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In a dark, dark woods, there is a dark, dark house.

In the dark, dark house, there is a dark, dark stair.

Down the dark, dark stair, there is a dark, dark cellar.

In the dark, dark cellar, there is a dark, dark cupboard.

In the dark, dark cupboard, there is a dark, dark bottle.

In the dark, dark bottle, there is a ghostly ghost.

Slowly, slowly the ghostly ghost pushes out the cork.

Now he floats out of the dark, dark bottle, out of the dark, dark cupboard, through the dark, dark, cellar, up the dark, dark stairs through the dark, dark house, through the dark, dark woods into your dark, dark pocket...HE'S GOT YOU!

In a dark, dark wood, there was a dark, dark house.

And in that dark, dark house, there was a dark, dark room.

And in that dark, dark room, there was a dark, dark cupboard.

And in that dark, dark cupboard, there was a dark, dark shelf.

And on that dark, dark shelf, there was a dark, dark box.

And in that dark, dark box, there was a...GHOST!


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 this teeny-tiny woman put on her teeny-tiny bonnet and went out of her teeny-tiny house to take a teeny-tiny walk. And when this teeny-tiny woman had gone a teeny-tiny way, she came to a teeny-tiny gate and went into a teeny-tiny churchyard.


And when this teeny-tiny woman had gotten 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 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 was a teeny-tiny bit tired. So she went up her teeny-tiny stairs to her teeny-tiny bed and put the teeny-tiny bone into her teeny-tiny cupboard.


And when the teeny-tiny woman had been asleep a teeny-tiny time, she was awakened by a teeny-tiny voice from the teeny-tiny cupboard, which said, “Give me my bone!”


And the teeny-tiny woman was a teeny-tiny bit frightened, so she hid her teeny-tiny head under the teeny-tiny covers and went to sleep again. And when she had been asleep a teeny-tiny time, the teeny-tiny voice again cried out from the teeny-tiny cupboard a teeny-tiny bit louder, “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 bit further under the teeny-tiny covers. And when the teeny-tiny woman had been asleep again for a teeny-tiny time, the teeny-tiny voice from the teeny-tiny cupboard said again, “Give me my bone!”


And the teeny-tiny woman was a teeny-tiny bit more frightened, but she pulled her teeny-tiny head out from under the teeny-tiny covers and said in her loudest teeny-tiny voice said, “TAKE IT!”

The Yellow Ribbon


John lived next door to Jane. They went to the first grade together, and John loved Jane very much. The one strange thing about Jane was that she always wore a yellow ribbon around her neck.


One day John said, “Why do you always wear the yellow ribbon?” 


“I can't tell,” said Jane. But John kept asking, so finally Jane said maybe she'd tell him later.


The next year they were in the second grade. One day John asked again, “Why do you wear a yellow ribbon around your neck?” And again Jane said maybe she'd tell him later.


Time went by, and every once in a while John asked Jane why she wore the yellow ribbon, but Jane never told. 


John and Jane went through high school and still they loved each other very much. On graduation day John asked Jane please to tell him why she always wore the yellow ribbon around her neck. But Jane said there was no point in telling on graduation day, so she didn't tell. 

Time went by and John and Jane became engaged, and finally Jane said maybe she would tell him on their wedding day.


But when the wedding day came, John was so busy he forgot to ask. The next day, however, John asked Jane why she wore the yellow ribbon. Jane said, “Well, we re happily married now, and we love each other, so what difference does it make?” So John let that pass, but he still wanted to know.


Time went by, and finally on their golden anniversary John asked again. And Jane said, “Since you have waited this long, you can wait a little while longer.”


Finally, Jane was taken very ill,and when she was dying John asked again, between sobs, “Please tell me why you wear the yellow ribbon around your neck.”


“All right,” Said Jane, “you can untie it.”


So John untied the yellow ribbon, and Jane's head fell off.

Oh, What I Could Do!


There once was a girl who went to baby-sit one night, and her friend went with her. The baby was three years old. The girls put him to bed and sat down to watch TV.


After a while the girl went in to look at the baby. There was a ghost standing by the bed!


“Oh, what I could do with my creepy fingers and my numb, numb lips!” said the ghost.


The girl screamed and jumped out the window.


Her friend heard her scream. She ran to the bedroom and there was the ghost.


“Oh, what I could do with my creepy fingers and my numb, numb lips!” said the ghost.


The friend screamed and jumped out the window, too.


With all the noise and screaming, the baby finally woke up and sat up in bed. The ghost looked at him and said, “Oh, what I could do with my creepy fingers and my numb, numb lips!”


“Okay,” said the baby, “what could you do?”


The ghost put his fingers across his lips and waved them up and down” “Bub-ble-ub-ble-ub-bule-ub!”

Bloody Finger


There was once a hotel that had many rooms which were always full, while one room stood empty. The hotel keeper warned people that the room was haunted and that they would not want to stay there.


Now and then someone would try, but even brave men always came running out, and they always told the same story. Suddenly, at midnight, they had heard a voice saying, “I am the ghost with the bloody finger!” and then louder, “I am the ghost with the bloody finger!” and louder, “I am the ghost with the bloody finger!” No one ever stayed long enough to hear any more.


One night a traveler came to the hotel. It was a stormy night and he was tired. The hotel keeper said all the rooms were full except the haunted one.


 “I'll take it,” the traveler said.


“You won't stay,” said the hotel keeper.


“I don't mind ghosts. I'll stay.”


When the man got to the room and looked around, everything seemed fine. He got into bed and went right to sleep.


Sure enough, at midnight there came a soft voice, “I am the ghost with the bloody finger!”


The man turned over in bed. “I am the ghost with the bloody finger!”


The man opened his eyes. “I am the ghost with the bloody finger!”


Finally the man sat up.


“Look in my suitcase,” he yawned. “You'll find a Band-Aid.”

In a dark, dark universe there was a dark, dark planet.

On the dark, dark planet, there was a dark, dark continent.

On the dark, dark continent, there was a dark, dark nation.

In the dark, dark nation, there was a dark, dark state.

In the dark, dark state, there was a dark, dark county.

In the dark, dark county, there was a dark, dark city.

In the dark, dark city, there was a dark, dark neighborhood.

In the dark, dark neighborhood, there was a dark, dark, street.

In the dark, dark street, 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.......jellybean.

