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Date:       

Author/Interview subject:   Julia Donaldson 

Interviewed by:    N/A 

Other speakers: Sam Sly (Sam), Len, Hugh 

  Audience (Aud) 

  Gull, Dog, Cat, Annie the Acrobat (A), Rat, Rabbit, Ants, 

Duck, Echo, Boy, Ladybird (LB), Mouse  

  Girl/Boy (children from audience)  

  Farmer (F) (dad from audience)  

 

JD: So I’m going to take the mermaid away from the circus, because she doesn’t 

start off in the circus at all, she starts off in the deep blue sea, with some lovely 

fish, and clams, and a seagull, several seagulls actually, but we’ve only got one 

here today.  So this is the story of The Singing Mermaid. 

 Did you ever go to Silver Sands on a sunny summer’s day?  Then perhaps you 

saw the mermaid, who sang in the deep blue bay. 

 [singing] 

 I sing to the fish in the ocean, la, la, la.  To the haddock, the hake and the ling, la, 

la, la, la, la.  And they flash their scales, and they swish their tales, to hear the 

mermaid sing, la, la, la.  Yes, they flash their scales, and they swish their tales, to 

hear the mermaid sing, la, la, la, lah! 

And sometimes, the Singing Mermaid swam to the silvery shore. She sat and 

combed her yellow hair, and then she sang some more: 

[singing] 

I sing to the cockles and mussels, la, la, la.  I sing to the birds on the wing, la, la, 

la, la.  And the sea shells clap and the seagulls flap, to hear the mermaid sing, la, 
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la, la.  Yes, the seashells clap, and the seagulls flap, to hear the mermaid sing, 

la, la, la, la, la! 

When Sam Sly’s circus came to town, Sam took a stroll by the sea.  He heard the 

mermaid singing, and he rubbed his hands with glee.  He said: 

Sam: I can make you famous.  I can make you rich! 

JD: He said. 

Sam: You shall swim in a pool of marble and sleep on a fine [recording cuts out 02:28] 

are the ladies…you shall sing for the queen and the king!  And young and old will 

pay good gold to hear the mermaid sing. 

Gull: Don’t go, don’t go. 

JD: Cried the seagull.  And the seashells warned, ‘He lies!’ but the mermaid listens to 

Old Sam Sly.  And smiled, as she waved her goodbyes.   

 And he took her away to the circus, and she sang to the crowds round the ring, 

and, ‘More, more, more!’  

Aud:   More, more, more! 

JD: Came the deafening roar, when they heard the mermaid sing. 

 Now, the mermaid shared her caravan with Annie the Acrobat!  And Ding and 

Dong, the circus dogs, and Bella, the circus cat.  

 And she made good friends with a juggler!   

And the boy that swallowed fire! 

And the clown with the tumbledown trousers! 

 And the girl who walked on wire! 

But, she wasn’t friends with Old Sam Sly.  No.  She didn’t care for him, for he 

made her live in a fish tank, where there wasn’t room to swim.  And there was no 

pool of marble, there was no feather bed.  And when she begged him, ‘Set me 

free!’ He laughed… 

Sam: Ha, ha, ha, 

JD: And shook his head. 

Sam: No! 
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JD:  All summer long, the circus toured.  All autumn, winter, spring and many a crowd 

cheered long and loud to hear the mermaid sing.   

 But the mermaid dreamed of silver sands, and she longed for the deep blue sea.  

And her songs grew sad, and again she said, ‘I beg you, set me free!’  But again, 

Sam laughed, and shook his head, and he told her 

Sam: No such thing, here you will stay where people pay, to hear the mermaid sing! 

JD: At silver sands, a seagull was flying to his nest when on the breeze he heard a 

song.  The song which he loved the best. 

 I sang to the cockles and mussels, la, la, la.  I sang to the birds on the wing, la, 

la, la, la.  And the sea shells clapped and the seagulls flapped, to hear the 

mermaid sing, la, la, la.  Yes, the seashells clapped, and the seagulls flapped, to 

hear the mermaid sing, la, la, la, la, la! 

