
SONGBIRDS SONGS AND STORIES 

STORYTIME 
THE LITTLE RED APPLE 

By Anonymous  
Sept. 10th-14th 

	 Once upon a time a group of  children went to the apple orchard to get some round red 
apples to share with their families. The apples looked so good hanging on the boughs above their 
heads, but they were hanging so high up that the children could not reach them no matter how 
high they jumped.  So the friends sang to the apples in hopes that they would drop: 

Apples, apples, what a treat, 
sweet and tart and good to eat. 
Apples green and apples red, 
hang in boughs just overhead  
apples, apples wont you drop, 
so we can taste your apple crop? 

But no matter how the children called the apples would not drop.  Just then, a little red bird flew 
through the green leaves and lighted upon the branch where the round rosy apples hung.  
“Maybe if  the bird sings, the apples will drop!” said one of  the children. 
“Oh, Mr. Bird, bird, Mister tiny bird, won’t you sing a song.”(repeat) 
	  The little bird sang (whistle) and sang (whistle), but the apples did not drop.  “Let’s ask 
the ask the sun to help,” said another child, “Maybe the sun will make them drop!”  
  “Oh, Mr. Sun, Sun, Mister Golden Sun, please shine down on us!” 
The sun shined and shined.  It shined on the children and on the apple trees, on the grass and on 
the leaves. It kissed each apple on one cheek and then on the other cheek, first on the right, and 
then on the left, but the apples did not drop.  Just then a boisterous wind came blustering by. 
  “Oh, Mr Wind, Wind, Mister boisterous Wind, won’t you swayed the boughs,”  
The wind swayed the trees boughs, the big branches on the tree.  It swayed the boughs this way 
and that way, this way and that way, this way and then this way and then that way,… and then 
thud, thud, thud, thud…. the round rosy apples tumbled right down. The friends rejoiced over 
their good fortune. They gathered the apples and brought them home to eat with their families. 

1 little, 2 little 3 little apples, 
4 little, 5 little, 6 little apples, 
7 little, 8 little, 9 little apples 
tumble to the ground. 

STORYTIME 



ROCKY RACCOON  
Draw and Tell Story 

Sept. 17th-21st 

�  



�  



CIRCLE TIME 



Sept. 10th-21st 

Sing: Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo, 
Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo. 

 Sing this song in every land, Hey liley, liley lo, 
Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo, 
Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo. 

Hop together hand in hand, Hey liley, liley lo. (repeat but change action Stomp/tiptoe/clap with 
both hands…..) 

Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo, 
Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo. 

I think who ever wrote this song, should sing it all night long, 
Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo, 
Hey liley, liley, liley, Hey liley, liley lo. 

Recite: Jack and Jill went up the hill, 
To fetch a pail of  water. 

Jack fell down, 
And broke his crown, 

And Jill came tumbling after. 
Up Jack got, 

And home did trot, 
As fast as he could caper, 

To old Dame Dob, 
To patch his knob, 

With vinegar and brown paper. 

Recite: Jack be nimble, Jack be quick, 
Jack jumped over the candlestick. 

Sing: Oh the Earth is good to me, 
And so I thank the Earth, 

For giving me the things I need, 
The sun and the rain and the appleseeds, 

The Earth is good to me. 
And every seed I sow, 
Will grow into a tree, 

And someday there will be apples there 
For everyone in the Earth to share. 

The Earth is good to me. 
The Earth is good to me. 

STORYTIME 
Mouse Count  

By Ellen Stoll Walsh 



Puppet Show 
Sept. 24th-28th 

	 One fine day, some mice played in the meadow.  They were careful to watch for snakes.  
But when the mice got sleepy, they forgot about snakes… and they all took naps.  While they 

slept, a hungry snake went looking for dinner.  On his way he found a nice big jar.  “I will fill this 
jar with dinner,” he said.  It wasn’t long before he found three mice - little, warm, tasty, fast 

asleep.  “First I will count them and then I will eat them up,” said the snake.  “Mouse Count! 
One… two.. three.”  He dropped them into the jar.  But he was very hungry.  Three mice were 

