it was the
weather. Almost took my wingman with it, lost his wing tip when my
bird went in. Bang! Gone.

I was a Mustang pilot.
Gunning Nazis down.





Hap

She was my new
romantic love interest and we had so much in common. Both of us
being poets, her talents were formidable like her temper. She liked
music like me, Goth and metal. No chance of us going to a gig coz
you won't speak to me after I was deleted off your friend list. Ok
I overreacted and blamed you, you retaliated. Annoyed and angry, oh
yes.

No date,
meeting me or me taking you out. Kaput. Nor will we read poetry to
one another after making love. At least we read them online. I
blame facefuk for fucking up what we had before we had it. I'm a
wounded lion again and have a new reason to drink so it takes the
edge off yesterday.

Do I do psychic magic
protection around us so you're mine? Bind you to me? My karma is
fucked already. Reiki healing last week helped but you blew it
away, I need a month of it. Never mind my blood flowing. Imagine we
had succeeded? I'd be happy not sad and you not mad, you joyous,
not angry.





Powder Blue
Sky

Under powder blue sky I
walk watching my portable radar unit. Long lazy radar arm sweep.
Blip blip blip! Are you there?





Found You

We met on the
bus from St Ives five years ago. You the Goth lady, me the
writer.

Did I give you
my first book? I wonder what you thought. We exchanged Myspace
names and promised to keep in touch.

I looked for
you many times over the years and never found you. Till tonight.
Why now after nearly five years? I missed you and wondered how you
were and what you are doing. We never said good bye, do let us say
hello again and stay close.

I remember you
well. Your Emily the Strange bag and black clothes. Kindred spirit
who I feel connected to. Saw you on the bus every Friday when I was
going to work in the village. Tell me Leigha Marie, what did you do
in five years? Do you remember me?

Goth is cool.
Don't ever change. So much I wanted to say to you, words in the
sky. I wonder if you write poetry. You look every bit the gothic
lady.

I'd love you to model for
me, one on one in my erotic parlour. Dark regards my dear angel of
the night.





Lip

I see you pout at me with
your ruby red lipstick covered lips.

A look that means only
one thing: you approve of me being naked before you.

What would you do if you
objected?

I know your ruby red
lippy wouldn't be on the shaft of my big fucking dick as I skull
fucked you, oh ever so fucking slowly.

A real mother fucker that
feels bloody good.

Remember we, you, gobbled
me in my mum's MG sports car.

No lippy then but your
soft pink lips on me.

We do this a
lot.

I prefer it to making
love, am I mad?

Looking down at you, your
bobbing head and moving lips taking my cock all the way in, I feel
content.

You look up at me and we
understand one another.

My turn next to please
you.

An honour my
queen.

You do this so bloody
well.

How did you get so
good?

Not even my wife is like
you.

I'm sure she doesn’t know
our secret.

You're my secret cock
sucker and I BLOODY love it.

Feel free to suck my dick
whenever you want.

We fit together like hand
in glove, my mistress. Xxxx





Before

Been here before when I
should have hooked up with Holli and ended up with Al. Make best of
a second level situation. Moved 200 miles to join Alison. Happy for
a time, living 30 miles from Hol. Oh what a glorious mess Nick was
in. Only I could move, be engaged and have a kid with the wrong
gal.





Happening
again.

Found a nice
witch and we were almost together. I panicked and she got someone
new. Bang. Just like a bullet. I met another gal soon after, she's
got a boyfriend. Kaos stopped for now. I'm pals with the witch
again and told her how I feel about her and that we should be
together.

I wonder what
she feels for me. Something like Holli did?

How will we act when we
meet? Who will be my girlfriend, ending my two years of being
single? The witch who likes planes, poetry and paganism or someone
else? I won't see the wrong gal again. I hope...





Our

Our world is
an amazing place with a stunning beauty of nature and precious life
all over the globe. Both human and animal. Take your pick where you
live, on a river boat taking it easy or in the mountains amongst
the clouds.

Where would I
live? An island in the middle of nowhere with a nice wife and our
family.