He followed the song to the caravan.  Sam Sly was about to lock it.  The seagull 

watched while Sam turned the key, and slipped it inside his pocket.  The seagull 

waited and until Sam had gone, and then he perched on the windowsill, and tap, 

tap, tap, on the window, he tapped, with his orange bill.   

Gull: Come back, come back to silver sands, it’s only a mile away.  I can find the key 

and set you free if you’ll come back home to the bay.  

Dog: Escape! 

JD: Barked the dogs. 

Cat: Escape! 

JD: Miaowed the cat.  But the mermaid sighed, I’d fail, for how can I walk to silver 

sands, when I only have a tail?   

A: Like this! 

JD: Said Annie the acrobat.  And she stood upon her hands.   

A: This is the way, the only way to get to silver sands.  Right hand, left hand, tail up 

high, there’s really nothing to it.  If I give you lessons every night, you’ll soon 

learn how to do it. 

JD: Next week, while Sam was snoring, the seagull stole the key.  He carried it off to 

the caravan and set the mermaid free.  Then he flew ahead to guide her as she 

walked upon her hands, all along the moonlight road that led to silver sands.  And 
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the creatures of the ocean and the fish beneath the foam, jumped and splashed 

and danced with joy, to have their mermaid home. 

 I sing to the cockles and mussels, la, la, la.  I sing to the birds on the wing, la, la, 

la, la.  And the sea shells clap and the seagulls flap, to hear the mermaid sing, la, 

la, la.  Yes, the seashells clap, and the seagulls flap, to hear the mermaid sing, 

la, la, la, la, la! 

And if you go down to silver sands, and swim in the bay of blue, perhaps you’ll 

see the mermaid, and perhaps she’ll sing for you.   

Thank you very much.  And I think we should have a big clap as well for the fire 

swallower and the tightrope walker.  Thank you very much. 

 

 [applause] 

The next story, if anything, has an even worse baddy than Sam Sly in it, and that 

is saying quite a lot!  Now, in this story I get to be a squirrel, which is brilliant, 

because it’s a bit like Helena Bonham Carter when she narrated The Gruffalo on 

television, she was a squirrel narrator, and I’m going to be a squirrel narrator.  

I’ve got a tail here and some ears.  I might need a little bit of help with the tail, I 

think, I’m not very good with the tail, I don’t know if Moira is there somewhere to 

help me with my tail?  I might have to do it all by myself never mind…oh, here 

she comes!  Thank you, I’m not very good with the shoulder straps on my tail.  I 

know real squirrels don’t have shoulder straps, but there we are!  And have we 

got some ears, Moira, as well?  Great.  And somewhere I’ve got a sack of 

nuts…where’s my...?  Here we are!  Now, this…these are my very favourite food, 

hazelnuts, I think they’re delicious!  But, I’m a bit worried because somewhere 

around there’s this horrible character called The Highway Rat, who steals 

food…oh here he comes!  Give him a big boo everyone! 

Aud: Boo! 

JD: Hiss, a big hiss!  Ssss…because he steals food so if anyone’s got crisps or 

chocolate just hide them away because you never know, he might come in the 

audience and start taking things!  I think I’m going to get on with the story before 

he steals my favourite dinner! 

 

 Right this is the story of The Highway Rat.   
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 The Highway Rat was a baddie!  The Highway Rat was a beast!  He took what he 

wanted and ate what he took.  His life was one long feast.  His teeth were sharp 

and yellow, his manners were rough and rude, and The Highway Rat went riding, 

riding, riding, riding along the highway, stealing the travellers’ food.  A rabbit 

came hopping along the road.  Then stopped with his paws in the air.  For, 

blocking his way was The Highway Rat, who cried out: 

Rat: Who goes there?  Give me your pastries and puddings, give me your chocolate 

and cake!  For I am the rat of the highway, and whatever I want I take! 

Rabbit: I have no cake. 

JD: The rabbit replied. 

Rabbit: I just have this bunch of clover. 

JD: The Highway Rat gave a scornful look, but he ordered: 

Rat: Hand it over!  This clover is bound to be tasteless.  Oh, this clover is dull as can 

be!  But I am the rat of the highway, the highway, the highway!  Yes, I am the rat 

of the highway, and this clover belongs to me! 