not enough.  Soon he found four more mice - little, warm, and tasty, fast asleep.  
	 And he counted them; “Four… five… six… seven.”  But the snake was very, very hungry, 
and seven mice were not enough.  At last he found three more mice - little, warm, and tasty, fast 
asleep.  And he counted them: “Eight… nine… ten.”  (add mice that the children made to the 
jar) “(ten) mice are enough.  Now I am going to eat you up, little warm, and tasty,” said the snake.  
	 “Wait,” said one of  the mice.  “The jar isn’t full yet.  And look at the big mouse over 
there.”  The snake was very greedy. He hurried off  to get the big mouse.  And while he was gone, 
the mice rocked the jar one way, and another way, until over it went.  “Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, 
five, four, three, two, one.”  The little mice uncounted themselves and ran home.  
	 The snack reached the big mouse, but it was only a cold, hard rock.  And when he got 
back, the jar was empty.   

Mashenka and the Bear 
A Russian Folktale 

Puppet Show 
Oct. 1st-Oct 11th 

	 Once upon a time, by the edge of  a forest, there lived a little girl named Mashenka with 
her grandfather and grandmother.  One day, Mashenka said to her grandparents: 
	  
	 “Grandfather dear, grandmother dear, 
	 I will no longer tarry here. 
	 Into the forest please let me go 
	 Where berries sweet and mushrooms grow!” 

So the old people said: 

	 “All right. Just run along, dear child. 
	 Pick all the sweet berries that you like, 
	 On stalks so small, on stalks so tall. 
	 But mind the way, and run not too fast, 
	 Come home when the day has passed!” 

This Mashenka promised.  She said goodbye to her grandparents and went into the forest.  She 
picked sweet berries and mushrooms and all the time found still nicer ones and went further and 



further into the woods.  And when she stopped to look around, she had lost her way.  Then she 
began to run, but she only went deeper and deeper into the forest, until at last she came to a hut.  
She knock at the door and said, 

	 “Please let me in, please let me in. 
	 Who liveth in this little house? 
	 No little bird, no little mouse?” 

But nobody answered, she just went inside.  When the evening came, the owner of  the house 
returned.  It was a big brown bear, and he said: 
	  
	 “Gruff  and grum, who is on my floor? 
	 Now you shall leave me nevermore. 
	 Go light the fire, cook my food, 
	 And bake my bread, all brown and good!” 

When he saw the girl, he would not let her go away.  So, Mashenka had to stay with the bear and 
cook for him, light the fire and make the bread. 
	 Every morning the bear would go to the forest for the day, and, before leaving, he would 
tell Mashenka to stay in the hut and wait for him. 
	 “You must never go out without me,” he would say.  “If  you do, I will catch and eat you 
up. 
	 So Mashenka set to thinking how to run away from the bear.  All around was the forest 
and there was no one to ask which way to go. 
	 At last she knew what to do.	  
	 That day, when the bear came back from the forest, Mashenka said to him: 
	 “Bear, bear, do let me go to my village for a day.  I want to take something good to eat to 
my grandmother and grandfather.” 
	 “No, that will not do at all,” said the bear.  “You will get lost in the forest.  Give me 
whatever it is you want them to have, and I shall stake it to them myself.” 
	 Now that was what Mashenka wanted! 
	 She baked some pies, put them on a plate, and, getting out a large basket, said to the 
bear: “I shall put the pies in the basket, and you can take it to my grandmother and grandfather.  
But mind, you are not to open the basket on the way and you are not to eat the pies.  I am going 
to climb an oak tree and I shall be sitting there watching you!” 
	 “Very well, give me the basket,” the bear replied. 
	 “Go out on the porch first, and see if  it is raining,” Mashenka said. 
	 The bear came in, and there was the basket all ready for him!  So he put it on his back 
and set off  for the village.  
	 Tramp-tramp went the bear through the forest.  On and on he walked without a stop 
until at last he was tired and fit to drop. 

	 “If  I don’t rest my bones, 
	 I think I shall die, 
	 So I’ll sit on this stump, 
	 And eat some pie!” 



said the bear. 	  
	 But Mashenka called out from the basket:	  
	  
	 “I am watching you, I am seeing you! 
	 I noticed what you want to do. 
	 Do not sit on that stump, 
	 Do not eat that pie, 
	 But bring it to Grandma, 
	 And Grandpa, say I” 

	 “Dear me, what sharp eyes Mashenka has,” said the bear.  “She sees everything!” 
	 He picked up the basket and went on. 
	 He walked and he walked until he could walk no more.  So he stopped and said: 

	 “If  I don’t rest my bones, 
	 I think I shall die, 
	 So I’ll sit on this stump, 
	 And eat some pie!” 

