The storm was as quick as an eagle,
With amazingly good eyesight,

It went so quick it sliced the trees,
It has black and white feathers,
And howls through the night,

Tt spreads through the jungle at the speed of light,

Gliding through the creepy,
,’}

dark night.

Tony looked out of the window desperate for something to do.
Finally he walked quickly out of the old, rusty car. As his old,
blissful grandpa greeted him, he walked slowly over to an old,
dusty cardboard box and sat down. Then something caught his
eyel It was an old picture, so he carefully climbed up to get it.