JD: A squirrel came bounding along the road, then stopped with a shake and a 

shiver.  For reigning his horse was The Highway Rat, who thundered: 

Rat: Stand and deliver!  Give me your buns and your biscuits!  Give me your 

chocolate eclairs!  For I am the rat of the highway, and the rat thief never shares. 

JD: ‘I have no buns,’ the squirrel replied, ‘I just have this sack of nuts.’  The robber 

snatched the sack, and snarled 

Rat: I’ll have no ifs or buts!  These nuts are probably rotting!  Oh, these nuts are as 

hard as can be!  But I am the rat of the highway, the highway, the highway, yes, I 

am the rat of the highway, and these nuts belong to me! 

JD: Some ants came crawling along the road.  Then stopped with a somersault, for 

baring his teeth was the Highway Rat, who bellowed a deafening: 

Rat: Halt!  Give me your sweets and your lollies, give me your toffees and chews!  For 

I am the rat of the highway, and nobody dares refuse! 

Ant: We have no sweets… 

JD: The ants replied… 

Ant: We just have this nice green leaf. 
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Rat: Oh no you don’t!  Not anymore! 

JD: Declared the highway thief. 

Rat: This leaf tastes nasty and bitter, this leaf is as thin as can be!  But, I am the rat of 

the highway, the highway, the highway, yes, I am the rat of the highway, and this 

leaf belongs to me! 

JD: With never a please or a thank you, the rat carried on in this way.  Flies from a 

spider… 

Rat: Got any flies? 

JD: Milk from a cat? 

Rat: Oh somebody got any milk up here?  That looks…you look like a cat, have you 

got any milk?   

JD: He once stole his own horse’s hay! 

Rat: This’ll do!   

JD: The creatures who travelled the highway grew thinner and thinner and thinner!  

While the Highway Rat grew horribly fat, from eating up everyone’s dinner!  Then, 

a duck came waddling along the road, and stopped with a: 

Duck: How do you do? 

Rat: I see you have nothing? 

JD: The robber complained.  In that case I’ll have to eat you!  I doubt you’re terribly 

juicy, most likely you’re tough as can be, but I am the rat of the highway, the 

highway, the highway, yes, I am the rat of the highway, and I fancy a duck for 

tea! 

Duck: Hang on! 

JD: Quacked the duck.   

Duck: For I have a sister with goodies you might prefer.  I know that she’d love to meet 

you and I’m certain that you’d like her.  For in her cave, her deep dark cave, right 

at the top of the hill, are sweets and cakes aplenty, aplenty, aplenty, biscuits and 

buns aplenty!  And there you may eat your fill. 

Rat: Hop on. 
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JD: Cried the rat, and they took to the road.  It seemed it would never end.  Onwards 

they rode, and upwards, bend after bend after bend.  Until at last, they came to a 

lonely cave, and the duck began to quack.  She quacked: 

Duck: Good evening sister, sister, sister?  

JD: And: 

Echo: Sister, sister, sister. 

JD: A voice from the cave came back.   

Rat: Do you have any cakes and chocolate? 

JD: The Highway robber cried.  And… 

Echo: Chocolate, chocolate, chocolate. 

JD: The voice from the cave replied.   

Rat: I’m going… 

JD: The Highway Rat began to drool, his greedy eyes grew round!  He cried 

Rat: I’m going to take them, take them, take them! 

JD: And… 

Echo: Take them, take them, take them… 

JD: Came back the welcome sound.  The Highway Rat leapt from his horse, into the 

cave he strode.  The duck took hold of the horse’s reins and galloped down the 

road, faster, and ever faster, following all the bends, the plucky young duck went 

riding, riding, riding, galloping down the highway, back to her hungry friends!  

Then, they shared out the food from the saddlebags and feasted all night long!  

Bright were the flames of the bonfire, loud was the music and song, wild was the 

moonlight dancing, merry the cheer and chat, for now they could live in freedom, 

in freedom, in freedom, coming and going in freedom, safe from The Highway 

Rat. 

