Session 3 – Narrative in verse
21.10.1966 - Radford Semele, Warwickshire
They laughed through choir practice that night, admonished for fun. 
Irreverent and childish said the black crow.
But we are she replied, children.
With hymns sung and the promise of a wedding, the church empties.
The gang of girls giggled up the road and through the snicket,
six thirty, pitch black, home late again.
Yes you fancy Vern said Ellie, I’ll tell him tomorrow,
still shrieking I wave and run through the door.
Mama is home, but no shout from deep within the cave,
no where have you been? Have you seen the time?
Devoid of sound, no sisters fretting or baby crying,
a crackle from the TV and sobbing finds my ear.

Curtains drawn, fire low, just the light from the black and white screen
illuminating my mother’s wet face, she clutches the youngest close.
So many people moving like ants across the grey and black of the slag,
I knew the village, some of the children too, my tears mingled with hers.

Aberfan was the end of my childhood, 
the big white man with a big white beard for me, remains
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