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WHITE 
WASH



But the sea got too hot, and the colors 
went white, The coral grew quiet, it lost all 
its light.

Once they were bright, the colors so 
bold, Dancing with fishes, a sight to behold.



Beneath the waves, Rosanna swam, 
To check the reef, so still and calm.



A frown appears, the sea looks grim, 
A ship leaks oil from bow to brim.



The reef turns pale, its colors torn, 
A silent cry from corals worn.



But Rosanna’s heart begins to flame, 
She swears to fight and name the blame.



She climbs aboard, the sky turns 
wide, 
With truth and care, she speaks with 
pride.



From hand to hand, her message flies, 
Through posters bold and earnest cries.



Now grown-ups pause and children learn, 
That coral’s fate is our concern.



On screens and news, the story spreads, 
From silent reefs to buzzing threads.



With buckets, gloves, and sandy toes, 
The people clean where plastic grows.



But deep below, the ocean sighs, 
Its colors lost in waste and lies.



They march for reefs, their voices loud, 
While divers slip beneath the crowd.



With gentle hands they lift the grime, 
To give the coral back its time.



A blush returns, a brighter hue, 
The reef begins to start anew.



Now coral gardens bloom and sway, 
In seas reborn by hope today. 
 




