Wind Poem

Playing out doors in the wind gives me butterflies in my tummy.  

When you play out side in the wind you need to get wrapped up.

Wind blows the trees and the leaves fall off the branches. 

People shiver in the wind, leaves swish, swash through the air.

At the sea the sea swishes as the boats go by.

At the sea boats are loosing control.

At the sea people can be absolutely petrified

At the sea the water is cold. 

In a city it is busy.

In a city there is lots of shops.   

In a city the wind blows the rubbish everywhere.

In a city the wind blows off your hat.

In a bedroom the curtains move,

The wind blows paper off the windowsill.

The bedroom feels cold in the wind.
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