
About the Poets 

Sutton Writers has a thriving Poetry Workshop 
which meets every six weeks. The members are 
poets from different backgrounds and ages range 
from the 20s to the 90s! The Workshop is online; 
our membership is not only local to Sutton, but we 
have members who live in Devon, Brighton and 
Oxford. There are no geographical boundaries,  

The Workshops are a mix of reading and discussing 
our own poems and discussing the work of famous 
poets, or a particular genre or theme, or elements of 
the structure of poetry. We see Haiku, poems in 
form, rhymed or unrhymed. 

This is our third Anthology. The first coincided 
with a local event, which included our poems 
laminated and hung on lampposts, and troubadour 
poets at a weekend Art Fair. Sutton Writers also 
produced a pamphlet, featuring all the work the 
poets submitted. This Anthology 3 is published to 
coincide with our Writers Retreat Day, to be held at 
Whitehall, in Cheam, on 30th April. This will give 
the opportunity to hear the poets reading from The 
Anthology. 

There is only one qualification – that you enjoy 
reading and writing poetry, whether you are 
desperate to see your poems in print or write just 
for personal pleasure. 

 

 

 

About Sutton Writers 

Sutton Writers is an inclusive organisation that 
seeks to help and encourage creative writers. 

Some of our members are published, though many 
write purely for their own pleasure, and others have 
joined us to share their writing with those whose 
opinion they respect and trust. It’s sometimes 
difficult to write alone; simply talking to like-
minded people can be a help, enabling the writer to 
see their own way forward. 

To join, there is no minimum qualification, no 
audition – every member is equal, welcomed and 
encouraged. 
 
We meet monthly to hear from speakers across the 
writing and publishing fields, and we have 
weekly workshops where members share work in 
progress for feedback. 
 
“Writing” can encompass so many different aspects 
of the craft, and we aim to support and encourage 
creatives no matter their chosen genre or format. 
Our members have a wide range of writing interests 
– there are always a few novels of diverse genres, 
poetry, playwriting, short stories, works of fact or 
fiction, all at various stages from an idea to the final 
draft. 

Membership cost £40 per year running from 
September. For more information please visit our 
website at www.suttonwriters.co.uk or send us an 
email at SuttonWriters@yahoo.com 
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Honeywood Seasons 

The guardian of Carshalton Ponds, Honeywood  
floats on streams beneath its floors and reflects the 
season’s mood. 
Surely, it must be fixed with hawsers and buried 
anchor flukes, 
or lashed with cables to ancient, wide-girthed oaks, 
or does the old white house sit, patient in the rain,  
awaiting a flood to bear it off down Croydon Lane? 
 
Perhaps it is an ark with secret rooms, a zoo, 
whose doors release a crowd, which come out two 
by two. 
Does it hide fierce monsters, which when the night 
is dark, 
disport out of the Ponds and eat McDonalds in the 
park? 
And water nymphs who play their fairy tricks, and 
cast their spells, 
so nobody remembers - is that why no-one tells? 
 
In summer we sit outside; the café provides our 
feasts, 
beside the Ponds, set with a tablecloth of swans and 
geese. 
We throw crumbs to squabbling ducks and drakes, 
sit happily, drink tea, munch our homemade cakes. 
A Heron fixes its gimlet eye upon our dish 
dagger beak poised - but thankfully it prefers to eat 
fish. 
 

In winter, the Ponds ice-over. The birds stack, 
pilots, 
circling, awaiting a flight path to their landing slots. 
Final approach, prepare to land, undercarriage 
down,  
wings spread to skim across the water like a stone, 
and settle – gracefully. Instead, it is manic! 
Feet touch, slither, balance is lost. Wings flap in 
panic. 
 
They stop, struggle up, preen to protect their pride, 
carefully prepare to stand and stroll elegantly on 
their way, but slide. 
One leg slips right, the other left, composure 
flusters 
they quack and honk, shaking like scruffy feather 
dusters. 
Each year the seasons pass, and the Honeywood we 
treasure 
Is always here, a place for erudition, and for leisure. 
© Bernard Jacobs 
 
Alone 

Her garden’s the main source of her delight, 
Now that her husband doesn’t need her aid. 
Down on her knees, her primroses placed right. 
Admire her lawn, perfection in each blade. 
 
