Aberfan poem

Where was God that fateful day
At the place called Aberfan.
When the world stood still and the mountain
Moved through the folly of mortal man.

In the morning hush so cold and stark
And grey skies overhead.
When the mountain moved its awesome mass
To leave generations of dead.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Where was God the people cried
Their features grim and bleak.
Some were on their knees in prayer
And many could not speak.

The silence so still like something unreal
Hung on the morning air.
And people muttered in whispered tones
Oh God this isn’t fair.

The utter waste of childhood dreams
Of hope and aspirations.
A bitter lesson to be learnt for future generations

But where was God the people cried.
The reason none could say
For when the mountain moved its awesome mass.
God looked the other way.
