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As I swung the door open it complained angrily.

The dreaded cupboard door pounced at me,

Vomiting the sticky ,mucky clothes .

The bed screeched ,swallowing me up as I jumped on it.

The loud wind smashed 

Into the window 

clattering the glass into pieces,

On the floor.

The TV quietly and peacefully slept on the shelf.

And the never used coat hangers lay dead on the floor with their arms out. 

 
      by Aimee
