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Synopsis 
This collection of poems captures the essence of disasters which have impacted upon great loss of life and speaks with the voices from the communities of individuals who have been impacted upon by these events. 
What inspired me most for writing accidental or terrorist poems was the fact I was born on the 5th anniversary of the Aberfan disaster which occurred on October 21st, 1966; it is therefore a constant reminder every year as it falls on my birthday. While I celebrate, the families of the Aberfan disaster can only mourn for their children, husbands, wives, grandparents and so the shadow always casts a little onto my own world and dampens my celebration for a moment. 
Writing these poems has been a fulfilling experience as I saw my ability to connect with a situation or person, turning into words. Some of the poems have been recorded and hearing them read out added to the life of the poems and made me realize that this was an inclusive way to share my work with others who may equally suffer with sight issues. It also gave me the chance to use authentic accents for the readings so that the personalities of those captured in the poems could speak. In the future these poems will all be made into recordings which will be made available in an online forum, along with an extended collection of poems based on these and other themes.
Ellie’s Poems, Facebook [online]
https://www.facebook.com/Ellies-Poems-107842030927887/ (Accessed 9th May 2020)
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Image 2: Survivors of the Llanerch Colliery Disaster 
[bookmark: _Toc39934536]Tears of Disbelief
If you travel to Eastern Valley to the bureau of Dol mine,
The memories of a pit called the Llanerch Colliery mine
Gone but not forgotten there’s a story to be told
Our generation of minors never had the chance to get old
They worked their fingers to the bone a coal seam then chase
Hard sweat and toil of a darkest coaled face
It is disaster was waiting for 176 men and boys
And naked flame in explosion an earth-shattering noise
And a valley would then mourn communities in grief
And they looked at the heavens with tears of disbelief
Another typical tale told in Victorian times
When owners would never answer to their guilty crimes
And these minors deserve more than would be treated with this day
Profit before safety when there was money to gain
That's why we always remember.
[bookmark: _Toc39934537]Lost Fathers and Sons
Industrial fortunes, heartache, despair
Unforgiving mine owners, profits to spare.
Victorian times brutal, families downtrodden,
deep in the bowels, brutality so common.
Life it meant nothing, back in the day,
child exploitation, the Victorian way.
Worked to the bone, a twelve-hour fray,
exhausted, weary, a pittance for pay.

Safety non-existent, there were many lives lost,
whilst mining black gold, an ultimate cost. 
With no education, a trapper he became,
deep in the bowels, his future proclaimed.
Down Llanerch pit he labored, alone in the dark,
calling for his father, always fearing a spark.
He shouted down the face “Don’t worry son”
in another few hours, our day will be done.
An explosion resounded, he prayed to God, 
I knew lives were lost, where my father had trod.