Her last few years were spent providing care 
With little time for passions of her own. 
Her children thought that fate had been unfair 
To place a burden she could not put down. 

A year of grief and suddenly alone 
Was somehow something she did not expect. 
And meeting friends by Zoom and on the phone 
Has emphasised the way her life is wrecked. 
 
Her family lives far away, and so 
Their visits come but few and far between. 
No longer loved and suffering her woe 
Created injuries that none have seen.  
 
She needs some love, but knows not where to look; 
At her age, no-one understands her need. 
She thinks she ought to put it in a book. 
Instead, continues silently to weed. 
 
Her life moves onward, following a course 
That seems to lead to nowhere, has no point. 
Driven by fate, an unrelenting force, 
Putting her past and future out of joint. 
© Colin Stern 

Litany of cats I’ve known and loved 

Dinky, first on the list of all our ghost cats, 
Has a black coat, white tie and what were once 
known as spats, 
He calls for his twinkle-toed friend every day 
To see if he wants to come out to play. 
He reluctantly reclines in my doll’s folding chair, 
Or gets a ride in the pram she is happy to share.  
Much later there’s Suky, butterfly- marked on her 
back, 
Who pulls back her paw to give my ankles a 
thwack. 
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She’s soon joined by Minky, once Winifred’s pet, 
Saved just in time from a trip to the vet.  
But that’s not the end. 
 
Rumpole is next, the law student’s friend, 
A lion of a cat with a touch of the wild 
Attended by Jungle, his brother’s love-child. 
Then come the strays who have started to roam 
Through the snow, wind and rain in search of a 
home, 
A plateful of food and a heater or two  
To dry off their fur so they don’t catch the flu. 
So Pushkin and Jess, a Postman Pat cat, 

Move into the garage. How about that? 
Pushkin’s coat shines in our tender care, 
It’s so silky and grey, we think he’s the heir  
To a dispossessed count’s far-flung domain. 
His face is that of a high-born cat but wait, yet 
again 
Some people say he could be part British grey. 

Tonight’s Halloween so when it gets dark 
If you go looking for ghosts just for a lark 
You might catch a glimpse of a very special 
phantom 
With whiskers, a tail and lots of momentum, 
Chasing spectres of mice, squirrels and rats 
Or even the shadows of other ghost cats! 
© Ann Pattison 
 
 
 
 
 

CHOICES 
 
Consider a centipede who has no choice  
but to engage in teamwork,  
lest some of its legs go awry, 
with disastrous consequences. 
 
Also consider a flock of sheep 
who follow their leader, 
without question, even into danger.  
 
Where do you fit in? 
Are you a centipede or a sheep?  
Or are you perhaps 
a free spirit that has the courage  
to stand alone and be counted? 
 
Have you the confidence to be different,  
and to really make your mark, 
 
to stand out from the crowd,  
opening a window on the world,  
with all its complexities and wonders? 
©Julie Beavis 
 
Tipton Sand Martins 
 
As I cross the old, five-arched railway bridge  
I pause midway looking down at the river. 
There’s an area of mellow stonework here 
where a red admiral rests, sunning itself. 
 
 
 

I sit and watch as groups of young and old  
coffee-rumped sand martins swerve  
around me catching insects on the wing. 
I listen to their high scraping calls  
as they swoop above my head or slalom 
at high speed through the arches under my feet. 
 
I can imagine a grimy tank engine 
pulling a line of green Southern carriages 
clattering and clanking across the bridge, 
smell the bite of coal dust 
and hot oily metal as it runs past. 
 
Beyond the bridge the old track now wiggles  
and dips its way through an avenue of trees  
towards Ottery St Mary, 
 
free from the constraint of sleepers, rails 
and the evenly graded ballast  
of the once straight track bed. 
 
On either side of the bridge, the sandy banks  
are pock-marked by irregular rows of tunnels, 
where generations of sand martins have chipped 
away  
inch by inch with their beaks and claws 
to burrow and build their nests. 
 
