[bookmark: _GoBack]We’re going to the seaside,
We’re going on the train.
‘I can see the sea,’ I cried,
‘I hope it doesn’t rain.’

Shoes off, feet bare,
Sand between my toes.
My family hire deck chairs,
We set them up in rows.

I’m hungry now, I lick my lips,
I wonder what’s for lunch.
Sand in the fish and chips,
Crunch, crunch, crunch.