Eating fresh
fish and living by the beach, happy. So much to see and do, make
sure you enjoy your one life. Don't do evil acts, spare the world
bad karma and wicked deeds. Make music not missiles. It's important
to have fun and treat others as you do yourself.

Time in nature will help
you be one with yourself and our world, as we spin around the sun.
A miracle of evolution with us in the middle.





Think

I think of you
now, how we should be together in each other’s world and arms.
Completing our journey and combining to create something uniquely
ours, not a singular. Why do I feel drawn to you? Like looking in
the mirror and you’re there. Feminine reflection of myself. Goddess
lore is our path. Endless circle of nature taking me to
where?

I’m at
locations unknown. So many questions for you. Is your path like
mine? Your life journey like mine? Why do I love you? Will we be
together, as I feel we should have been from the start? Why did
fate bring our paths together? When will we look into each other’s
eyes?

I know we are
close our souls intertwined, twin flames. Guided by destiny,
brought together by fate. Poetry and the Goddess save me from my
grave. Bring an understanding of me, of life. Of you.

For so long my path has
been cluttered. Wrong turns and dark abysses. Then I found you and
light opens up before me as I think of you Ruby, how I lost you and
found you again. My High Priestess, who I love
eternally.





So

So many things cause me
joy, so many things cause me pain... me, 2012. That’s going in the
book...





Forlorn and
Forsaken

Muted sound of days of
our lives’, trumpeting our triumphs and tragedies.





What Reasons

Would you please tell me
why I've endured life in many ways? Variously good and variously
bad, being an average pupil at school getting average results. Bit
of trouble from the bullies, entered the real world to find what?
That I love aircraft but never joined the RAF. Too bossy. Doing the
wrong jobs like fixing cars and being a builder. I worked with some
real wankers, I can tell you.

Music helped me overcome
huge emotional difficulties like anxiety and depression. I was
never one for fighting but I've an interest in weapons, history,
writing and books. In my 20s things were easier. I had a decade
bakery job, white witch wife, new tattoos, holidays, lots of sex,
cars, poetry success and my pals.

In my 30s I hit rock
bottom. Dole decade and beyond. Dark depression, real heartbreak,
boozing and soul searching. Not all bad but not good. South time
away from Oldham was nice, shame it didn't last for a decade plus.
What now I'm 40? Back into witchcraft to save my soul? What gal?
You? What job, the bakery?





Mind Fright Friday
Night (for Manny)

I’d been out to the pub
on my own I came back early, it was one of those nights. I walked
up the main road a little drunk. It was then I heard a car, it sped
away so very fast – getaway? Briefly I saw it, gone. Seconds
later I heard two bangs, fireworks? No pretty sky light display
screams! I heard screams of, “Help! Help! My husband’s been
shot!”  My drunkenness shoved aside like an unwelcome friend I
rushed to the house, got in the back door saw a scene from hell.
Why did fate pick me? Why did fate pick me to see a man dying from
a gunshot wound one metre from me? Why did fate allow this to
happen? I don’t care what he had done no one deserves death by
firearm. Blown away they call it. There was nothing I could do, I
felt so helpless. I called the medics; silly woman on the phone did
stress me out! That night everything changed forever, the last of
my innocence died when I tried to help a shocked wife who’s now a
widow with her two kids. I wish I could have done more but I feel I
failed, being a witness to a dying man’s life, an end. I’ll place
flowers at her gate to remember an awful night that washed away my
petty problems. Why did a man die? 

Based on real events I
sadly came across late summer 2009 no more guns (or knives) on our
streets enough is enough. 





Natalie. What is it with
Dark Haired Gals?

In the Goth club it was
fun. Usual early 80s tunes played on the decks. Very early Skeletal
Family, The Elementals, Red Lorry Yellow Lorry, Xmal Deutchsland,
early All About Eve and local bands in our disco called Sacha's
Berlin.

Natalie dances like her
spinning Spanish stunt plane she flies at weekends. Flight and
music are her passions, in time she'll serve in her country's Air
Force. Latino gal pilots aren't new; they fought in Spain back in
the late 30s. Nat is following their Latin tradition.