They’re all empty now though 
as the fledglings have flown with their parents 
on the long journey to the Sahel. 
Hopefully I’ll see them again in the spring, 
we’ll all be another year older. 
©Philip Smith 
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My City 
 
City of broken skins, 
you rise among the blue, the air and the concrete. 
threads of anger flood you mercilessly. 
 
City of broken skins, 
Your makeup of colours and architecture 
Fades between bitter throats. 
 
The horde advances, 
the contempt progresses 
bursts the opulent 
city of broken skins. 
 
And we would say, so beautiful is the city, 
But fatigue does not hide 
 
Walls laden with testimony 
they draw fateful hours 
prolonging between the asphalt and the parks 
 
Galloping sound battle 
throbbing under threadbare sweaters  
and the battleship, which, in laths and whipped, 
gallops 
 
City of broken skins 
You would be for enjoyment 
But no, you just 
rise among the blue, the air and the concrete 
©Claudia Forero R Douglass 
 
 

The Explorer 
 
I’m peering through my window 
And as far as I can see 
Are rolling hills to run in, 
With fronds up to the knee. 
 
I can feel the prickling grass blades 
Dancing tunes upon bare feet. 
I can smell the sun cut through the air, 
Blaze down and turn the wheat. 
 
I climb up high to find some rocks 
To chase elusive winds 
I stumble downwards, brambles rip 
Their mark upon my shins 
 
I fall upon a ripple 
Then a rush – the sound of seas. 
I bathe inside a waterfall, 
Cool fluid on my knees. 
 
And deeper through my window 
I imagine that I find 
A jungle, dessert, mountain – 
All explored within my mind. 
 
I’m gazing, staring, longing – 
Thinking, “that’s not life for me” 
I have no feet, no shins, no knees- 
My legs are wheels, you see. 
 
My garden is far greater 
Than the confines of a fence 
Imagination limitless 

And joys far more intense. 
©Debbie Brewin 
 
When Dad’s Away 
 
When Dad’s away my mother blooms 
a princess in peachy lace,  
gives the hoover the run around 
serenading the baby on satin hip. 
 
We feast on scrambled eggs and tinned salmon 
cross-legged on old magazines in front of the telly. 
Let the baby suckle to kitten-soft sleep, 
leave the dishes for the fairies. 
 
Night-time, my brother takes the dog to bed 
and I whisper waking spells, 
crossing fingers three, times three, times three 
o’clock, 
to tiptoe to the big bed 
and lie in the lee of your back. 
©Miranda Lewis  

Yet another Three haiku 

back to nature 
a box of eggs 
one wearing a feather 
                   Presence 
 
baggy cardigan 
her children and grandchildren 
in the pockets 
                   FemkuMag 
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toot toot 
little clouds following 
the big ones 
                   Akitsu 
© Christine Eales 
 
The Ostuni Olive Tree 
 
I remember the first time  
I saw it standing in front of the hotel  
where I was staying in Puglia. 
 
It was the girth of the trunk  
that was so remarkable, 
impossibly thick for its height 
and like fossilized wood writhing and twisting, 
it thrust into impossible contortions 
as if trying to break free from its confines. 
 
The more I looked at it the more I realised  
how much like a Japanese bonsai it appeared, 
although I knew it was far too big,  
as with the leaf canopy  
it was nearly three metres high, 
 
but standing in front of it 
I could see how generations  
had scaled up bonsai snipping techniques, 
pollarding and pruning to restrict 
greenery and wood  
in much the same way. 
©Philip Smith 
 

If Ever I Win the Lottery 
(Inspired by the imagination of Walter De La Mare 
in ‘If I were Lord of Tartary’) 
 
‘If I win the lottery, whatever would I do?) 
Ego and ethos conflicts, a battle would ensue. 
Should I Indulge in extravagance, superyacht upon 
the sea? 
Or help people, the planet, and marine catastrophe.  
 
