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Once upon a time, a lot of houses were made of
wood.

An underground shelter would be outside just a
few feet away to keep a family safe during a Cyclone or
Tornado.

In the safety of the shelter, they would have everything needed until the weather
improved. Only then could they raise the heavy wooden door and peek
outside.

The majority of houses are now built of bricks
so it’s harder for the strong wind to blow them down.

A strong wind warning had been issued.

Brian and his daughters tidied the garden
putting away anything that could easily be blown about in the wind.
The plastic table and chairs were taken into the garage and
“Muffins” kennel brought into the house. He was a little Terrier
that stayed indoors most of the time but he liked to be in his own
house when the girls were at school.

The twins, seven-year-old Charlotte and Amy, enjoyed helping their dad. They
collected any toys left in the garden and put them away.

Their mother Linda had been to the shop to buy
candles just in case the power went out during the storm. They
didn’t want to be in darkness.

Brian had his torch and checked the battery was
working.

On the table, Linda had
placed paper and crayons for the girls as well as a few board games
for them all to play. Sandwiches wrapped and juice waited in the
fridge.

The wind was getting stronger and the sky was
turning from blue to grey very quickly. Day was
turning into night and it was only 9am.

It wouldn’t be long before the storm hit and
they wanted to be prepared.

“Where is Cus Cus?” said Linda. The cat was
nowhere to be seen. They all searched the house but he wasn’t at
home. They opened the back door and called, but Cus Cus didn’t
come!

Muffin the little dog curled up happily next to
the open fire.

The lights started to flicker as the wind
rattled the windows.

Outside the trees had started to sway and the
wind chimes started to clang rather than chime.

The wind had started as a gentle breeze, calling
on the rain to make a shower. It pleased him to see the
different colours, as the
umbrellas were opened and people rushed to shelter.

Today the wind was going to enjoy turning
umbrellas inside out.

He wanted to beat his last record of 50 in a
day.

Next on his list were the trees. “How many can I
blow over this time?” he asked himself.

Getting up a little more speed he saw a small
tree.

One two three… blow! The little tree bent over
but its roots stayed in the ground. That made the wind cross, so he
tried a bit harder.

 

One two three…. blow! This time the little tree
was pulled from the ground.

“Easy peazy!” said





























The End

cover.jpg





