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The old rusty gates

Squeaking in the night 

You wouldn’t want to go there

You might get a fright.

The creepy old headstones

All in a line

Some day soon

One will be mine.

The keeper frightening

With his old spade

You wouldn’t want to go there 

Or you’ll be made 

Clean up the old graves.

The rotten old graves

Dirty dead flowers

You have to be brave

To enter the CEMETERY. 

                                By Leah Ní Mhairtín