First, I’d buy a Jumbo-jet, for immediate delivery; 
Emblazon my name across the side, in sparkling 
livery. 
Bejewelled throne in cockpit, with diamonds and 
Topaz. 
Red boudoir with a golden bed, glass roof to see the 
stars; 
 
I’d order them to plot a course, take off into the sky; 
No one would know where we might go, no, not even 
I. 
In velvet robes and golden braid, to my throne I’d 
stride 
With Caviar, vintage champagne, I’d fly to paradise. 
 
After hours of pampering, glimpse tropical isle; 
Capped by my marble castle, with cupolas in the sky. 
The walls adorned with priceless art, and ancient 
tapestry 
Portraits of my forebears, and even one of me. 
 
Smiling guests in black tie, waltz across the floor; 
Other friends are feasting, Oysters and Wild Boar. 
Medieval wenches flouncing, guests to quench and 
feed; 

Somerset’s best cider, and jugs of golden mead, 
Peacocks, Golden Orioles, each step a new surprise; 
While zebras roam my gardens, amid birds of 
paradise. 
Suddenly knocked to the floor, convinced I’m going 
to die;  
My mind’s confused and reeling, a brainstorm swirls 
inside. 
 
Commanding voice inside me, strikes my Lutine 
Bell; 
Forfeit selfish desires, or you will go to hell. 
Consider the less privileged, temptations resist; 
Millions of better causes, where your fortune can 
assist. 
 
Eradicate Covid, fatal illness and distress; 
Plant many million trees, in all the rain forests. 
Hire ocean experts, with scientific briefs, 
To spread to farthest reaches, protect the coral reefs. 
 
Finally, to care for earth, and its issue most alarming; 
Help every man, woman, and child, to combat global 
warming. 
To prevent rising sea levels, design a solar machine; 
Distil seawater with the sun, and turn the deserts 
green. 
 
If I win the lottery, it would be pure ecstasy; 
But gave my ticket to a homeless man; 
 
 . . . He deserves it more than me. 
© Marcus Jones 
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Hope  
 
I sit with my dog and we wait 
For the wonderful ‘what’ of time. 
 
She’s better at it than I am 
It makes her seem wise 
To be so calm in the face of uncertainty  
With so many harbingers  
Of grief all around us. 
 
I think back to a grandfather 
Several ‘greats’ away 
As he stood on the verandah of 
His farm in Tuscaloosa  
Adrift in cotton 
Up in flames 
By Yankees ravaging the South. 
 
Dr Nathaniel told his wife Mariah 
To be like the bees 
And build again. 
 
The beginning to me isn’t so obvious 
But you, little dog, whose domain is your bowl 
And patch of yard 
Look with Hope undimmed 
Are no help at all to me! 
 
The charred landscape 
Like a rebuke  
Sharpening the knife of hope. 
© Lucie Payne 
 
 

Remembrance 

I will not pay homage to your darkened grave 
Nor echo the whispers in a cold, stark knave, 
 
But I’ll picture your face, your hair, your smile 
Then pause for a moment, reflect for a while. 
 
I will not choose dates to respect you and mourn,  
Process in stark silence, head bowed, so forlorn. 
 
But whenever I rhumba and salsa my hips 
I’ll remember your rhythm - the dance on your lips. 
I’ll remember your sayings, your wisdoms; advice 
And know that you told me, “not once now, but 
twice!” 
I’ll remember, when cold, to put on my warm hat – 
My routines; my breakfast; be kind…all of that. 
 
I’ll be holding you closely when troubles abound 
When I’m struggling and needy, I’ll know you’re 
around. 
 
Then I’ll wrap you around me and feel your 
embrace, 
Your warmth is inside me – I’ll picture your face. 
 