But Mashenka called out again from the basket: 

	 “I am watching you, I am seeing you! 
	 I noticed what you want to do. 
	 Do not sit on that stump, 
	 Do not eat that pie, 
	 But bring it to Grandma, 
	 And Grandpa, say I” 

	 The bear was astonished. 
	 “What a clever girl Mashenka is!” said he.  “She is sitting high up in a tree and she is far 
away, but she sees all I do and she hears all I say!” 
	 He got to his feet and walked on even faster than before. 
	 He came to the village and, finding the house where Mashenka’s grandmother and 
grandfather lived, began to bang away at the gate with all his might: KNOCK-KNOCK-
KNOCK! 
	 “Open the gate! I have brought you something nice from Mashenka!” he cried. 
	 But the village dogs scented the bear and rushed out at him from every yard, yelping and 
barking. 
	 The bear was frightened, he set down the basket by the gate and away he ran to the forest 
without once looking back! 
	 The old man and the old woman came up to the gate and they saw the basket.  
	 “What is the basket?” the old woman asked. 
	 The old man life the top, he looked and he could not believe his eyes.  For there in the 
basket sat Mashenka, alive and well. 
	 The old man and the old woman were overjoyed.  They kissed and hugged Mashenka. 



CIRCLE TIME 
Sept. 24th-Oct. 4th 

Sing: Have you ever seen a laddie, a laddie, a laddie, 
Have you ever seen a laddie go this way or that way, or this way or that way, or this way or that 

way? 
Have you ever seen a laddie go this way or that? 

Have you ever seen a lassie, a lassie, a lassie, 
Have you ever seen a lassie go this way or that way, or this way or that way, or this way or that 

way? 
Have you ever seen a lassie go this way or that? 

Sing: Come little leaves said the wind one day, 
Come over the meadows with me and play, 

Put on your dresses of  red and gold, 
For Summer’s gone and the days grow cold. 

(repeat) 

Recite: Down, down yellow and brown, 
The leaves are falling all over the ground/town. 

(repeat) 

Sing: Yellow the bracken, golden the sheaves, 
Rosy the apples, crimson the leaves. 

Mist on the hillside, clouds gray and white, 
Autumn good morning, Summer good night. 

Sing: There once was a mother with four little children, 
Named Summer and Autumn, and Winter and Spring. 

(repeat) 
Summer brings heat, and Autumn brings cold, 

And Winter brings snow, and Spring brings….. new growth. 

STORYTIME 
The Teeny-Tiny Woman 

A Folktale from England 
Puppet Show 

Oct.15th-Oct.19th 

	 ONCE upon a time there was a teeny-tiny woman who lived in a teeny-tiny house in a 
teeny-tiny village. Now, one day just as the sun had gone down and the stars and moon could be 
seen in the night sky, the teeny-tiny woman put on her teeny-tiny bonnet, and her teeny-tiny 
apron, and her teeny-tiny shoes, and went out of  her teeny-tiny house to take a teeny-tiny walk.  	 	



	 She locked her teeny-tiny door and took teeny-tiny steps as she walked down the hill. And 
when this teeny-tiny woman had gone a teeny-tiny way, she came to a teeny-tiny gate; so the 
teeny-tiny woman opened the teeny-tiny gate, and the gate sounded like this “Creeeeek” and 
then the teeny-tiny went into the teeny-tiny churchyard. And when this teeny-tiny woman had 
got into the teeny-tiny churchyard, she saw a teeny-tiny bone on a teeny-tiny grave, and the 
teeny-tiny woman said to her teeny-tiny self, 'This teeny-tiny bone will make me some teeny-tiny 
soup for my teeny-tiny supper.' So the teeny-tiny woman put the teeny-tiny bone into her teeny-
tiny pocket, and went home to her teeny-tiny house. 
	 Now, when the teeny-tiny woman got home to her teeny-tiny house, she unlocked her 
teeny-tiny door, and she went inside.  She was a teeny-tiny bit tired; so she took off  her teeny-tiny 
bonnet, and her teeny-tiny apron, and her teeny-tiny shoes, and she went up her teeny-tiny stairs 
to her teeny-tiny bed, and put the teeny-tiny bone into a teeny-tiny cupboard. And when this 
teeny-tiny woman had been to sleep a teeny-tiny time, she was awakened by a teeny-tiny voice 
from the teeny-tiny cupboard, which said: 
  
'Give me my bone!Give me my bone!' 
  