Many men and boys, were taken that day,
trams full of bodies, death and decay.
Birds hushed their singing, an eerie silence,
souls trapped below, dealt a death sentence.
Alas he survived, but was later betrayed,
justice unserved, inhumanity displayed.
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Flames raged and licked that day in the Glen
Brave men paid their price for coal held within
Fired up the cause that fateful day no, bodies recovered they rest where they lay
The rescue was futile of funeral pyre, the Glen to be flooded to put out the fire 
In a few days later or grief would be spread, a fireman's era will leave many more dead
The deadly pit that was Dulhan employed many men’s future secure
February morning the devil in the dread, just like the Glen men buried and dead
The Manor went down to that dark silent place, not knowing their fate with a smile on their face
The fears of families in the back of their minds, not even thinking this would be the last time
They say that the gas had come from Glen pit, it travelled a mile silent and swift 
Explosion occurred down the quick slope, fast loud and deadly, left little hope
The mother would cry my three boys had been taken, a grief would be felt by a whole mining nation 
176 was the number they lost, a fireman's era they all paid the cost
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Yr oedd yn fy ngwaed i, yn ddyn o lo,
yn union fel fy nhad yn rhoi corff ac enaid.
Roedd Dad yn un, o'r brîd glas creithio,
ond nid oedd ei ddymuniad, ond ni wrandawodd.
Fy arwr yr oedd, yr oeddwn yn falch o ddilyn,
gwyddwn yn fy nghalon, bilsen chwerw i llyncu.
Sgwrs cap a roddodd i mi, roedd rhaid i fi wrando,
gan roi ei fendith, gyda bregeth o angerdd.
Yna ymunais â'm tad, yn y coluddion isod nicdafis "y rhedwr" cofeddygol,
poenydio a'm pryfocio, cymerais ef ar yr ên.
O fachgen i ddyn, balchder yn segur o fewn,
wedi ei dynnu i'r hanner, mi toiled ungerdir.
Anadlu mewn llwch, i gynnal synau'n gwichian,
wrth ochr fy nhad, roeddwn i'n byw breuddwyd.
Heb unrhyw ofn, mewn amodau mae eithafion,
yn cacoffoni o swn, perygl iddo ymlecio.
Fy feistres ddu aur, mor aml yn melltithio,
tan a chwympiadau, yn cymryd llawer o ddynion dewr
Heb unrhyw rybudd, condemnio'n anffodus,
heddiw dim mwyngloddiau dwfn, diwydiant sydd bellach ar goll.
Llawer o fywydau yn aberthu, yn sugno pris,
ofnadwyn y twll du hwnnw isod, cynigiais weddi.
Dwi'n goroesi â'm tad, gan leddfu anobaith.
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Image 3: The Crime of the Aberfan Disaster 
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It’s some 50 years since a little nation broke its heart
When 144 souls were sadly forced to depart
On an unwanted journey before their time
When bells to heaven were made to chime
An unwarranted tragedy that caused so much pain
A colliery spoil tip that saw too much rain
The rock and shale moved in the biggest hurry
Covering a primary school in a suffocating slurry
Where hearts were beating. They beat no more
Aberfan was broken to its inner core
And we all wept with them and shared their grief
As the looked to heaven in disbelief
A half century has passed since that tragic day
I’m sure our nation will coercively pray
To remember a generation that was sadly lost
To a village in Wales at heart breaking cost.

[bookmark: _Toc38464750][bookmark: _Toc39934542]Goodbye Mammy
Goodbye mammy I’m going to school,
That wind whipping my nose is raw, and so cruel.
I’m playing with friends now, were having so much fun,
Skipping and jumping but I like to run.
Teacher called us in, we’ve finished our play,
Lessons are starting let’s begin our day,
Something just rumbled, it wasn’t my tummy,
I’m scared it’s so dark, so please help me mammy.

Please don’t cry mammy, it doesn’t hurt anymore,
They found me at last, where I lay on the floor,
I have to go mammy, teacher is calling my name,
But she says it’s alright for I’ll see you again,
When our days are over, we can play in the grass,
In the beautiful garden that was once Pantglas.

Until then my mammy just know I’m near,
I’m safe with my teacher there is no more fear,
We all get to play now, just like that cold day,
When the sky turned so dark and we all went away.












Cofio Pawb Yn Aberfan / Poem for Aberfan.
Cerddodd i'n hystafell ddosbarth, gan wylo gan ffrydio ei hwyneb
Eisteddodd i lawr yn araf wrth ei desg, dim ond syllu i'r gofod
Roedd pawb yn dawel, cododd un disgybl law"
Miss, beth sydd o'i le? ieueinc crio, rhowch wybod i ni, os gallwch "
Roedd yr athrawes yn lolio o gwmpas y dosbarth ac yn sibrwd"Ie,
Gallaf, mae rhywbeth ofnadwy wedi digwydd i ysgol yn Aberfan"
Roedd y dosbarth i gyd yn crio,
Dechreuodd rhai merched i sgrechianyn, tyner yn dweud wrthym, fel pe bai'n freuddwyd
Doedden ni ddim yn gwybod dim ond beth i'w wneud
Pan oedd un llais yn sibrwd
"Mae fy mrawd yn Ysgol Pantglas"
Y dyddia hwnnw fyw am byth, disgynodd y dydd i fynydd
[bookmark: _Toc39934543]Fe'i tiriwyd, trodd y pentref cysglyd hwnnw yn uffern fyw
Collwyd cymaint o fywydau y diwrnod hwnnw, Dychmygwch, os gallwch
Cant pedwar deg pedwar, a gymerwyd gan y domen yn Aberfan
Roedd gan lo bris i'w dalu bob amser, wrth i'r diwrnod hwnnw ddechrau
Lo aeth mae'n ergyd drom ffyrnig o werin Aberfan
Mae gardd heddychlon yno'n awr, lle y cynhaliwyd y fasnach honno
Yr hyn oedd yn uffern ar y ddaear yn awr yn lle heddwch a gras
Mae’r plant yn gorwedd gyda'i gilydd ochr yn ochr mewn cwsg heddychlon
Ymguddiodd eu cof mewn cerrig ar y llechwedd serth
Mae'r ardd yn nodi'r man tyngedfennol ar gyfer y diwrnod trasig hwnnw
Y diwrnod yr oedd glo yn ei gymryd yn dial, yn verycrel fordd
Os gwelwch yn dda dewch, dewch i gerdded ar hyd rowso cerrig beddau os gallwch chi
A dweud gweddi a rhannu deigryn, er mwyn i'r werin Aberfan
Ond cof yw'r domen yn awr, dim mwy o staen ofnadwy
Mae'r glo wedi mynd, mae popeth bellach yn heddwch ond, mae'r atgofion yn aros
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The clock it did tick
The bell it did ring
At the beginning of that day
You did hear the children sing.

