
Lockdown  

 

An infected vapour lingering around 

Deceiving and sly, he does not make a sound 

 

Striking at will …. nobody is safe . 

 

His bloodthirsty looks cannot be seen , 

Yet we still quake in fear, his breath is sincere . 

 

But when we play our part, the spirits linger away  

Hope will return and it will sieze the day.  
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