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She Defeated
Death

She should have
left the city when the chance was there. Before the Nazis came,
closing the noose. She has so many regrets, except on her actions.
Now she's at the wall, the reasons crystal clear to her. Some
things are priceless, unique. Like you my dear, now against the
wall. Your dark brown locks hang by your shoulders, your pretty
eyes scan the heavens, still defiant. Your lovely beautiful face
stern. With death bearing down upon you, victory is yours. Crack go
the rifles. Your murder witnessed by the shot down RAF airman. You,
the heroine, when the others were silent. Imagine your legacy and
what you stand for fifty years from now. That matters. Though I
don't know your name, I remember you and what you died
for.

(dedicated to
an unnamed woman that a shot down RAF airman saw executed by the
Nazis)

 


 


 


Fifth
Season

If there were a
fifth season part of it would be like this. Imagine a place with no
drugs. They're a footnote in history.

In the world
with no fifth season, it goes like this. A woman. We see thru her
eyes and mind.

Her
questions:

What do we do
to the drug smugglers? How can we stop illegal drugs being grown?
If we stop them, what do we replace them with? The farmers need
cash. Is it right to shoot drug smuggling planes down? Do we
sentence drug miles to death? Are we to ignore the positive
benefits of cannabis?

In the fifth
season there are no such questions. The fifth season is make
believe. As is the woman's happiness in the real world. Her life
was touched by drugs. She has a million more questions and no
answers.

 


 


Train
Trip

I'm sat idly on
the train, going to Manchester, having a beer.

I see a poster
on the wall of a cop, safety. What if it was 70 years ago and I was
on a train going to Berlin?

What would the poster show? Square headed Nazis
proclaiming: 'March on Master
Race!'?

Or SS or 'stapo taking Untermensch to their doom? One wrong
word and you're on another train to KZ.

 


 


 


Manchester
Lass

She was just a
Manchester lass who's fate spun thru the years and affected
everybody present. Because in another world, this could have been
them. In her twenties, young, pretty, intelligent and a student,
studying in Germany.

When the Nazi's
annexed Czechoslovakia she was worried and came home.

Her parents had told her about the previous war. She didn't
want to be caught up in a new one. Back in England she kept an eye
on Germany. Events calmed down, there was no new war. Chamberlain
exclaimed, 'Peace in our time.'
No one but Herr Hitler knew it was all lies. She
thought long and hard, decided what to do. Off the Manchester lass
went to continue her studies. Little did she know it condemned her
to death. War erupted, engulfing Europe and the world. A few lucky
ones escaped the grip of the Nazis, like our lass did at
first.

They fled, often with only the clothes on their backs. Why
did she go back? Her Jewish blood condemned her to death. Off to
a Konzentrationslager and her fate. What
did she think of this? Did she know the enormity of her situation?
Did she ask why? What were her last moments like? Only a few of her
letters and photographs survive, valued beyond priceless on the
Antiques Roadshow. It was like yesterday. A Manchester lass ending
up in a concentration camp. Along with millions of Jews, gypsies,
homosexuals, retards and any others whose face didn't fit. Millions
perished including a girl from Manchester. Killed for being
different by the most racist insane dictator in
history.

(based upon
true events)

 


 


 


In The
Woods

There's a man
going thru the forest. He carries an M-16 and a holdall. You know
it's got ammo and grenades in it. The path he takes leads to the
school. You can see it from where you are. You know what the man
will do. Do you stop him? By your feet is a log. You pick it up.
You believe killing is wrong. You could kill him with one hit. Is
killing him ok to save fifty kids? You know how to silently move
thru the woods. You swing and knock him out cold. Or dead? You move
his gun and bag of death, check him for weapons.

There are none.
He groans. He's alive. There's no rope. Do you kill him? He could
overpower you and get his gun back. You act. You select single shot
and kneecap him. It's not pretty. He comes round and lunges for
you. You fire over his head. He's still. He says he'll kill you.
You aim and fire at his arms. To make sure. He tries to stand. You
cap him again, carefully. Shock could kill him so you call the
medics and cops. You stopped a killer and saved fifty kids and
their teachers.