And this teeny-tiny woman was a teeny-tiny frightened, so she hid her teeny-tiny head under the 
teeny-tiny blanket and went to sleep again. And when she had been to sleep again a teeny-tiny 
time, the teeny-tiny voice again cried out from the teeny-tiny cupboard a teeny-tiny louder, 
  
'Give me my bone!Give me my bone!' 

This made the teeny-tiny woman a teeny-tiny more frightened, so she hid her teeny-tiny head a 
teeny-tiny further under the teeny-tiny blanket. And when the teeny-tiny woman had been to 
sleep again a teeny-tiny time, the teeny-tiny voice from the teeny-tiny cupboard said again a 
teeny-tiny louder, 

'Give me my bone!Give me my bone!' 

 And this teeny-tiny woman was a teeny-tiny bit more frightened, but she put her teeny-tiny head 
out of  the teeny tiny blanket, and said in her loudest teeny-tiny voice, 'TAKE IT!' 
And then all was quiet and the teeny-tiny woman went back to sleep and she never, ever heard 
that voice again. 

CIRCLE TIME 
LANTERN WALK SONGS 

Oct.8th-Oct 19th 

Sing: I walk with my bright little lantern 
My lantern is going with me. 

In heaven the stars are shining, 
On earth shines my lantern for me, 

Oh lantern light whose light shines bright, 



La-bimba, la-bomba, la-boom 
 Oh lantern light whose light shines bright, 

La-bimba, la-bomba, la-boom. 

Sing:  Glimmer, lantern, glimmer 
Little stars a-shimmer 

Over meadow, moor and dale, 
Flitter, flutter, elfin veil 

Pee-wit, pee-wit, tikka-tikka-tik-to 
Rucoo, rucoo. 

Glimmer, lantern, glimmer 
Little stars a-shimmer 

Over rock and stock and stone 
Wandering, skipping, little gnome 
Pee-wit, pee-wit, tikka-tikka-tik-to 

Rucoo, rucoo. 

Canta: Arriba brilla mi farol, 
Abajo brilla mi farol, 
Arriba brilla mi farol, 
Abajo brilla mi farol. 

Aquí y allá brillando está 
Recite:  Above my lantern light shines, 

Below my lantern light shines, 
Above my lantern light shines, 
Below my lantern light shines. 

It shines here and here, 
And here and here.  

STORYTIME 
A Halloween Paper Story 

Adapted from ittybittylove.blogspot.com 
Oct. 22nd-26th 

	 Once upon a time, there was little witch who lived along the banks of  the Puget 
Sound. She was so tiny, she was shorter than a pinkie finger. The little witch spent the 
whole summer hiking trails, swimming in the Puget Sound, and camping under the stars. 
Life was grand for the little witch, but then the days started to grow shorter and summer 
turned into fall.  The leaves fell from the trees and the cold autumn wind blew.  
	 One morning, the little witch woke up to frost on the tip of  her hat and a very cold 
wind blowing down from the Olympic Mountains. She was very cold and very 
uncomfortable. She struggled through the wind and blowing leaves, searching and 
searching for a place to keep her warm. When… 

http://ittybittylove.blogspot.com


#  
Whoosh! An orange piece of  paper came swirling from the sky and landed in front of  the 
little witch. She started to walk around it, when suddenly she got an idea... Maybe I can use 
this piece of  paper to build myself  a house! 

#  
The little witch quickly got to work, and folded the piece of  paper in half. Hmmm... this 
looks right, but the top of  my house is missing something... A roof ! 



#  
The little witch cut the corners of  the paper off  to make a roof. There! Much better! She 
went around to the front of  her new house and tried to walk inside. Oops! This house is 
missing something... A door! 

"  
The little witch cut a door out of  one side of  the house. She even gave it a little point, so 
her hat would fit through. Much better! She walked inside her new house. Oh my! It's so dark 
in here! I cannot see anything… It needs a window! 



