Prose: My room

My room, which I shared with my sister/brother 

who is 11, and who likes animals,
was much too small.

There was no space for my school books

or my collection of CDs,

and I couldn’t work there 

after 9 in the evening.

My parents decided 

that I needed my own room, 

so we transformed my dad’s study

into a third bedroom for me.

I was able to choose the décor,

so everything is modern and trendy.

For my birthday I got a stereo system, 

which I put on the table 

next to the window and opposite my bed.

I’ve got my mum’s old computer too,

so I can play video games in bed if I want.
My brother/sister is jealous

and now wants to redecorate his/her room,

but my parents have said “no”.

They don’t want  a huge aquarium

on the first floor of the house, and think the vivarium

full of vipers is a very bad idea.

