
      The lights went out ,

       Without a shout .

             The moaning and,

              Groaning on this fearful night.

               The ground begins to rumble.


The ghosts begin to mumble.


When things go bump in the night.


The cracking and smacking,


the breaking and shaking,


the creak up the stairs .


When things go bump in the night.


The crashing and smashing,

                  the clashing and bashing .

                  Of things that go bump in the night!
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