The wet smell of dirt and green sprouting growth was always a lingering presence on approach to the tucked away bungalow. Small tufts of spiked weeds pushed up through the sandy cracks and crevices of the pale browns and grey-blues of the driveway brickwork. 
To look to the sky would find visage of dour weather – the stagnant air beginning a courting dance with greying clouds, pooling together with dark promise. But no autumn browned leaves would fly up to join, as once you passed the crackling crunch of the gravel behind and footsteps sounded like thumping slaps across the fired clay, there were no trees surrounding; only the hedgerow, a dark gleaming green, framed and bordered the short building.
Behind a pair brown painted twining metal gates the wet bark like back door awaited the twist of a rounded, lime plastic capped key. The hanging baskets on either side spilling over with draped curtains of creeping plants that would flutter when the gates groaned and hitched open, and flinch when the back door swung inwards with a sighing thud. 
Inside the house the earthy smell dried, twisting round with hints of burnt and charcoal as the steps of entrants would change to the soft padding and pats of socked feet on fake wood lino. 
Passing by the utility with its counters lined with the damp green of Oasis*, the kitchen with its blooming adornments and down the stretching hallway with its gaping shadowed mirror would find you beholding a broken cuckoo clock. The forest palette of the fixed face clock was paled by the corner of wall it was hidden by and the dangling chains in stasis below, crowned with cocoa-coloured cracked pinecones, were discordant and tangled. No one alive had ever heard the cuckoo within open its door to a chime, and indeed no one alive had ever heard it chime. But it was, in a way, an heirloom. It could be as silent and as still as it wished. 
But the cuckoo clock was a fixture – part of the plant mingled and decidedly clean landscape of the inside of the bungalow – it is not our focus.
Exiting the hallway and ignoring the front door would mean entering the dining room, and on this occasion the arrangement of sweet smelling blossoms and reaching leafy greens was not alone standing tall on the deep varnished wood of the table. No, the centrepiece was joined by a small sat dragon of fluffy greens – a teddy with eyes glittering like emerald. A parting gift from a sister.
The dragon had been left to promises of repair; one of its soft rounded legs had been torn partially off. Now though, it was fixed, thin vine like thread secured the leg back into place with an underlying strength and its fraying ribbon tied neatly in a bow. But a gentle tug to one end soon would undo that.
Picking up the dragon would find a small tag naming it Gregory and a particular softness across bare hands that can only be felt from toys. 
It was time to take Gregory back. Back past the broken cuckoo, past the mirror and flowers and green Oasis*, past the door and the gates. Back to the storm waiting outside.
To look now to the sky would be to a face full of rain as you hear the pitter-patter splashes upon the ground and dulling thumps of droplets onto wooden boards of fencing. 
Fencing?
Looking through the falling beads from the rumbling sky – the only presence you have truly felt other than Gregory – and to where the dark green expanse of the hedging had been before you would find your eye seeing purpling grey chippings of slate at the foot of mottled brown panels of wood. 
A glance at Gregory might have the false impression upon its rain-soaked snout that it echoed your thoughts to the new décor, which might be something along the lines of:
“At least there’re no more hidden spiders.”

*Oasis is a floral foam used in flower arrangements and while commonly green, can also be grey.

COMMENTARY:
I ended up using my nanas house, so I didn’t want to write someone else going in, but I didn’t particularly like writing myself going in so I ended up with this instead. I ended up trying to stick mostly to green and grey but since the green was more to hit cord with earthy and plant growth vibes the brown snuck in a lot too. The brown seemed middle ground between the strength of green and the bleakness of grey. I originally thought to try for an empty feel – alone except the bungalow and the storm, but I don’t think that ended up with much basis or strength in the story. Mostly everything was intended to be slightly off to fit with the slightly off way the narration felt to be going. Gregory is a dragon teddy my sister gave me recently though his eyes are actually gold. My nanas house is also more beige than anything else but she is a gardener so the emphasis on green and growth is accurate. 
