
THE RAINBOW

A work of fiction based on reality by Julia Francis

The skies were darkening, rain threatening as Molly hurried home from her shift 
at the General. She hunched her shoulders inside her navy raincoat as the drops 
started to fall, in the street the rubbish blew around her feet, scudding along in 
the growing breeze, as puddles started to form, the bottoms of her scrubs began 
to soak up the moisture. She made her way past the shops, closed now for 
weeks, the shuttered windows looking like blank eyes viewing the outside world 
that held no hope or optimism for change.  As a newspaper scrap wrapped itself 
around her ankles, she noticed he headline ‘Pandemic Grows – PM to 
Increase Lockdown’. As she reached the end of the road her bus appeared, and
boarding it, she sat the prescribed 2 metres from the other passengers and leant 
her head against the window, her thoughts started to wander as the bus bore her
homeward. Her shift had started at 7am this morning and it was now 8pm, in the 
time she had no time to sit and think, just a relentless round of washing, 
temperature taking, and oxygenating each patient on her Covid ward, some were
more seriously ill than others but all were grateful for what small kindness she 
could show in her busy day. She thought of one patient that had not made it 
today and a tear trickled down her face, with not enough PPE or ventilation 
equipment they were struggling but she would see it through because some day 
things had to get better. Reaching her stop she hurried off the bus and walked up
her street, every step an effort, then as she approached her house, she noticed 
in the window next door, a poster with a rainbow drawn on it with the words 
‘Thank You NHS’, yes she thought, there is hope.

In the next street Sidney sat at his front window, he had sat there every day for 
the last four weeks, ever since the Government had advised isolation for over 
70’s with health problems, “Sidney had a lot of health problems and was 
definitely over 70”, he thought ruefully. The trouble was that if you fell into that 
category you could soon be forgotten. He had once had a busy life as a car 
mechanic, even owned his own garage. Life was great, he had been married to 
Maudie for 60 years, a wonderful time filled with work and four children, this 
house had buzzed with life from morning to night, but Maudie had passed away 
five years ago and since then his world had shrunk. The kids did their best but 
with families of their own and busy jobs, he came very low on their list of 
priorities. He sighed, things were even worse now that no one could visit, 
neighbours left shopping on his doorstep but no one wanted to stop and chat, all 
afraid of catching this dratted virus. He turned from his seat at the window, he 
must do something useful he thought. An ancient desk sat in the corner of the 
sitting room, a relic of his old job, it was stuffed with paperwork and the drawer 
took some pulling and tugging before it shot out suddenly, nearly knocking him 
off his chair. He sighed, this could be a long job, a cup of tea was in order. As he 
waited for the kettle to boil, he wandered back into the front room and eyed the 
open drawer, the papers were half in and half out and suddenly something 
caught his eye, glistening from one corner at the back. Stooping down he 
gingerly prized it out, it was a brooch, small and round, made of marcasite, with 
a silver filigree surround. He gasped, it was Maudie’s brooch, one he had bought 
when they got married. “How did it get in there”, he thought. He carried it 
carefully to the window the better to see it, and, as he held it up the sun came 



out and caught the stones in the brooch, creating the most wonderful rainbow 
effect through the glass. The phone rang, it was his granddaughter, and as she 
told him about her day, he studied the brooch and smiled, “Oh Maudie”, he 
thought, “things will get better”.

Next door, Carrie sank onto the bottom of the stairs, her head in her hands. She 
just didn’t know where to turn. As a single mum with three kids, her life was 
always difficult, she worked at the local pub during the day whilst the children 
were at school, just about making ends meet. She prided herself on being self-
reliant and not obliged to anyone, but since the start of the pandemic the pub 
was shut and she was forced to rely on handouts from friends and the local 
foodbank. As for home schooling, she had never been too bright at school, and 
what the kids learnt now was beyond her. Even Penny her six year old could do 
sums and reading better than her. The children were no trouble usually, but at 
the moment they were testing her, almost as if they could detect a weakness in 
her that could be used at their advantage. She seemed to spend all her time 
firefighting, money for rent, food and heating all impossible to find. It all added 
up to a situation which left her exhausted and angry. Today had been the last 
straw, all three had wrecked the house playing Star Wars and she had snapped 
and sent them all to bed early, now she sat on the stairs and wept bitter tears of 
despair. Then, through the bannisters she saw a picture on the wall that one of 
the children had drawn, it was rainbow of joined hands with the words “Thanks 
Mum” on it. She smiled through her tears, maybe tomorrow would be a better 
day.

In the street, the skies lightened, the clouds parted, and a rainbow appeared on 
the horizon. 

Molly opened her door and gazed at the sight, she sighed happily and went back 
in to wash her scrubs for tomorrow.

Sidney returned to his place at the window, gazing at the magnificent spectacle, 
“Oh Maudie”, he thought, “what a lovely sky”.

Carrie trudged up the stairs, “Come on you lot”, she shouted, “let’s go and 
splash in the puddles”. They raced outside and, there reflected in the water was 
the rainbow, a symbol of hope for everyone.


