MY SCARY POEM
Darkness fell over me like a blanket covering me in my nightmare.
The night when the ghostly galleon haunted me, bringing my soul to life.
Fear watched me through the knots of the door.
The wind was whistling, blinding me as the curtains kissed my cheeks.
 My bed protected me from the branch like claw, ready to snatch my defenseless soul.
The door creaked open on it rusty hinges from the gust of wind.
I saw a black figure in the clear pitch black sky, a ghost…… 
THE NIGHT RIDER!    

