Breathe Easy

My little boy with his crackling breath

His wheezy smile, his rising chest

Never a scarier sight for a mother who thinks you have a cold

The nebuliser to your tiny face it did mould

How brave you were when so young, to take it in your stride

Much braver than I, the fear I felt, so hard for me to hide
Watching you breathing as you lay snuggled in bed at night

It was the fear of the unknown causing all that fright
But now we know in dusty places, near cats, when you get paler 
It is time to use your blue and brown inhaler
So don’t be frightened Mummy, now I hear you say

Let’s both breathe easy and take it day by day
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