 The Beauty of the Sky….

After supper I follow mother outside to memorising,
 Heavenly, spectacular starry sky. The beauty of the
 sky made me feel brave inside.

The sky made me feel so small in the huge universe.  
I took a big deep breath and plucked up the courage
To ask mother such a difficult question.  
 
Mother does God know?
Has He forgotten about us?
Does He know that the people of Ireland are 
Suffering?
Does He even care about us?

Mother cannot guarantee that things
In the future will be ok.
She wraps me in her shawl.
I wish the hunger would go!
 
By Ella Mailey