"  
The little witch quickly cut a round window out of  the other side of  her house. Much 
better! The little witch felt very warm and cozy in her new house. She went to her window 
to watch the storm outside. Oh, it's windy out there! But who is that I see? Oh, I think it's my friend, 
Spider! 

#  
The little witch hurried outside to invite her friend in. Together, they cut a little door just 
for Spider to use. They spent the fall and the whole winter warm and safe in their house, 
happily telling stories and eating stew. Do you know what their house really was? 



#  
It was a jack-o-lantern! 

STORYTIME 
Why Bat has no Friends  

by Leanne Guenther, based on a Native American legend 
Oct. 29th-Nov. 2nd 

	 Many years ago there was a great battle between the animals.  The mammals on the 
ground and the birds in the sky began a terrible war that lasted for many weeks. 
Bat was very nervous about the war and did not want to be stuck on the losing side. 
At first it seemed as though the birds would win.  There were far more birds than mammals.  
They could swoop down and peck away at the mammals and then fly up out of  harm's way 
before the mammals could attack. 
	 Bat flew up to the birds.They swooped towards him, ready to attack!But bat flapped his 
wings and said, “Look!  I have wings just like you.  Do not attack me for I wish to fight on your 
side.” 
	 The birds huddled around, twittering, cawing and squawking to each other.  Finally, they 
agreed that Bat could fight with them.“What a wonderful choice I’ve made.  With so many more 
birds than mammals I will be on the winning side for sure.” 
	 But the mammals were not that easy to defeat.  Although there were fewer of  them, they 
had sharp teeth and claws and were much larger than the birds. 
To make matters worse, Bat awoke to a very windy day.  The wind made it difficult for the birds 
to control their attacks.  Before long it was clear that the mammals had won that day's battle. 
That night after the miserable defeat, Bat decided enough was enough.  He flew down and joined 
the mammals. 
	 “What are you doing here?” roared the cougar, his paw raised to strike bat down. 
Bat opened his mouth wide to show his pointy teeth.  “Wait,” he said, “I am one of  you!  See, I 
have teeth in my mouth like a mammal -- not a beak like a bird.” 



The mammals pondered for a few moments and then agreed that Bat did indeed belong on their 
side. 
	 The next day, the battle was again fierce.  But this time the wind was gentle and the birds 
were able to organize.  They pecked at the eyes of  the mammals and flew away before they could 
be touched. 
	 That evening, Bat snuck away from the mammal's camp and quietly flew back up into the 
sky to join the triumphant birds.  When they complained that they had seen him on the 
mammal's side during the battle, Bat again flapped his wings and claimed to belong with the 
birds.And so it went for many days.Whenever the birds won a battle, Bat would flap his wings 
and go with them.  Whenever the mammals won a battle, Bat would bare his teeth and side with 
them. 
	 Finally the animals grew tired of  battling each day.  The Chiefs held a meeting to make 
peace.  They were all so exhausted, that it did not take long to reach a truce -- but during the 
process the mammals and the birds began to talk about Bat. 
	 “It doesn’t seem fair that he just switched sides whenever he wanted,” squawked Crow. 
“No, not fair at all,” growled Bear, “Bat has wings but he did not stay with the birds.” 
“And he has teeth but did not always help the mammals,” added Crow. 
	 All of  the animals nodded and looked at Bat, “Because you could not choose your friends 
during war, you will not have them during peace.  From this point forward, you will only fly at 
night when everyone else is sleeping.  You will have no friends among the mammals or the birds.” 
And that is why Bat, the only mammal that can fly, has no friends among the mammals or birds.   

 
CIRCLE TIME 
Oct. 22nd-Oct. 31st 

Sing: (Roll, roll) little (pumpkin) 
(Roll, roll) little (pumpkin) 
Halloween is near/here/ 

(Repeat using different actions and characters…stomp/monsters, fly/bats, dance/skeletons….) 

Sing:  Halloween is coming/here, HA, HA, HA! 
Halloween is coming, HE, HE, HE! 

Spooks will prowl on Halloween, 
Bats and goblins will soon be seen. 

Ghosts will float right through the air, 
Witches on broomsticks will give you a….SCARE. 

(repeat song) 

Recite:  There was a crooked witch, there was a crooked witch. 
Who walked a crooked mile, who walked a crooked mile, 

She found a crooked sixpence, she found a crooked sixpence. 
Against a crooked stile, against a crooked stile. 