 


 


 


Lorraine

The bayonet. I've had it a
decade. There's provenance here... not written I'm afraid. My mate
Richard, who I went to school with in 82-87, had a lovely sister.
Lorraine. from a different dad. He was a soldier in the British
army. He's dead now. He collected weapons, guns and knives. His
wife asked Richard what to do with them. Some were real guns. I
said tell any cops the guns are fake or deactivated. Anyhow I had
the bayonet.  

The story... the soldier,
my mates stepdad, was in combat in (Alsace) Lorraine area of
France. A huge battle was fought here. Many were killed on both
sides. Alsace/Lorraine was part of France, Germany, France in this
fight and in history. There's even a cross of Lorraine. The soldier
found a dead German soldier. I don't know if he killed him. He took
the bayonet off him. And the soldier survived the war. In later
years, I guess 1968/9, he had a beautiful daughter. Her name is
Lorraine. That pretty northern lass is named after that oh so
special area in France, Lorraine, where that awful fight took
place, to crush the Nazis. Where her father fought. Oh we won but
many died. I'd ask the soldier to write it down but he's dead now.
So there you go. I'm gonna do a poem on this. I've not seen
Lorraine in ages.

 

Where is she
now? Does she remember what happened at Lorraine? Does she know the
bayonet's story?

 


 


 


Nedā

You died in protest in Iran. Āghā-Soltān age 26. Your death caught
on camera. In the wrong place at the wrong time. Sent around the
world. Condemning the Iranian government led by the mad man
Ahmadinejabd.

Your fellow country people
said they were called your name.

We are Nedā.
Your death was one of the most witnessed in history due to
television and the internet.

Human Rights Watch said: "She a philosophy student who was a
bystander to the protests when she was shot in the chest on Kargar
Street. At the time of the shooting, Āghā-Soltān was not actively
protesting, according to her relatives and eyewitnesses. She had
been traveling in a private car stuck in traffic several kilometers
from the main protests at Azadi Square, and had just stepped out of
the car. Numerous witnesses have stated that there were no active
clashes between protesters and security forces in the area where
she was shot."

Your years of
study over, stolen by an assassin's bullet. Unable to live your
life, follow your dreams and contribute to life.

But in death, you Nedā, won't be forgotten. You stand
for freedom, life and against tyranny. Music was your love, you
never did play your new piano. Stolen by that evil bullet allegedly
fired by Abbās Kārgar Jāvid, member of the
Basij militia. Symbolizing the people
versus the government in the disputed election.

Government
authorities denied you a proper funeral and a ban on collective
prayers after your murder, threatening your family if they mourned
you. Evil actions by an evil government, like Hitler or Stalin's
evil way.

Nothing but brutality. You Nedā are
the opposite of that. Others died too.
Grand Ayatollah Hossein-Ali Montazeri fiercely opposed
Ahmadinejabd and called
for three days of mourning. A single candle
in the darkness, a positive point of hope for your
people.

Uniting them
by your death in the breath of free freedom. It's not here yet but
it will, waiting in the wings. Even in death the authorities
hounded you by desecrating your grave and shooting at your
portrait. Never mind the slander and lies. They can't ever kill
what you stand for. No matter how hard they try dear
Nedā.

 


 


 


Safe

Are you safe in your fortress of stone or do you
live in a castle of thought? The way to your pussy is
controlled by an electronic
security system. In autumn the circle is complete. There's a man
who worships the bomb. His world went white. Don't hate the
hardmen, try to understand them.

 


 


 


No Ordinary
Life

Just a simple green
grocer. Serving fruit and veg to his customers. Working long hours
in his small shop. Little did people know that this quiet man with
a zest for life had a secret.

He was ex SAS, a founding
member, and had made real history.

Raising hell all over
Europe. Kicking Hitler's butt and killing Nazis. Real brutal work,
needing a certain skill and dedication. Special Forces all the way.
Each exploit like a Boy's Own comic. Warlord and Battle eat your
heart out. From coming under heavy fire, killing many many enemies
and being captured, Horace Stokes - Stokey- had done it
all.