The smile on their faces,
Of each teacher and child
Looking forward to their day
Each one so meek and mild.

The laughter and the happiness
As they day did begin
The game that they would play
Each song that they would sing

The day had begun 
But little did they know
Not one person really knew
How that day would go.

But tragedy happened
When the land it did slide
Killing so many people
A teacher…. A child

So many families
Lost ones on that day
Who knew what to do?
Who knew what to say?

But as they pulled together
The bond in that village grew
Between each family
At the end of that day they knew

That the next day ……….

The clocks would not tick
The bell would not ring
At the beginning of that day
You would not hear children sing.
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Image 4: Grenfell Fireman Claims Crews Lacked Training to Tackle Blaze
[bookmark: _Toc39934546]Grenfell Tower
At the time of the Stuart’s history was made
A small little fire burned rampantly
Devastating a city. Much was raised to the ground
An event to this day that still does readily astound
For such a history event the death toll wasn’t high
Yet here we are now asking a massive big why
Why in an age when technology is ahead of the game
Somebody, somewhere will be accountable for blame
But now is not the time. It will be sorrow and grief
As a nation and the world looks on in disbelief
Our thoughts and prayers go out at this saddest of hour
To the poor victims of tragedy. Who lived in that tower?
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It was the sanctuary the refuge
it was their homes in the sky.
It became a place of tragedy and sorrow
and we still ask why.
The world would watch on
it watched the conspiracy unfold
played out on screens 
a shameful story being told.
It should never have happened, be a lesson from the past
the lessons been ignored, though questions
been asked but it happened.
We saw it, the anguish and the pain
we saw a towering gulf, by a lit naked flame.
So many innocent lives, it seems such a crime
forced to take their last breath, it wasn’t their time.
And the politicians told, they seen an opportunity
to gain the words of a piercement they play on the pain.
The saddest of times a moment to share this belief
our community of people were faced with the ultimate grief, 
to many lives lost.
But we must remember,
we must see these poor defenceless souls
whose deaths were just never being told.
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Image 5: Tribute in Light for the Lives Lost in the Twin Towers
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It's 18 years to the day
but still our minds are haunted, 
humanity had lost its way
our way of life was taunted.
Innocence was stolen,
in an instant just deleted.
But a twisted at ideology,
their evil task completed.
Martyrs to a fruitless course,
hell-bent on mass destruction.
Snatched the lives of many,
just by following instructions.
Young and old were taken,
to them they were the same.
Sacrificial offerings,
in someone else's name.
We watched not comprehending
the evil in plain sight.
Yet through the choking dust and flame
there came a brighter light.
The hands of the unselfishness
the fearless and the brave,
arms linked, they headed into hell
the lucky ones to save.
No time to grieve nor shed a tear
for those that now were lost,
it would be many weeks and months
before we knew the cost.
With head in hands we saw them
at the changing of their shift,
blackened by the arcade smoke,
the senses cast adrift. 
Consumed by only horrors
the man’s eye should never see,
yet held together by the threads,
oh, shear bravery.
At home we sat in disbelief
and watch them on the screen.
Faces of the helpless 
look inside the darkness dream,
hoarders of shoeless hopeless faces.
Without a destination 
running street to nowhere,
in their utter desperation.
Amid made the wail of sirens 
the weeping broken throng,
their eyes fixed on the skyline, 
knowing everything was wrong.
As brave men wept for brothers, 
that would never be returned.
From the stairwells and their offices, 
that high above still burned,
The hopeless on the aircraft, 
the workers unaware,
the firemen and medics 
headed to despair.
The city folks that saw it all 
as the world watched on,
all of them were crippled, 
by the sight of what went on.
Its eighteen to the day 
we shall remember 9/11
And pray there will be no trouble there again. 
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It did not seem real. Yet there it was on the screen,
A sad moment in time. it seemed like a dream.
When a crime oh so heinous. When evil would play,
Created a juncture in history. On the sunniest day.
Evil men carrying innocents. They were flown to their death,
On a day, many thousands would draw their last breath.
Buildings would crumble. Buildings will fall,
Yet heroes were made. Having taken the call.
And those heroes would die. Running in with no pause,
Providing a lifeline, for the most heart-breaking cause.
And the world would watch on. We would struggle to believe,
Those poor innocent people. Who the world should then grieve.
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Supposed places sanctuary and prayer
Where congregations gather and share
With their ideals and their belief
Yet all we see is sadness and grief
And religion is that tool for carnage and fear
Terrorising with violence, not even shedding a tear
Will we ever see a time when this terror will cease?
Will we ever reach a point of harmony and peace?
We stand up in solidarity when this slaughter is unfurled
But I’m struggling to believe we’ll ever have peace
In this world.
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Image 6: Manchester Bees for Remembrance and Solidarity.  
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Dawn is breaking in the city
Just the way it did before
The innocent…forever young
Each day they miss them more
Time passes by so quietly
The months turn into years
The morning rain falls softly
Concrete kissed by angel’s tears.

