The old red closet

She forgot us,
says the long disused sewing-machine
on a dirty board in the closet.
She has no time for us,
says the big pack of crumpled drapery.
We'll all together rot in here,
says the perforated may green corduroy,
lying down in the crumpled drapery.
Doesn't she like us any more?,
asks the worn pin-cushion.
I think so, the old crooked wire says.
She doesn't want us any more,
says the dusty hot-melt-gun.
But Christmas comes soon,
says the colourful and shiny christmas-balls,
maybe she'll open the door.
The old creaky wood of closet says,
she will, I know it, she will.
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