Secret missions by
parachute blowing up Nazi targets, raids on Sark and blowing up
trains in Italy. Words on paper in the journal he passed to his son
when on his death bed.

What else remains to be
told? The images are there. Seeing his mates die, aircraft on fire,
taking the war to the Nazis, captured twice and a gun to the head,
Gestapo style. His son was a decorated soldier but nothing like his
dad. When war was real, breathtaking deeds were done by men like
him.

For freedom, against
tyranny and fascism. After the war, Stokey returned to civvy
street. His stories of valour nearly went to the grave. But they
didn't. The surprise of a lifetime came when his son inherited the
journal full of true stories, now a book published by his son.
Cancer took the SAS soldier. One battle un-won. Yet never forgotten
in the ink on yellowing pages, written in a warrior's
hand.

How many enemy perished by
those same hands? Deeds of heroism because England expects. And
England received her part of freedom from the best. Stokey was SAS,
hunting Nazis and stopping evil dead. He did his bit a hundred
times over.

 


 


 


What's Your
Name?

I've been out to
Dovestones walking. On the grassy slope by the woods to the right
of the access road I found a letter. Hidden. Written by a goth girl
on decaying paper. Past damp, full of holes and three bits of gum
stuck to it. It told her story. Lock the tiger up, secure the
house, said how down she is. I don't see her name. What's your name
my dark angel? There's an envelope next to the letter which is
open. And a colour photo print out. It's her. She's at a Halloween
party judging by her pic. In a black witch's pointy hat, long curly
black hair (a wig or real?) and a back cloak or jacket. The ink had
ran a bit. I can tell she's pretty. As I struggle to read her last
letter, other people find me and one looks on as I read your words.
I let a kid amongst the group read it. Sometimes the ink fades, the
letter has to be tilted to see indentations on it. The kid pieces
together the rest of her story I discovered. A girl in their group
was told of for breaking a branch. It's obvious she's gone. Why,
where, how? What did your friends and family think? Are you hidden
in this forest? Did you really do it? Don't do it. From my dream I
know the spot where your letter is located. Not too steep. Do I go
and look to see if it's there?

Later. I go to your home
and find out you're dead. Your room is as you left it. Imagine
that...

I'll keep your letter
forever.

 


 


 


Bare Bones

In the flower
bed, all the bodies cry for release. As the wall tumbles, history's
old secrets are laid bare. Truth is lost in the yellow of autumn
leaves. Where are you now? Brown autumn leaves descend as my family
decays to dust.

There's no
justice for the guilty, just armed protection in South
America.

Innocents are
persecuted for breathing.

 


 


 


Brutal Not
Comfort

The soldiers of
Nippon descended upon Asia in a vast horde of death.

Fighting anyone
who dared oppose them, killing their enemies without mercy.
Destroying everything from isolated houses to entire cities.
Decades of looking inwards bred an evil military
dictatorship.

Only two atom
bombs changed that. But a story remains untold. Hidden by silence
and silenced by death. Imperial Japanese Army soldiers didn't just
fight and kill, they raped as-well.

'Comfort Women'
stolen from Asia. 'Liberated' from Korea, the Philippines, China
and elsewhere.

Sex slaves
shown no mercy by their unfeeling enemy. Sexual violence of the
worst kind. Hundreds of thousands of women were raped, beaten,
abused, tortured, made infertile and murdered at 'comfort
stations.' The Emperor's soldiers taking fully liberty with no
reluctance.

Nearly seventy
years after Japanese unconditional surrender, no apology has been
given. Opposite the Japanese embassy in Seoul stands a statue. Not
of a soldier or tank but of a woman. People dress her whatever the
weather and demonstrate there for an apology.

She is a
reminder and a memorial to women affected by the rape of
war.

In the private
recesses of their minds, what do the Japanese diplomats
feel?

Tension remains
at the highest level, almost outliving that lost
generation.

In South Korea
only a few still live. Tell this story to students of history. Put
it next to the Holocaust and area bombing raids so this never
happens again.