She brought a crooked cat, she bought a crooked cat, 
Which caught a crooked mouse, which caught a crooked mouse. 



And they all lived together in a crooked little house, and they all lived together in a crooked little 
house. 

Sing: Stirring and stirring and stirring the brew, oooo-ooo, oooo-ooo! 
Stirring and stirring and stirring the brew, oooo-ooo, oooo-ooo! 

What shall we put in the witches stew, oooo-ooo, oooo-ooo! 
Will put a (bat) in, yes that’s what will do, oooo-ooo, oooo-ooo! 

Will put a (snake) in, yes that’s what will do, oooo-ooo, oooo-ooo! 
Will put a (spider) in, yes that’s what will do, oooo-ooo, oooo-ooo! 

Tiptoe, tiptoe, tiptoe STOP! 
(Repeat song new animals) 

Sing: 1 little, 2 little, 3 little witches, 
Flying over haystacks, flying over ditches, 

Sliding down moonbeams without any hitches, 
Hey, Ho, Halloweens near/here. 

(Repeat song) 

TRANSITION SONGS 

Sing: The big ship sails on the Alley Alley O,  
Alley Alley O, Alley Alley O,  
The big ship sails on the Alley Alley O,  
On the last day of  September. 
The Captain said, 'That will never, ever do,  
never, ever do, never, ever do',  
The Captain said, 'That will never, ever do,  
On the last day of  September. 
The big ship sank to the bottom of  the sea,  
The bottom of  the sea, the bottom of  the sea, 
The big ship sank to the bottom of  the sea,  
On the last day of  September. 
We all dip our heads to the deep blue sea,  
The deep blue sea, the deep blue sea. 
We all dip our heads to the deep blue sea, 
On the last day of  September. 

Sing: On the farmers apple tree, 
Three red apples I can see, 
Some for you and some for me, 
Pick one apple from the apple tree. 
(repeat until there are zero apples) 
On the farmers apple tree, 
No red apples I can see, 



None for you and none for me, 
No more apples on the apple tree. 

Sing: Six little acorns on an old oak tree, 
The autumn wind began to blow, 
Down came three. 
Three little acorns on an old oak tree, 
The autumn wind began to blow, 
Down came three. 
No little acorns on an old oak tree, 
But underneath I saw one sprout, 
Just for me. 

Recite: Wee Willie Winkie runs through the town, 
Up stairs and down stairs in his night-gown, 
Rapping at the window, peeping through the lock, 
Are all the children in their bed, for now tis eight o’clock? 

Sing: (Baby) shark, doo doo doo doo doo doo  
(Baby) shark, doo doo doo doo doo doo  
(Baby) shark, doo doo doo doo doo doo  
(Baby) shark  
(Replace baby with: Mom, dad, grandma, grandpa, teacher, teenager, brother, 
sister…..) 
OR 
(Baby) ghost, boo boo…….. 

Sing: Jack-o-lantern,  Jack-o-lantern 
You are such a funny sight, 
As you sit there in the window, 
Looking out at the night. 
You were once a yellow pumpkin, 
Growing on a sturdy vine. 
Now you are a Jack-o-lantern, 
Let your candlelight shine. 

Recite: Three little ghostesses, 
Sitting on postesses, 
Eating buttered toastesses,  
Greasing their fistesses, 
Up to their wristesses. 



Recite: Five little pumpkins sitting on a gate. 
The first one said, "Oh, my it's getting late" 
The second one said, "There are witches in the air." 
The third one said, "But we don't care." 
The fourth one said, "Let's run, let's run!" 
The fifth one said, “I’m ready for some fun?" 
Then Woooooosh went the wind 
And OUT went the lights.   
And five little pumpkins rolled out of  sight. 

Recite: In the dark, dark forest,  
There was a dark, dark path. 
On the dark, dark path, 
There was a dark, dark house. 
In the dark, dark house, 
There was a dark, dark room. 
In the dark, dark room, 
There was a dark, dark closet. 
In the dark, dark closet, 
There was a dark, dark shelf, 
On the dark, dark shelf, 
There was a dark, dark box, 
In the dark, dark box, 
There….was….. a GHOST! boo! 

Recite: Rocks to stones, 
Stones to pebbles, 
Pebbles to sand, 
Soft silky sand that 
Glides through my hands.


