The Forgotten Room

Once there was a room.

It was a forgotten room.  It looked very old to everybody who lived (and came) in that house.  Nobody went in (not even me) in case there was a secret!  Well, really, I believe that it was a secret for I know a little girl called Emilly who lives there, so I go almost every day!  I keep on trying to think up what the secret is.  Don’t you think one day I will be brave enough to actually go into the forgotten room?

My grandmother who died in 3004, told me that something was wrong in that forgotten room!  This is me thinking about the forgotten room:  maybe there was tigers and lions, or maybe even a huge junk zone!  Deep in my thoughts somebody way over at Emilly’s was walking through the door of the forgotten room!

The women went in for five minutes then ran back out again shouting theres nothing wrong with this room!  Come in!  Its lovely!  It’s a girls paradise in here!

Now there you are, a girls paradise.  Later on that day I went up to have a good look for myself.  I wasn’t really hoping to go in since I’m a teenage boy!  Are you nosey?  Well, at that moment I certainly was!  I very secretly peeped in and geuss what I saw?  A huge master bed, a table covered in make-up with a mirror at the back.  Pink wall paper with huge roses and and, I’m too puffed out to say any more!  When I got home I told my mam and dad all about it.  At that moment my mum jumped out of her seat, ran into the car and drove to Emilly’s house at full speed.  I thought, probably she wanted to go to the girls paradise.  When she came back at half past 3 with an angry face I asked what was wrong.  She said why did you lie and tell me it was a girls paradise, it was a boys paradise!  I did the same as she did, leapt out of my chair ran outside jumped in the car and drove to Emilly’s house.

I found out that it was a girls paradise.  This is going nuts!  Each time I went to Emilly’s house it was a girls paradise.  Each time my mam went to Emilly’s house it was a boys paradise!  I wasn’t really thinking it was a secret any more but I still thought that it was magical.  One night I went to Emilly’s house with some wood, a hammer, and nails.  I hoped my plan would work.  I quietly hammered the wood into the entrance of the forgotten room not waking anybody up.  After it was all done I went home hopefully.

The next day I was surprised that my plan had worked.  Nobody could get in.  Seven years past and the wood became old and stinky with woodworm all over it.  We had to give in, we had to do something about it!  About that stinky old wood, so we took it all off.  Then this very mysterious thing happened.  Somebody entered and it was a whole new forgotten room.
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