Her band, a Goth band is her heart. She represents all that
is good and relates to flight and Goth music. Her path is to fly
and create music. Does Nat know that her path of music and flying
will be remembered forever, crossing all divides, be it years,
political or war? With dark brown hair and grey eyes, Natalie was
only Latino in her heart. Her pale white
skin wasn't suited to her country's
capital city.

She was born here in
Buenos Aires and followed her local/national bands with a passion.
Her stunt plane was named Mayo after her Goth band. She danced and
lived for the moment, wearing her heart on her sleeve. Little did
our lady know, she would be famous for all the wrong reasons. Nat
danced on and felt alive.





Natalie. Basic

Basic flight training was
like dancing to The Elementals. Basic, scary and fun. Did Nat know
that in a year she would be at the controls of a deadly multi
million dollar warplane in the wrong war, with the wrong enemy? No
amount of gothic looks would appease her situation over the coming
months. Was it all real? That was a distant question, not for
now.

The girl danced and flew
with equal passion and ferocity. Her brown hair was all over her
face and she danced like a spinning airplane. Eyes shut, she was
somewhere else. In her mind, she was in the cockpit of her red
coloured training plane. Her flight instructor, Alberto, allowed
Natalie to acrobat the little plane. She flew it with wildness that
surprised everyone, including her.

Rolling upside down and
pulling the control stick to her guts, the red airplane moved like
a kid’s toy. Diving straight downwards, picking up speed. Alberto
was going to take over before top speed was reached but Nat second
guessed him and pulled back into a half loop. Up they went into the
blue, a hawk in the heavens. Free. Natalie screamed in joy. Looking
over at Alberto, her smile said it all. She was a born
pilot.

When the record changed,
Nat went to the bar and ordered a glass of red wine. Joining her
friends, they chatted on guys, music and Nat’s new air force
career. Several of her friends had nice boyfriends or lovers with
them. In close embraces, they kissed and made small talk. Nat
chatted to Katie, on the fundamentals of aerobatics and flight,
demonstrating how to loop and roll with her hand. Her other held
her wine. Time passed, music played, wine was drunk and Nat slow
danced with Roberto.

Being Catholic and part
of a close knit family, the girl was a bit of a rebel. Her mother
wanted Natalie to marry and have children. Nat was having none of
this; it was music, flying and the air force. Not even men like
handsome Roberto swayed the girl for marriage. He was local and
conscripted in the army. His passion was films and he had to give
up college to serve his country. After a year he would finish off
his film studies, if fate allowed. Both were friends and occasional
lovers, now they danced in Sacha’s.





Natalie.
Politico

There was trouble in The
Argentine. A few of Natalie’s friends spoke out against the
military junta who ruled the country. The two girls and one boy,
all aged eighteen, had simply vanished. Natalie was scared. Roberto
warned her not to speak out. The same people who forced him into
the army, ending his college studies, had apprehended the teens.
Their fate was unknown and not good.

Nat was having none of
this. She wrote a song, in Spanish, criticizing the government and
asking where her friends were. At a live gig in a monastery town
outside BA, her band did a gig and she sang that song. Other people
were watching her. Her life and new air force career were in grave
danger. Did Natalie know or care?

Natalie sang
her song for her dear friends who were missing. It was no use going
to the authorities, they were responsible! The message was clear.
Don't speak out against the ruling junta. Was Nat actually on their
side? Joining the air force and being a future tool for their use
in any war with Chile over the border or even Britain on the
Malvinas. Either thought scared her to death.

While on stage
Nat briefly toyed with the idea of dropping out of her training.
The fate of her friends deeply affected her; she could end up like
them. Dead or missing. People in the audience never took their eyes
off Nat. She had power here, real power. That was dangerous. A
shady man by the bar also watched and waited. Nat cried and sang
for her pals and all the other Disappeared. Was it really real?
Teenagers going missing because they believed in freedom? The rest
of Mayo's set passed in a haze of emotion. Two encores later, it
was over.

