An Gorta Mór
As I look up at the diamond glistening sky,
That never ending midnight blue void,
Oh, how small I am!
The beautiful sky,
How it makes the weights flutter off my shoulders.
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I feel very ambivalent, questioning life.
The beauty of the sky makes me brave, 
When I ask my mother this difficult question!

Oh, how I wonder!
Does God know this suffering in Ireland,
The grief I am experiencing!
Has he forsaken us?

Mother makes no promises,
As she doesn’t want to lie.
The comfort of mother, her shawl wrapped around me,
A well needed hug. 

By Mia Booth McCann. 
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