I’ll fixate on the sunset, the green fields and stare: 
I’ll have my Remembrance – you’ll always be 
there. 
©Debbie Brewin 

 

To Aleppo gone  

a small grey boy on an orange seat 
 rubs a hand over an eye to see why 
 it runs, he doesn’t cry 
 he smears something, red dust 
 a sudden beat of concrete 
 the law of entropy when homes fall 
 a pile he’s pulled from 
 to sleep, to be re-born. 
in the silence of a small, red brain  
that digs itself beneath  
a small grey boy  
patched, dispatched  
to an orange seat 
last seen in the media  
waiting, waiting, how long? 
©Barbara Saunders 
 
You Began 
 
You began last September  
The very chestnut kernel time 
But even before that, hidden 
In seed within seed 
Like Russian dolls 
You were there, before 
You met the other half of you. 
Such long lost love at first sight 
You grow; the size of an avocado now 
Lungs more like gills, legs like a Grasshopper’s 
tucked up  
 
I like to think of you  
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Swimming there 
While your mother 
Hangs out the wash or 
Plays the cello. 
 
I yearn for it to always be so; 
No rending into school playgrounds, 
Failed love, long nights of loneliness. 
 
And yet you will come, little one 
To shake me out of this waiting. 
Only the salvation of loving you 
To keep me upright 
And steady in a storm 
When it’s bound your way. 
© Lucie Payne 
 
The House 
 
I have visited my house 
baked mud, 
lime stuck to the walls. 
 
The photos are gone 
First pang 
I hold my breath and tears 
 
Shelves once loaded with letters and eyes upon 
them 
now they are empty, without poetry. 
 
Albums with photographs without volume 
retain images, some of them torn, 
others have disappeared. 
 

But that's how we were, flat and beautiful, but full, 
with movement and history. 
 
A tiny dot in the memory. 
 
I scramble that short dimension, my home. 
I scout boxes, papers, food, memories, smells. 
Now there's nothing left of it, but the desire to be 
 
Another pang 
 
My eyes are almost heavy with water 
But I hold it back, because on the other side of the 
wall 
there, sits an old man 
laden with days and habits 
I don't know what he's looking at 
but he stares 
And with that stare I keep the pangs  
that shoot over my being without compassion 
 
And I give them back to that old man 
with the certainty that they will reach his being 
delicate, like an infusion of love. 
  
Home, once again, like this, 
Regain dimension 
 
© Claudia Forero R Douglass 
 
 
 
 
 

Chalk Circle - Nostalgia  
 
To stand obedient in the steaming sun hot, tired, 
unsure; 
Not knowing when I can move; this chalk circle is 
my prison; 
Not free to move; not free to be; awaiting some 
miracle cure; 
People disappearing coughing; each one human, 
each one the earth’s son. 
Masks cover the fear and the solitary tuk tuk can 
find no fares; 
The old are hit hardest we are told but still they 
colourfully stand; 
Begging not to be forgotten; crying for clean air, 
care and prayers; 
Their lonely isolation with no family to hug 
tightens the bondage band. 
 
The urge to run after a boy on a bicycle with rosy 
delicious bananas for sale,  
Curtailed by the burly arm of the law ready to 
pounce at any false move; 
My mind stands blank, family are strangers and 
creating the loneliest wail; 
The present bitten by Covid creates despair 
deepening the melancholy groove. 
 
Blood red sari hanging loosely clinging to 
vaccinated promises of freedom. 
Future hanging on hope for brood woven into a 
longing for Corona wisdom. 
© Nimmi Channi 
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Women of WWII 
 

They hung uniforms on pegs, 
as if they might choose  
to spy, fly Spitfires, join the WRENS, 
woman the anti-aircraft guns, 
barge into jobs for men. 

 
After the war, old enemies 
returned, moving posts again. 
A few flew, others, less riveting lives,  
soldiering on, serving men. 
©Barbara Saunders 
 
City Tree 
 
For decades I stood vigil outside a human dwelling  
at the edge of the city.  
I missed the hushed companionship of the forest  
but I gave my shade freely,  
bound the earth with my roots.  
 
An owl perched amongst my leaves.  
I soaked up water and made oxygen.  
 
Harmonious coexistence.   
 
Until they mutilated my limbs,  
tore out my roots,  
paved over the rich earth beneath.  
Until they burnt my body. 
 
I do not mind.  
My soul lives on amongst my sisters the clouds.  

I look down on fire and flood,  
on drought and hunger.  
And I wonder at it all. 
©Miranda Lewis  
 
The Dierdre Jones Recipe for Disaster  

Take one, plain, round woman and mix together in 
high rise flat. 

