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Swooping flying over head height,
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Kites flying everywhere,

Kids running down the street chasing a paper bag,

Leaves, orange, red, green, yellow and gold falling down from the trees.

Boats crashing, tipping over,

Waves bashing of the rocks,

Dolphins trying to get away,

From a weird, wild, whacky storm.

Here comes the wind around every corner,

Children running across the road,

People keeping their hats on, girls keeping their skirts down,

Watch out the wind is on its way.

Doors creeping open and slam shut when wind comes,

Waking the children up,

Mams keeping every nift and cranny shut,

Doors and windows closed but the wind still get in.
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