The hiss of the espresso
The train at platform four
As morning comes to Manchester
Like every day before
The rattle of an early train
The hum of the commute
The cleaners and the workers
The guy who wears the suit.

All going about their business
All singing their own song
Got to get to where they are going
No time to linger long
As the city stretches into life
They go their merry way
Each one of them aware
This is no ordinary day

For its etched on every memory
It beats in every heart
Today marks time around again
Of a city torn apart
So, as they make their way to work
On bus, tram and train
Staring through the dirty glass
At the grey Manchester rain

They may fool you into thinking
As you watch them muddle through
That perhaps they have forgotten
These stolen twenty-two
But look a little closer
At those faces in the street
Defiant and united
No surrender, no retreat

For there will be no quarter
For those who caused their pain
No mercy for the merciless
If they should ever come again
The anger and the suffering
The burning deep regret
Do not look back in anger
But for God’s sake don’t forget.

Today they will remember them
With soft unspoken sorrow
And they still will be remembered
If you pass this way tomorrow
Grief is worn on the inside
Just as often as the out
Silence does not always mean
There is nothing to shout about.

One love belongs to Manchester 
It is truly special thing
One bee will not cause you harm
But a swarm of bees, they sting.















[bookmark: _Toc39934555][bookmark: _Toc38464756]London Bombing: July 7th, 2005    
[image: ]
Image 7: The Hyde Park Memorial for 7/7
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Fear has lived in London City.
There was fear, and there was lives’ lost.
Many were screaming for their lives’.
The victims' relatives had been met with loss
Honest men and women left for work
Without any idea what was going to happen.
Unaware to them hidden evil.
They'd left before the bombs went off.
The injured people, also the dead
Outsiders supported each other.
They helped, they did have the courage.
Those who they hadn't met were like friends now.
Attended to the wounded.
Help them to safety.
They revealed they had love which thrived by treating them.
Let's not forget

[bookmark: _Toc39934557]I Still Remember
I still remember where I was,
On that fatal day.
When evil was at work,
On the saddest day.