Nat was drained and got a
strong drink at bar. The man in black walked over and nodded at the
girl. She looked back blankly. Her eyes followed his hand as he
opened his jacket. She saw a gun. The threat was clear. Don’t step
out of line. He finished his beer and left the bar. Natalie was
shaking now, frightened that They knew who she was and that she
knew what was going on. Her song was proof of that. The barman
served her drink and she downed it on one.





Natalie. Mid
Course

Nat continued her flight
training, moving onto more powerful aircraft, flying on and passing
her Basic with ease. Next was a fast prop plane from America. It
handled like a Mustang. Her instructor was in the back seat.
Natalie was up front, alone fighter style.

Her first flight nearly
killed them. The roaring engine stopped dead. Engine failure at six
thousand feet brought silence. She took control. Pushing the nose
down not to stall, Nat made a decision: to land the plane on the
Pampas grass. It would save them all. Her instructor kept an eye on
his pupil. They should have jumped when there was height
to.

The grey green trainer
floated like a bird over the huge plain. Nat dropped the nose and
flaps and picked a spot. One time lucky. Earth and plane serenely
kissed, a song bird alighting a flower. Nat had done it! They were
down in one piece, with no damage. Long Pampas grass cushioned
their plane.

Nat's instructor knew she
would breeze through flight school. Her next fifteen flights were
fun. Dog fights, formation flying and navigation. Then the jet! Did
Natalie think engine failure was an attempt on her life? To silence
her anti government songs? Would the loss of a flight instructor be
acceptable? A bullet in her pretty head would be far simpler. Or
the other way.

They who watched her let
her fly. When Natalie passed her fast prop course with flying
colours, They allowed her to live. For now. She could be used,
manipulated and sent to war where she would no doubt die. They
ruled like Nazis. Some had been in a previous life.

Fast jets beckoned and
Nat moved up to a cool Italian aircraft. Fast looking and stylishly
designed. On her first flight Nat knew she would go to war. A gut
feeling told her. Her instructor showed her how to evade a
fictitious enemy by rolling, turning and diving, then climbing.
Finally getting on his tail and killing him. He let her loop and
roll the advanced jet.

Thirty more jet flights
followed, strenuous in every way. High speed flight was dangerous.
Another pilot crashed. Finally Nat passed and got her wings. At the
passing out parade, she was told what warplane she would fly. It
was the American A-4B Skyhawk. Natalie wanted the fast French
Mirage but so did everyone else. Now she was committed, personal
thoughts or not.





Natalie.
Forsaken

What They did
to Nat's three friends was terrible. Abducted by the authorities in
the middle of the night, taken against their will and ending their
young existence. Hours of torture to get any info, put onto a plane
and then...

Filipe was
lying in his mother's arms. A caring embrace. No bond was stronger
than a mother's and her child. Especially Catholic. Soon it would
be time for his bed time story, after his nap...

Suddenly
Filipe was jerked violently awake, his drug induced dream history.
A huge noise over came him and he was so cold.  No sight.
What? He was blindfolded and his limbs were bound. What was
happening? Waves of unconscious started to drag him under
again.

He was aware
of men shouting and someone kicked him in the side. It didn't hurt
due to the drugs. Before he passed out Filipe felt hands drag him
to the noise and a feeling of flying engulfed the young political
protestor, then swirling blackness claimed him. The drugs kicked in
before the freezing ocean smashed his frail body.

Many perished this way.
They were The Disappeared and were shot or drugged and thrown out
of aircraft into the ocean, far from land. Filipe and his two
female friends were only three among one thousand who were murdered
this way, along with tens of thousands more who
perished...





Natalie. Battle
Maiden

Flying the Skyhawk was
easy. Learning tactics wasn't. Aerial refuelling was hard, as was
formation flying. Natalie grew up and lost her girliness. Inside
she was a woman. Her view on the government remained. Should she
bomb the junta in her plane? Thoughts of that were brushed aside
when she was deployed near the Chilean border when tension
increased in the long running border dispute.

