Jack is coming
As the cold invades the warmth in the blue sky,
Degrees are dropping like rain, 
And drizzle on top of the beautiful horizon.
Next to the giant oak tree precious golden acorns 
Lie on the damp ground under the glistening sun.
Colourful leaves gently glide like sky divers to the green grass.
Bumpy old trees lose their thorny spiky branches.
Noisy birds gracefully fly.
That’s when the glamorous autumn is upon us…
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