The witches ride their brooms all nfgh;’f'"

i
They don their pointed boots, b=
The witches heat their cauldrons up,

So you’ll become their food!

The witches move into the town
The witches spit and snarl.
They disguise themselves as old ladies

With a rather convincing frown!

The witches move as quick as shadows
They really are quite mean.
The witches live in big old huts

But some are not as they seem.

Witches can be bad or good
Some are crisp and clean.
But some are evil and ugly

Those are the ones that are mean.

Odhran O Ceallaigh.



