Wind Poem

The wind blasts down the street and blows the children’s hair up and down, 

Children playing in the wind with hats blowing off, Old men walking around in the wind, plastic bags flying into there faces, 

Little babies in there buggies rapped up but they are still cold.

The waves splash onto the rocks very big splashes,

The fishing men fight to get the very first catch,

The boats crashing into the rocks,

The men falling off the boats into the roaring sea.

The wind blows the tiles off the roof. 

Buildings falling over in a hurricane,

Old men’s coats blowing behind them,

Litter flying all around.

The curtains blowing as the wind blows throw the window,

Doors slamming, banging shut. 

Papers flying off the desk,

The wind gets through those little gaps.
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