 The wind 

The wind screams

Passing through the trees,

Making the tree branches move, 
The winds scream echoes through the wood.

The wind dresses the grass

As it scares the flowers,

It shouts at the trees,

And it’s singing its mournful song.

The wind cry’s out

To the swallows as they gather in the sky

Dancing happily.

The wind soon settles

To it’s bed.

By Courtney                             
