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The scariest thing in the world

in the world

when all of the flags have unfurled in the world

is neither a girl nor a whirl nor a curl

but the door of an old man who never appears.

Not for years.

Now to live just next door to the door of a store

or a lion or tiger or even a boar

would not be as scary as living for years

near the door of a man who never appears.

Not on New Years or May Day or Fourth of July

when even old Sally is known to walk by

not even on schooldays or nights of full moon

not even a hair on the head of the goon

who is in there, we know, cause we hear when he sneezes

but never a sight of his face, if you pleases.

Now old Mrs. Newsy ... she lives nearby

said she saw him, she said he just seemed to FLY by

so all that she saw, and she said this again

was a cap and a cape and a cane and a HEN.

So he must be as ugly and scary as Moe

who works at the mart and who hurt his big toe

and he must be as mean and as gruff and contrary

and he lives just next door, and it is very scary.

But the silliest thing in the world

in the world

is to live on the side of the street of a girl

who says that she thinks that it's NOT AT ALL scary

and she skates and she hops and she says her name's Mary

and the only sure way is to wait for the time

when the harvest is done and the world is sublime

and the stars and the moon are all twinkle and sheen

and everyone knows that it's called HALLOWEEN.

And the simplest of simpulest things we must do 

is to creep in our costumes and not give a hoo

and we'll ring on the door of the man who's inside

we know that because he both sneezes and sighs

and to knock and to knock cause there's nothing to fear

then we'll wait for the man who never appears

to appear!

Now I once waited up when my mom was asleep

and my Dad was asleep and there wasn't a peep

and I once crossed the street right in front of Big Mike

and I even went on a spectacular hike

and I found these things scary but still slightly do-able

but nothing can tell me that they are as oo-able

as walking right up and planting my feet

to knock on the door of the man in his seat

in the room where he sits in the house on my street

and peeping my voice out to say "trick or treat"

when everyone knows I'd be simply dead meat.

Now the scariest thing in the world you can do

and this is as well known as two mixed with two

is to pull on your costume, which isn't that scary

I was dressed as a Knight, but, in truth, I was feary,

and harken to someone who says her name's Mary.

And she says that her costume means she is a witch

a good one, for sure, but she still makes me itch

and taking her hand on the night of All Hallow

to walk up the path and to hear myself swallow.

Which is creepy and quiet and covered with vines

and the gate is as old as a Roosevelt dime

and the porch is all dark and it's spooky and creaky

and I have never seen him, not even his pinky.

He might be as skinny as shadows at night

or as fat as a man you might see at a fight

or as high as a height

or as short as a mite

just one thing's for sure, we are in for a fright

so I whispered to Mary, it's time to take flight!

But she rang the bell, and she squeezed on my hand.

She said we were brave and the best in the land

and he can say poo, or just do as he pleases

but were JUST waiting here 'til he sighs or he sneezes.

Well, what will we do if he sneezes at midnight?!

Well goodness, said Mary, we'll just say gesundheit.

She rang two times more, and then I rang again.

We heard him, I know, move his feet from his den

where he sat in the seat where he'd sitted for years

and he moved toward the spot where he never appears

which by some stroke of fate was the spot where I stood

and I shook in my costume and pulled down my hood

but I knew that it all would be doing no good.

And just when I thought it might not be that clawful

I looked at Mary.

She was looking quite awful.

And she said in a voice that was almost not heary

you know, I admit, this is really quite scary.

Then the door opened.

Of course it was squeaky.

The thing that we saw was an EYE take a peeky.

We said "trick or treat", just as soft as we could

Like a pin drop on wood.

My heart beated quicker.

I heard my voice flicker.

Please Mary, I whispered, don't dicker OR bicker.

S-sir, Mary said, trick or treat, it's YOUR pick

it's All Hallow's Eve, we'd be pleased to be QUICK.

And he laughed like a monster and hollered back



 "TRICK!"

He threw the door open.

Such a flapping and cackling, and out from his sleeves,

from his cap, from his cape, wheezed a feather filled breeze

that made each and ever-y one of us sneeze!

Gesundheit, he said.  He was dressed like a dandy.

Gesundheit, we said.

All over the house there were buckets of candy.

Some of them gooey and some of them chocolate

and some of them floated, and filled up his pockets

and some of them glowed, and some more of them sparkled

and he laughed and he twirled and it lightened and darkled.

He said that his name was Corombulus Dickens

This is MY HOUSE, and these are MY CHICKENS!
So Mary and I stuffed our mouths and our ears

in the house of the man who never appears.
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