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                  I am delighted to have compiled these 100

                  poems, an intimate diary of my thoughts

                  and observations through the most

                  extraordinary of times.

               

               
                  Huge thanks to Jen for her support and

                  creativity throughout (and for supplying me

                  with the odd glass of wine as I sat blankly

                  head in hands on the end of the sofa at

                  midnight!).

               

               
                  To Cora, Kate, Annie, Prince and Bertie,

                  for your boundless enthusiasm and

                  positivity throughout.

               

               
                  To the Guest Poet - you know who you are!

               

               
                  To Mum, Claire and all my other family

                  and friends, who’s encouragement and

                  messages throughout made it all so special.

               

               
                  Thanks to you all - we’ve been on quite a

                  journey. iv
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               Day 1: Crappy Birthday, Annie!

            

            
               
                  Happy Birthday dear Annie, Happy Birthday my pet,

                  That sure was a Birthday, you’ll never forget!

                  A raging pandemic; draconian rules,

                  Our futures uncertain, as you walked out of school.

               

               
                  Could be many months, til you’re back there to learn,

                  Some of the children, may never return!

                  So terribly sad, makes you want to cry,

                  They barely had a chance to say ‘Bye’!

               

               
                  The pubs have shut, the restaurants closed,

                  Not an easy decision, I don’t suppose.

                  But Boris seems to be doing ok,

                  Growing into the role evermore each day.

               

               
                  The primary target, the current thrust,

                  Is to strike a balance between ‘Order’ and ‘Trust’.

                  Sharing the responsibility and stress,

                  So we all support the NHS.

               

               
                  Just spoke to The Shanster, in New York City,

                  Things out there are none too pretty.

                  The healthcare seems to bypass the poor,

                  It could turn into a civil war.
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               Day 2: His Final Hand

            

            
               
                  Instructions today were that we should stop shopping,

                  As the masses can’t stop the shop-to-shop hopping.

                  Our nation is struggling, of that there’s no doubt,

                  As people just can’t seem to stop going out!

               

               
                  A message that really is coming through strong,

                  Is the people who keep the world ticking along,

                  Are the supermarket staff; the delivery drivers;

                  And the healthcare workers, who so inspire us.

               

               
                  And what about the hidden force?

                  Who could that be? The teachers, of course.

                  Enabling key workers to work without tears,

                  By shielding their children from worry and fear.

               

               
                  Annie’s Nintendo Switch has arrived,

                  To help with the endless hours inside.

                  And FIFA, the classic, her very first game,

                  Because life without football is quite insane.

               

               
                  And The Gambler played his final hand,

                  As Kenny Rogers departed our lands.

                  I’m sure that Dolly, will be shedding a tear,

                  So rest in peace to The Silver Beard.
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               Day 3: (Un)Mother’s Day

            

            
               
                  “DON’T GO NEAR, YOUR MUM TODAY!”

                  What a horrible message, on Mother’s Day.

                  They’ve brought us up, through all kinds of strife,

                  And our thanks are restricted to WhatsApp and Skype!

               

               
                  But it’s not all bad, is what I’m finding,

                  ’Cause every cloud has a silver lining.

                  Every day, face-to-face we speak,

                  Which beats a phone call once a week.

               

               
                  I spent most of the day scrubbing and cleaning,

                  Then strolled outside for some trampolining.

                  With dickie knees, and a dodgy back,

                  It’s a miracle I managed to get off intact!

               

               
                  Then drove to Tesco, to give Kate a lift,

                  Our own ‘key worker’, who’d finished her shift.

                  The abuse she’d received, the customers to blame

                  The responsible few, should be ashamed.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
4
               Day 4: Lockdown!

            

            
               
                  At half-past eight, through gritted teeth,

                  Boris delivered, a momentous speech.

                  Unprecedented times, in so many ways,

                  We’re now in Lockdown, for twenty-one days.

               

               
                  It could be longer, nobody knows,

                  Depends if the spread of the virus slows.

                  For the nation, this came as a bit of a shock,

                  We thought we were different – we’re obviously not!

               

               
                  We had a fright of our own last night,

                  As Jen was sick, with all her might.

                  She’s been feeling off colour for a couple of days,

                  But no other symptoms, now she feels ok.

               

               
                  And just before the nation closed up,

                  Mum dashed off to get her new pup.

                  They’ll really be, so good for each other,

                  I’m truly relieved, and chuffed for my mother.
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               Day 5: The Arrival of Norbert

            

            
               
                  The very next day, after Mum got her dog,

                  We followed suit, and our’s came along.

                  ‘Bertie’ he’s called, a real little treasure,

                  Holding a puppy is one of life’s pleasures.

               

               
                  A little bit sooner than we’d had in our minds,

                  But the lockdown gives us, the perfect time.

                  What a fabulous way to pass the boredom,

                  Teaching Bertie to wee in the garden!

               

               
                  But ‘Prince’, the corgi, is not so enamoured,

                  Who is this creature, invading his manor?

                  “Oi, little fella, this is MY gaff!”

                  In a couple of days, they’ll be having a laugh.

               

               
                  Our second ‘key worker’, gets up at half-five,

                  Off to Tesco, it’s just a short drive.

                  An absolute dream, as they save all their dough,

                  They’ve nothing to spend it on, sitting at home.

               

               
                  It really is a bonkers thing,

                  When they get back home and need to get in.

                  Through the garage, they climb back in,

                  And chuck their clothes in the washing-bin!

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
6
               Day 6: Weather, or Not?

            

            
               
                  Oh deary dear, it’s hard to believe,

                  The irony isn’t lost on me.

                  That after months of Biblical rain,

                  The sun has shown its face again.

               

               
                  But no, Oh no, Oh no-no-no!

                  Out in the sun, we cannot go.

                  Tantalising, a cruel twist of fate,

                  Like a carrot in front of the donkey’s face!

               

               
                  To be honest, it’s not just been overcast,

                  Relentless rain, it just wouldn’t pass.

                  Terrible flooding, perpetually dark,

                  At one point, Noah went past in his Ark!

               

               
                  Some good news, it seems, for the self-employed,

                  Common sense has been deployed.

                  They may be inclined, to ‘massage’ their tax,

                  But it needs to be fair, and that’s a fact.
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               Day 7: Bless the NHS

            

            
               
                  Happy Birthday to me! Happy Birthday to me!

                  Spent at home with the family.

                  Some lovely pressies, an Indian meal,

                  But this year, of course, it was not a big deal.

               

               
                  We got Mario Karts for the Nintendo Switch,

                  It doesn’t half trigger my competitive itch.

                  Annie may only be 12 years old,

                  But I still love to ram her off Rainbow Road!

               

               
                  My ‘working from home’ is going ok,

                  It somehow has lengthened my working day.

                  But birthdays and work were put to one side,

                  The Main Event took place outside…

               

               
                  … At 8pm, we stood at our doors,

                  And joined, en masse, in a round of applause.

                  To all involved with the NHS,

                  Receiving your care, we are truly blessed.

               

               
                  You’re as scared as us all, but you don’t ever grumble,

                  Selflessly caring – I’m so very humble.
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