The Wind

Swooping flying over head height, 

Kites flying everywhere, 

Kids running down the street chasing a paper bag, 

Leaves falling from the tree, yellow, red and green.

Boats crashing and tipping over, 

Waves bashing off the rocks,

Sails waving at the top,

Lighthouse flashing when the boat arrives.

Here comes the wind round every corner,

Children getting knocked over,

Hitting peoples work buildings,

Making people scream.

Doors bashing off the house,

Tiles smashing off the path,

Mam locking all the doors and the windows,

Children waking up as the tree taps at the window.
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