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V1 
I wish that underneath my bed 
there lived a fearsome Snock. 
A smelly beast with purple hair 
and a head as hard as rock. 
 
This bedroom Snock would have long fangs 
and love to growl and bite. 
A Snock has claws and glowing eyes 
and makes strange sounds at night. 
 
A Snock will hide but then, beware! 
It feasts on girls and boys. 
It makes bad dreams. It steals kids’ socks. 
It chews up old lost toys. 
 
BRIDGE 
Oh no….  Oh no… 
Oh don’t you know…. 
 
CHORUS 
The Snock (gonna getcha). 
The Snock (getcha getcha). 
Don’t you breathe or talk. 
The Snock (gonna getcha). 
The Snock (yeah you betcha). 
You’d better never look down there 
‘cuz you might have a Snock. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
V2 
But if my room contains a Snock 
my mom would make a fuss. 
“Don’t make your bed!” my mom would 
say, 
“It’s far too dangerous!” 
 
I’d never have to pick things up. 
My clothes could stay all strewn. 
My brother would be way too scared 
to snoop inside my room. 
 
A scary Snock beneath my bed 
would make my parents faint. 
I’d be real glad if there’s a Snock— 
but more glad if there ain’t. 
 
BRIDGE 
Oh no….   Oh no… 
Oh don’t you know…. 
 
CHORUS 
The Snock (gonna getcha). 
The Snock (getcha getcha). 
Don’t you breathe or talk. 
The Snock (gonna getcha). 
The Snock (yeah you betcha). 
You’d better never look down there 
‘cuz you might have a Snock. 
 


