Shut the door.

“The handle is turning,” shouted the old clock.
Tick tock” get the key to the lock”.
“Hurry up quicker,” said the little bed.
“She’s getting closer she’s not going to be fed.”

“Come on, come on,” said the wooden bed.
“I can see her little head.”
“Quick, quick” whispered the dusty clock.
“We need to hide, before she knocks”.
By Poppy Heywood

Shut the door Stubbington version.

“I’m really excited,” said yellow hangers.
I see the coach have manners, have manners.
There getting off the coach, can’t wait for them to get in.
“Why don’t you let them in,” said the bin.

 By Poppy Heywood.

