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My Back Garden

As I sat in my bhaoack garden, I saw a flock of starlings
soaring rapidly over my head. Their hlack, sparkling
wings glittered in the hright sunshine.

Slowly, I walked on the lusciouws, emerald-green Lawn,

enj.oiying the gzzi ,0; the QIrosA bhetween muy toes.

After I lay hack larzily in my comfy garden chair, I
could hear the grumhbling growls of my neighbours

Adog.

In the distance, I could see fluffy, white clouds like
cotton wool floating in the oaguamarine sky. It was my
Javourite sort of weather, hecauwse I could feel the

comforting woarmth of the sun on my faoce.

Before I went haock inside, my nose detected the scent
of smoke drifting grodually closer towaords me. Lt
must bhe a horhecue! My stomach rumhbhled louwdly; I
could almost taste the charred bhurgers and sirzzling
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Miss Anderson and Mrs Deas
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