Add alcoholic male and beat thoroughly until she 
turns blue. 

Carelessly add sedatives, three children under five 
and an un-neutered cat. 

At no point should hope be included. 

Result: Suicide. 

Perfect every time. 
©Debbie Brewin 
 
Guilt 
 
The old man lay on a cardboard sheet 
He wore ancient boots on his bony feet. 
He’d a tattered cloak and an old serge suit 
He would ask for alms on my homeward route. 
And I heard him cry as I passed him by: 
“Oh, the nights are cold and the days are long 
And I can’t put right what I once did wrong.” 
 
So I stopped and asked him, “Tell me, please 
Why you lie here out in the street and freeze?” 

And he looked at me in the evening gloom 
With an eye that glittered with guilt and rheum. 
And his first reply was his usual cry: 
“Oh, the nights are cold and the days are long 
And I can’t put right what I once did wrong.” 
 
But his tale was sad and his crimes were great 
And the light was low and the hour was late. 
So we both sat down on a nearby bench 
Where I sat well back from his rising stench. 
And I met his eye as he made his cry: 
“Oh, the nights are cold and the days are long 
And I can’t put right what I once did wrong.” 
 
He’d a wife and child and a well paid job, 
But he drank too much with the local mob. 
Then he took cocaine and he got the sack 
And his wife left home and did not come back. 
But he gave a sigh as he made his cry: 
“Oh, the nights are cold and the days are long 
And I can’t put right what I once did wrong.” 
 
For he took to crime to provide his need, 
Used his fists too hard, made his victims bleed. 
So he went to gaol and spent years inside 
But reformed in there, made his guilt his guide. 
With his head held high he repeats his cry: 
“Oh, the nights are cold and the days are long 
And I can’t put right what I once did wrong.” 
 
So I wondered why he remained out here 
In the lonely street all the livelong year. 
And he said, “It’s my penance for what I did. 
I can live all right on the odd dropped quid.” 
And I now knew why he would always cry: 
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“Oh, the nights are cold and the days are long 
And I can’t put right what I once did wrong.” 
 
So I left him there under twinkling stars, 
With the sounds of laughter from nearby bars. 
And I walked on home with a heavy heart, 
I was sad that his life had been torn apart. 
I could not deny he was right to cry: 
“Oh, the nights are cold and the days are long 
And I can’t put right what I once did wrong.” 
© Colin Stern 
 
In Search of Reluctant Friends 
 
Let it be known that the finding, collecting, and 
selecting will go on.  
It is a necessary process.  
It allows time to breathe in its surrounding 
air.                                            
Salt. Sodium. Salt. Sodium. 
SALT.  
put it simply.  
I grasp it from its foamy pool, 
The Limpets, 
The eyes of witness, 
Hold dear the very thing my soul reveres. 
And when hollow shells drain out,  
I pluck them 
From surf’s bed. 
I am willing, but are they? 
Gaze still upon me, 
I find that I am clasping on, 
Holding on, 
to the vessel in its salty grainy goodness, 
Jagged edges and comeliness. 

A tonic for the mind 
For when it’s hard to ponder, 
To which and wander all things yonder. 
©Adrianna Furtado 
 
Love is… Eurostar by Proxy 

A table set out with travellers’ treats, 
With sumptuous samples of mouth-watering eats 
And a cute mini-bottle of finest French wine, 
All salvaged with care by that dear husband of 
mine, 
From his trip through the tunnel under the sea 
So when he got home, he could share it with me. 
©Ann Pattison 
 
No Sand, No Home  
 
My footsteps lie with the concrete 
Disrupted by a layer of rubber 
No sand I see. 
Nevertheless 
I sometimes lay down my shells and pretend to pick 
them up again – examining them closely 
I sometimes put them all in a bucket of water – and 
swish my feet in the manmade memory 
I sometimes give them away – but that’s a 
rarity…much less than occasionally. 
The shells are getting fewer now - I have but a 
handful left 
One – Two – Three – Four – I count– 
My heart sinking 
wholly 
slowly 

dimly 
poorly 
sullen 
My soul bereft 
 
To the place I’m from, I long to go 
To find these gems upon the floor 
To hold them 
To nurse them 
To tenderly submerse them 
In my brimming bucket full of tears – for them 
A home away from home 
 
