The River Poem

As white as snow sneaking and T

In the night. It like glittering
in the blackened sky.
Grey and ghostly it haunts the river
Bed, creating

BANGING noises like a plereist in a haunted house

BLACK like the ace of Spades,
Blue like a rare sapphire In the

BANGING like children racing out of
school.

blowing freely in the

wind.

Touches of aqua, and azure as lignt
and delicate as the sky in
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