
Volcano poem  

 

The volcano was so high, 

It nearly made me die, 

The crater as bowl-shaped as andy’s head, 

The molten rock is smouldering red. 

 

V2.the sound of rumbling, 

And hearing the rock crumbling. 

Malakai’s face started to beaM, 

 As the volcano began to steam. 

 

V3.The noise was booming, 

As the lava started oozing. 

It was bright sparkling orange and red, 

Like a sunset close to being dead. 


