


Our youngsters face a new threat as they go about their day
To take the blame for spreading germs that just won’t go away.

They wear their masks, but not for gas, for germs they cannot see

They wash their hands, they make a space, protecting you and me. /
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They head to school, though it is now a very different place,
With ‘bubbles’, open windows, and new rules set just in case’.
Some friends and teachers disappear, when told to ‘isolate’

And in the meantime, all the others will just sit and wait.

We wait for news, we wait for change, we wait to win the war.
We dread that this new enemy will knock upon our door.
Our signs of hope are rainbows. Now the medics in our ranks

Are the ones that we look up to, and to who we give our thanks.

So, at a time when we remember those who fought and those who fell
Take a moment to give thanks that you are safe, and you are well.
Spread the love to those around you, say a prayer and just be kind,

Let those rainbows, one day, symbolise we’ve left this all behind.
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