 


 


 


For Lilya
Litvyak

You belong to the tragic
Eastern skies fighting for your Motherland in your very own Yak 1
fighter plane. See you in my mind’s eye when you squint against the
sun as g-forces hug you tight, knife edge turn above Russian
steppe, flash of sun on your slender wings. In an airplane of wood,
you not yet 22 years old flying and fighting.

Tell me, Russian girl,
does a Yakovlev handle better than a Lavochkin La-5?

I am helplessly caught up
in your story. Is it true you had white lilies in your cockpit? Did
you glimpse them as you fell to earth, dying at twenty two? You,
the White Rose of Stalingrad, fallen heroine, air ace in her
airplane of wood, my airborne heroine. Finally laid to rest, a Hero
of Russia, no known grave for forty years but under the wing of
your fragile warplane.

As you force landed your
plane near Dmitriyevka, they found you – did you die in their arms,
mortally wounded by Nazi gunfire? For Mother Russia you paid the
ultimate price in her time of need and darkness. One so young who
did her duty and who out flew them all. At the height of your youth
death took you, your life, your airplane.

Yet I remember you, will
not forget. If I could cross the gulf of time what would I say to
you? To see you smile would rock my world, to watch you fly in your
fighter made of wood would be a dream. Blue sky on white snow,
green airplane with red stars, blonde haired girl forever in
Nature’s blue sky, flying…

 


 


 


They Were

They were boys going over
the top to die in their tens of thousands in the mud of the Somme.
Nazi youth best in the world bar none, proved wrong over wide
steppes of Mother Russia. Hurricane pilots fighting Japan over
Ceylon, Burma, Imphal, lost pilots barely 21, made men in lonely
cockpits. Red Chinese boys laid bare bone bloody against Yankee
lines, human wave failure. In the jungles of Nam stoned Americans
kill more yellow men and women, want their youth back more time to
do drugs without time taken up by killing.

Falklands calling,
Malvinas battle boys to men 8,000 miles from home, for Britain left
many behind last colonial war. Desert combat, boys to men now
highly skilled killers for oil and the engine.

Today, where will it be
next? War calling more boys to be men, to quietly die in combat or
call for their mothers. Fate will tell – now we wonder. Boys finish
school, part of the lottery of death crying for more soldiers and
innocents to die in death.

 


 


 


Stolen

He used to write to her,
doing pen pal letters in his spare time, when not on
duty.

She replied back
in-between marking her students' work. Nothing special, you
understand, it’s good to be friends and have fun.

Over a year’s worth of
letters sent both ways, something young people do.

Talking about music and
films and their lives. He was Israeli, a soldier and Christian, she
was Palestinian, a teacher and Muslim. A year separated them. Out
of the blue they came and took him from his homeland, to her land,
but he wasn’t destined to meet her. They took his colleagues, too,
and killed a lot more. Her letters went unanswered. She received
one of his sent before all of this. His side retaliated as they had
to do; after all, they had to be seen as strong by one-and-all.
Over one month of attacks to free their boys, we’ll show them,
no-one will be spared.

True to their word, so
many died by their firepower, wrecking a country with little done
in return. He remained a prisoner, her photo hidden in his wallet.
She wrote letter-after-letter, all unanswered. She cried at his
silence, missed his words and talking. Why can’t our countries talk
instead of having this stupid war?

They took my friend and
started all of this. If only they would talk and not fight. How
stupid they are! Bring my friend back to his people, I want his
letters, to meet him!

We’ve never met due to the
border, a line made by politicians.

We are not so different,
could this be love, stolen by war?

 


 


 


So Far From
Home

Under a curving shimmering
blue fish bowl sky the small Patrol Torpedo boat cruises gentle
summer swells in the distant Pacific, under summer skies torn apart
by brutal bitter total war.

Small PT boats crewed by
fifteen men ranging far and wide, hunting for fat Japanese merchant
ships.

Boom! Go the torpedoes
when a nice juicy target is found and a quick getaway to fight
another day.

If the Jap’s capture the
American boat and her crew alive it will be torture and a slow
death for Nippon’s enemies. They don’t intend to get caught, would
rather go down to the ocean bottom if their small deadly craft is
hit by enemy gunfire.
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