Like a black wo'lf, dark doucds crept through the night
sky and covered the andscape with a thick blanket of
terror and gloom. The Inky skes felt heavy ard it soon
began to ary from the heavens above

There was ro esaping the stoems anger. The wind
howled, an angry banshee as she swirled and whirled
her way through the trees, aver the river ard across
the moces that led to Potter's Farm

The animals were restless and faithful Jess barkec

t the intruder that had entered the yard. Even
the candles danced Irsice the belly of the lonely
farmhouse.

The Storm

‘Let me in,’ she screamed. Quick flashes of lightning
burst forth and with them came the grumblings of 2
glant’s thunder. The cornfields waved in the dstance

Lot me in' she screeched The ran tapped on the
wirdows and pounded on the doce The barn docrey
could be heard rattling in the distance

Lot me in,' she sheieked. And the saws and the spades
and the scythes all dattered and clanged in the too!
shed. But the iron beast that they surrounded stocod
firm ard would not move.

And oid farmer Potter sat in his armchair, Meg curled
up on his lap, With a cup of bot checolate 10 weem
his hands ard his favourite slipperns 10 waer his feet,
he locked out from the eyes of his castie and smiled &
warm sreile