Flying three armed
patrols convinced Chile to stop sabre rattling and withdraw her
soldiers. Nat was gaining experience. Public opinion was turning
against the government, an ongoing crisis that needed expert
handling. War was the answer. Not with Chile but in the
Malvinas.

An army, armed to the
teeth, sailed and was flown out. British resistance was subdued and
Argentina took the Malvinas. Natalie and her squadron were on
standby for action. Britain retaliated and UK ships headed south.
Nat trained in anti ship attack. Soon her skills would be
needed.

People were behind the
war. Not questioning about The Disappeared or how to get rid of the
evil junta. The Malvinas were finally ours and a joyous mood
overtook many people. In the military, it was different. A real
fight would soon erupt. The Brits were coming and Nat was scared.
What had she got herself into?

Training continued and
there was no time for her band, seeing her friends or little else.
Not even secretly discussing how to help make the government fall
with her fellow activists. It was a fine line of madness. An
Argentine air force jet pilot with illegal views and rebellion
songs.

She could change the
history of her country, Argentina, forever. If she dropped a few
bombs on the leaders, it was over. The new war, The Disappeared,
the fear. All of it. Could she do it? Would she? Nat knew where the
leaders were and would strike on her next armed training mission.
Fate stopped her. Events moved quickly and the young warrior woman
never had chance.

Nat did hear off Roberto.
He was on the Malvinas in the infantry, untrained and with no dog
tags. Film studies were still on his mind. It was the last she
would ever hear of him. Being the only female pilot in a male
squadron, Natalie took no crap. Her practise bombing scores were
excellent. Weeks passed and war came.

Finally it was time.
Taking off with three other jets to hit British shipping, Nat was
facing her baptism of fire. Mid air refuelling gave gas to reach
the target. With speed and surprise they attacked. Who would live
and who would die?





Natalie. War
Woman

The Royal Navy
ship filled Natalie's gun sight. She fired her 20mm cannons and
pulled up, dropping her bombs. With a sickening jolt they fell free
and Nat lowered her nose, weaving her jet, flying away from the
large ship. Tracer fire and a single missile raced past her. A
faint boom indicated her bombs had gone off. Did she sink the enemy
ship?

It was fly for
her life. Sea Harriers were inbound. Natalie cursed her government
for starting this evil war, for putting her in harms way and for
killing her friends. It’s partly my fault, her mind screamed. You
wanted to fly, not to fight and kill or be killed. Silly girl!
Suddenly a warning was shouted over the radio. More voices and then
silence. A Sea Harrier had shot down an A-4. Who was
hit?

Nat just about
made it to the Hercules tanker. She shook with fear. When she
landed, her flight suit was drenched in sweat. Two jets were
missing. Natalie had damaged a destroyer and killed British
personnel. She was physically sick. Her Skyhawk had eight small
bullet holes in it and this was only her first mission. The Medical
Officer gave her the okay and she attended debriefing.

The next few
days were critical. British ships had to be sunk and people killed
to defeat the English. It was obvious to all; this would be a
bitter fight. Air power had to defeat sea power. Nat flew another
mission with mixed results, learning to temper her fear and use her
skills and new experience. She saw her cannon fire rake a destroyer
but her bombs missed, exploding either side of the ship.

Her third mission was her
last over the Malvinas. On the hills above the bay, enemy guns and
missiles were getting more lethal every day. Never mind the ships’
weapons and marauding Sea Harriers. Losses were several planes each
day. Nat’s time was finally up. She hit a Royal Navy destroyer,
blowing a big hole in it with her thousand pound bomb. There were
many killed. Natalie never saw the wounded English gunner firing a
20mm cannon when she sped ten metres overhead.

Exploding
shells slammed into her A-4 and Natalie almost lost control.
Desperately she pulled up, avoiding slamming into the black cold
water. A 20mm shell blew her lower left leg off. By a miracle she
never passed out, the pain was something else. Blood filled the
cockpit. Right there, she wanted to die. No more pain. Not physical
or mental over her Disappeared friends. One simple shove of the
controls and the sea would claim her…
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