 And, as for the rat in the echoey cave, he shouted and wandered until he found 

his way out of the darkness, on the other side of the hill.  A thinner and greyer 

and meeker rat, he robs on the roads no more.  For he landed a job in a cake 

shop, a cake shop, a cake shop, and they say he still works in the cake shop, 

sweeping the cake shop floor! 
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 [applause] 

 Thank you very much.  Now, I’m going to keep on my squirrel gear because I 

really like being a squirrel and because we’re going to sing you the Highway Rat 

song: 

 [singing] 

 The Highway Rat was a baddie.  The Highway was a beast.  He took what he 

wanted and ate what he took.  His life was one long feast. 

 And he said, give me your buns and your biscuits, give me your chocolate 

eclairs.  For I am the rat of the highway, the highway, the highway, yes I am the 

rat of the highway, and a rat thief never shares! 

The creatures who travelled the highway, grew thinner and thinner and thinner.  

While the Highway Rat grew horribly fat, from eating up everyone’s dinner!   

And he said, give me your sweets and your lollies, give me your toffees and 

chews.  For I am the rat of the highway, the highway, the highway, yes I am the 

rat of the highway, and nobody dares refuse! 

So if you’re ever out on the highway, and you hear a horse gallop, beware!  For it 

could be the horse of the Highway Rat and he’ll call out, who goes there? 

Then he’ll say, give me your pastries and puddings, give me your chocolate and 

cake, for I am the rat of the highway, the highway, the highway, yes I am the rat 

of the highway and whatever I want I take! 

 [applause] 

 Thank you very much! 

 Well, I do have to take off my squirrel costume now, because it’s time to meet 

some other villains.  They’re not quite so bad, I don’t think, they’re not quite so 

bad as the Highway Rat and Sam Sly, but they’re pretty bad.  And they want to 

steal a prize cow on a farm.  But I haven’t got the cow, in fact I need quite a few 

animals, and I also need a dad who is good at acting.  Has anyone got a dad who 

is good at acting?  The dad has to actually be here!  Sometimes people say 

they’ve got a dad who’s good at acting but he’s at home.  Alright here’s a dad 

who’s very good at acting, with curly hair, just there, yes, would you like to come 

and be the farmer?  Give a big clap to the dad who’s good at acting. 

 [applause] 
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 I think I recognise this dad actually, I think he might write children’s books too, he 

looks a bit familiar to me!  Well I’m going to give you a smock, a nice farmer’s 

smock.  You might need to take your jacket off actually, do a swap, and we’ll give 

you this smock.  Can you put that on?  I think we’ll have the chair, because for 

most of this show, you’re actually asleep, you’re a rather lazy farmer.  That 

sounds alright does it?  Good.  Okay, so if you just sit down on here…but you 

have two big moments.  At one point, when I say, ‘The farmer woke and said…’  

You say, ‘Golly gosh!’  So let’s practice that bit.  The farmer woke and said 

F: Golly gosh! 

JD: Brilliant!  Give a big round of applause for that! 

 [applause] 

 And then, a bit later on, I say, ‘The farmer cheered.’  This is towards the end, and 

you can have a real loud cheer.  The farmer cheered. 

F: Hooray! 

JD: Wonderful, okay, so you’re the farmer.  And now Moira and I are going to go 

down into the audience and we’re going to choose…I’m going to choose five 

children from this side, and Moira is going to choose five children from that side 

to come and be the animals. 

 Alright, we’re going to just practice the noises that you will make.  This is how it 

goes.  It goes, the cows said 

Boy: Moo 

JD: And the hen said…can you say, cluck? 

Girl: Cluck. 

JD: And then you’ve got the hardest part, because you have to say, hiss, as soon as 

you’ve said, cluck, so let’s just practice that bit again.  The cow said 

Boy: Moo. 

JD: And the hen said 

Girl: Cluck, hiss. 

JD: Said the goose, and 

Boy: Quack. 
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JD: Said the duck.  Can you go, neigh? 

Boy: Neigh! 

JD: Said the horse!  Can you go, oink? 

Boy: Oink. 

JD: Said the hog. 

Boy: Baa. 

JD: Said the sheep, and… 

Boy: Woof! 

JD: Said the dog.  One cat miaowed: 

Boy: Miaow. 

JD: And the other cat purred. 

Boy: Purr! 

JD: Wonderful…and the mouse squeaked…can you just squeak? 

Boy: Squeak, squeak. 