I was working my shift,
When the news filtered through.
Many lives had been lost,
By the hands of so few.
A city was in turmoil,
There was anguish and pain.
Londoners in silence,
For the innocents slain.

In the darkness of tunnel,
Deep underground.
On London’s city streets,
Carnage could be found.
Why would young men,
With lives still to live.
Be so easily led,
Their future they would give.

For me their sorry actions,
Was their deepest error.
Believing in a cause,
That was dealing in terror.
A sad moment in time,
When bangles went to heaven.
On a date to remember
We remember seven, seven.
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[bookmark: _Toc38464757][bookmark: _Toc39934559]Coronavirus: December 2019- Summer 2020
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Image 8: Coronavirus Touches Everyone, Everywhere 
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Hearts are breaking daily
Families are sharing grief
Tears are like raging rivers
A time of disbelief
Voices are being silenced
Too many are facing death
A virus has no honour
As it takes their final breath
These souls we must remember
When this tragedy does finally cease
For every angel that heads to heaven
It is time to rest in piece

[bookmark: _Toc39934561]Twenty Thousand
It began with just one
One single life
The beginning of a story
A story of strife
Then one became two
Two became four lives where been lost
Off to heaven’s door
And that does not shut
As the numbers would grow
Hundreds then thousands
A sad tale of woe
A milestone has been reached
Over twenty thousand have died
Families in grief
Tears being cried
So, spare a thought for these families
With a grief they cannot share
We cannot offer them much
Yet we can all share a prayer
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Oh, how little did we know
As we rang in the new year
That in a month…or maybe three
We all would wind up here

It started very quietly
It wasn’t breaking news
China had a problem
One of their exotic flus

We saw the TV footage
Chinese whispers for a start
The first signs of a virus 
That would blow the world apart

Gradually it came to pass
The headlines traded places
Brexit faded out of view
Replaced by masked up faces

We saw, but didn’t comprehend
Those images so strange
And we wallowed in the safety
Of being out of range

But as we quietly pondered
This catastrophe afar
It was coming on a jet plane
By sea and rail and car

Returning from vacation 
It travelled coast to coast
Attending business meetings
With suited fellows as its host

There was no trumpet fanfare
To mark its royal arrival
But soon it had us
In a battle for survival

Behind the doors of COBRA
Panic did ensue
Medics and advisors met
But no one had a clue

What was once a foreign problem
Was now clearly systemic
China’s best kept secret
Was becoming a pandemic

Then came the special bulletins
Addressing to the nation
A dumping down of panic
In a sticky situation 

The ministers were pondering
On their first of many plans
Confident we’d all be fine
If we practiced washing hands

But as we saw the death toll
Rise in Italy and Spain
They were back to screen to tell us
We would have to think again


Conceding that this Chinese thing
Was not what we first thought
The schools were closed indefinitely 
And groceries were brought

As the people felt the fear rise
The shops were all stripped bare
The apocalypse was looming
And there was no time to spare

Right across the country
Swept the most bizarre of scenes
People fearing for their lives
Turned to toilet roll and beans

Then came the dreaded order
That we must stay at home
It wasn’t safe to mingle
We must isolate alone

To venture out for shopping
Became a dreaded task
We sanitized the trollies
Wore headscarves for a mask

No more would we be social
And we look it straight to heart
If anybody didn’t heed
Those two meters apart

Families met on Facetime
Some of them on Skype
We chatted on the internet
Conspiracies of every type

And as the days turned into months
We couldn’t help but wonder
If the freedom that we once enjoyed 
Would be forever cast asunder

Today we wait with faith and hope
For a chink of light to shine
To give us back those long-lost lives
That once were yours and mine

And when at last we lift the latch
And return to what we know
We won’t forget the feeling
Of the darkness we went through

We likely never shall forget
Those lives all lost in vain
Numbers on the daily toll
All never seen again

The doctors and the nurses
The man who drove the bus
Another day, another time
Could just as easily been us

But maybe we just might return
To nurture seeds, we planted
To love our lives a little more
And not take it for granted

And to realize value
Of closeness and of touch
The joy of wrapping arms around
The ones we love so much

Perhaps we’ll come to realize 
like we never did before
that in this world of plenty
Less…is definitely more 
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