Stormy Night
The wind howled and an overhanging branch from the tree outside Lucy’s window scraped against the pane. Suddenly, the dark sky was split in two by a jagged line of lightning.
[bookmark: _GoBack] In the distance, Lucy heard a sharp clap of thunder. She shivered and hid her head under the bed covers. She was afraid – in fact, very frightened now. Storms like this often lasted for hours. 
Lucy wondered if she should go down to the stable and check on Star, her new pony. He would be very nervous. She imagined him pacing around in his box; perhaps even whinnying for help.
 As Lucy lifted her head to listen for any sound coming from the stable, the sky lit up bright yellow, again. “That’s it!” she thought, “I’m definitely going down to check.” 
Pulling a warm jacket over her pyjamas, Lucy crept downstairs. She was just opening the back door when she saw the shadow of something moving by the corner of the house.  It couldn’t be Rusty the dog, because Dad had made sure he was securely tied up in the shed.
Next thing, a dark figure, bent over against the strong wind, came towards her. Lucy stiffened, then, with a sense of relief, she realised it was her father. He had been worried about Star, too.