JD: But the ladybird said never a word.  Very good, alright.  So this is a story of What 

the Ladybird Heard. 

 Once upon a farm, lived a fat, red hen, a duck in a pond, and a goose in a pen.  

A woolly sheep, a hairy hog, a handsome horse and a dainty dog.  A cat that 

miaowed, a cat that purred, a fine prize cow and a ladybird. 

 And the cow said: 

Boy: Moo! 

JD: And the hen said: 

Boy: Cluck, hiss… 

JD: Said the goose, and: 

Boy: Quack! 

JD: Said the duck!   
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Boy: Neigh! 

JD: Said the horse. 

Boy: Oink! 

JD: Said the hog, 

Boy: Baa! 

JD: Said the sheep, and: 

Boy: Woof! 

JD: Said the dog!  One cat miaowed: 

Cat: Miaow. 

JD: The other one purred: 

Cat: Purr. 

JD: The mouse squeaked: 

Mouse: Squeak, squeak 

JD: And the ladybird said never a word.   

 But, the ladybird saw and the ladybird heard.  She saw two men in a big black 

van.  With a map, and a key, and a cunning plan!  And she heard them whisper: 

Men: This is how we’re going to steal the fine prize cow!   

Man1: Open the gate in the dead of night. 

Man2: Past the horse and then turn right. 

Man1: Round the duck pond, past the hog. 

Man2: Be careful not to wake the dog! 

Man1: Left past the sheep. 

Man2: Then straight ahead. 

Men: And in through the door of the prize cow’s shed!   

JD: And the little spotty ladybird who never before had said a word, told the animals. 
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LB: This is how two thieves are planning to steal the cow! They’ll open the gate at 

dead of night, pass the horse and then turn right.  Around the duck pound, past 

the hog, being careful not to wake the dog!  Left past the sheep, then straight 

ahead, and in through the door of the prize cow’s shed!   

JD: Then the cow said: 

Boy: Moo. 

JD: And the hen said: 

Boy:  Cluck, hiss… 

JD: Said the goose.  And: 

Boy: Quack! 

JD: Said the duck!   

Boy: Neigh! 

JD: Said the horse. 

Boy: Oink! 

JD: Said the hog. 

Boy: Baa! 

JD: Said the sheep, and: 

Boy: Woof! 

JD: Said the dog.  And both the cats began to miaow. 

Boy: Miaow. 

Boy: Miaow. 

JD: We can’t let the thief steal the fine prize cow!   

 But, the ladybird had a good idea.  And she whispered it into each animal ear.  At 

dead of night, the two bad men, Hefty Hugh and Lanky Len, opened the gate 

while the farmer slept, and tip toe into the farm they crept.  The, the goose said… 

Boy: [Inaudible 26:58]. 

JD: With all her might and Len said… 
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Len: That’s the horse, turn right.  

JD: The dainty dog began to quack. 

Boy: Quack! 

Hugh: The duck! 

JD: Said Hugh. 

Hugh: We’re right on track!   

JD: Oink, said the cats. 

Hugh: There goes the hog. 

Len: Be careful not to wake the dog. 

JD: Baa, baa, baa, said the fat red hen.   

Len: The sheep, we’re nearly there! 

JD: Said Len!  Then the duck on the pond said, moo, moo, moo. 

Hugh: Just two more steps to go. 

JD: Said Hugh.  And they both stepped into the duck pond! 

Men: Splosh! 

JD: And the farmer woke and said... 

F: Golly gosh! 

JD: Even better…!  And he called the cops and they came and they threw the thieves 

in the panda car. 

Men: I want my lawyer.   

 [nee naa, nee, naa, nee, naa]. 

JD: Then the cow said. 

Boy: Moo! 

JD: And the hen said. 

Boy: Cluck. 
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 Hiss… 

JD: Said the goose and… 

Boy: Quack… 

JD: Said the duck!   

Boy: Neigh… 

JD: Said the horse… 

Boy: Oink! 

JD: Said the hog. 

Boy: Baa! 

JD: Said the sheep and… 

Boy: Woof! 

JD: Said the dog.  The farmer cheered! 

F: Hooray! 

JD: And both cats purred. 

Cats: Purr! 

JD: And the mouse squeaked. 