Will you join me? 
Or must I drag? 
Because this concerns you too of course 
You’re sick of hearing me 
I know 
But this burden is one I pour outwardly  
To you, my friend 
It plagues me with no remorse 
 
Are you tired yet? 
Upon hearing this drone. 
How sorry I feel for myself 
Because I know what I seek is long past due 
Time sits considering 
My will slowly be dwindling 
For when I’m replenished  
I’ll be elated to leave you  
alone. 
©Adrianna Furtado 
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ARISE 

Rise up, rise up - you with young blood 

 It’s time you all marched on again 
They’ll try and nip your futures in the bud 

 
You’ll find your feet feel stuck in the mud 

It’s time for all your lives to change 
Rise up, rise up - you with young blood 

 
The hammer comes down with a thud 

You must not go, you must remain 
They’ll nip your futures in the bud 

 
You cannot move, stuck in the mud 
All arise, you’ve a world to change 

Rise up, rise up - you with young blood 
 

Think it over- as you chew the cud 
Have an opinion - and never abstain 
They’ll nip your futures in the bud 

 
And so march on- You may draw blood 

Fight and fight- and you ‘must’ fight again. 
They’ll nip your futures in the bud 

 Rise up, rise up - you with young blood! 
 © Paul Lawson 
 
 
 

‘If something is not possible then 
there must be a way to do it.’  
- Sir Nicholas Winton 
 
I’m a child, my name is Vera, and a stranger is 
about to save my life 
with one of 660 stamped train tickets. 
 
I’m going on a journey - 
my small suitcase is packed with a few clothes and 
treasured toys, 
I musn’t lose my precious papers, 
and I can’t take any valuables (unless hidden, sewn 
into my clothes). 
 
I’ve said goodbye to mummy and daddy, 
to my brothers and sisters,  
and dear granny and grandpa. 
I can’t know that this is our final farewell, 
there will never be a return,  
there will never be a reunion. 
 
The stranger, my saviour, is an Englishman, 
Nicholas Winton.  
I’m unlikely to meet him, only the brave Czechs 
who look after me, 
who are unknown and unrecorded, 
and will simply disappear. 
 
At Prague station I board the Winton steam train -  

I’m going West, destination Liverpool Street, 
London. 
I’m not to know that the destination of trains of 
reeking cattle trucks 
that pass going East is Auschwitz, Belsen, Dachau. 
The children on the other trains won’t have tickets,  
their numbers will be stamped on their wrists. 
 
My new life is about to begin,  
their old life is coming to a brutal end. 
 
I travel 1300 kilometres, by train and boat, 
for 4 days and nights. 
In London, my new family meets me, 
their new child. 
 
This year is 1938. 
 
  Fast forward 50 years to 1988.  
 
It is Holocaust Memorial Day. 
 
In a crowded BBC Theatre Esther Rantzen tells me 
the silver haired man I am sitting next to is 
Nicholas Winton. 
I’m Vera, the child from the Prague 
Kindertransport. 
 
Esther asks those who were saved by the 
Kindertransport to stand.  
The whole audience rises. 
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I embrace him and my outpouring of gratitude and 
love  
Reduces him to tears for he is a private man, a 
modest man. 
Even his wife did not know for over fifty years 
what he’d done,  
that he was the architect of our Kindertransport. 
 
Postscript, Fast forward to March 2022 
 
It is another day in another war, and again the 
children suffer. 
 
U koho vystachytʹ smilyvosti, bachennya ta 
blahodiynosti vidpravyty potyah, shchob ryatuvaty 
ukrayinsʹkykh materiv i ditey, a batʹky zalyshatʹsya 
voyuvaty za svoyu krayinu         
Who will have the courage, vision, and charity to 
send a train to save Ukrainian mothers and children, 
while fathers stay to fight for their country? 
 
It is the moment for today’s Sir Nicholas Winton to 
please step forward…      
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