
Quietly 

 

Quietly the sun rises, it is as golden as sand 

Quietly I slowly get out of bed, 

Quietly I wash my dirty, dusty face 

 

Quietly I put on my protective armour, 

Quietly I polish my shiny, silver sword, 

Quietly we raise our shields together 

 

Quietly we march out of Rome 

Quietly, quietly, quietly 

 

By Logan Holman aged 7 

 

 

 

 

 

 