Mouse: Squeak, squeak. 

JD: But the ladybird said never a word. 

 Give them a big clap and let’s have a big clap for the baddies and the policemen 

as well!  Thank you very much. 

 [applause] 

 So now, if you children, could you just put your hats back on the table?  Can you 

put your smock back on the table as well?  And we’re coming to a bit where 

some of you who haven’t yet been on the stage are going to get a chance to 

come up.  Because we’re going to have some questions.  So if anyone’s got a 

really good question they want to ask me, you can come and have a nice snuggle 

up on the sofa. 
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 Alright, so let’s see what’s your question? 

Girl: What is your favourite book? 

JD: What’s my favourite book?  Do you mean of the books that I’ve written? 

Girl: Yes. 

JD: My favourite book that I’ve written, it keeps changing actually, am I allowed to 

have more than one favourite?  Am I allowed to have two? 

 Right, my favourites, at the moment are, ‘The Highway Rat’, that you’ve just seen 

and one for teenagers, called, ‘Running on the Cracks’, which is more realistic, 

it’s not got kind of so many animals in it as the others.  Okay, that’s a very good 

question, a bit clap for that question. 

 [applause] 

 And what’s the next question? 

Boy: What was your first book you wrote? 

JD: The first book I wrote was called, ‘A Squash and a Squeeze’, and actually, it was 

a song, I wrote it as a song.  And some nice publisher heard it on television and 

they thought it would make a good book, the words would make a good book.  

And they asked me if they could make it in a book, so I was really, really pleased 

when that happened, and that set me off on my writing career.  

 Another very good question!  [applause] 

 Okay, question number three? 

Girl: What’s your favourite fruit? 

JD: What’s my what, sorry? 

Girl: Favourite fruit? 

JD: My favourite food did you say?  Oh my favourite food…I think probably roast 

potatoes, is my favourite food.  When I was little, on my birthday, I always had to 

have that number of potatoes for my age, so when I was seven, I had seven 

roast potatoes on my birthday, when I was eight, I had eight…and I went on until 

I was 14, so when I was 14, I had 14 roast potatoes on my birthday, and after 

that I stopped, because I think I was getting a bit too fat after that. 

 Another very interesting question! [applause] 
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 And the last question, what’s your question? 

Girl: What book are you going to do next? 

JD: What book am I going to do next?  That’s a really good question.  I’ve got one 

which has just come out, which is called, ‘The Further Adventures of the Owl and 

the Pussycat’, that’s the next one that people can buy in the shops.  Because do 

you know the poem of, ‘The Owl and the Pussycat’?  There’s a quite well known 

poem of, ‘The Owl and the Pussycat’, and I’ve written a sequel to that.  And the 

book I’m going to do next, I haven’t told anyone else this ever before, but it’s 

going to be about scarecrows.  I’m thinking of doing one about scarecrows. 

 Okay, let’s give a big clap for that question as well.  [applause] 

 And can you find your way back down for the last song?  We’re going to finish up 

with a song, and you’ve met a lot of baddies, you’ve met…oh who have you 

met…you’ve met Sam Sly, Highway Rat, Hefty Hugh and Lanky Len.  I think 

we’re going to get the sofa back again, and we’re going to sing you a song about 

a superhero this time.  And this is a Superworm song!  So, there’s a chorus which 

you can join in with.  I’m going to just put this microphone back.  We’ll have all 

the cast on the stage, I think for this, and I’d like you to join in the chorus nice and 

loud, but very tunefully as well! 

 Okay, so this is how the chorus goes, and it’s got some actions.   

 So, the first line goes: 

 Superworm is super long.   

 Can you do that? 

 Superworm is super long. 

 A bit louder, again. 

 Superworm is super long. 

 Good, then: 

 Superworm is super strong. 

 Superworm is super strong. 

 Then it goes: 

 Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 
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 Try that? 

 Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 

 Then it goes: 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

 Very good, and that’s what we start off with, the chorus, okay. 

 

 Superworm, is super long. 

 Superworm, is super strong. 

  Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

 

 Help, disaster, baby toad!  Has hopped onto a major road! 

 Quick, whatever can we do? 

 Look, a Superworm lasso! 

 

  Superworm, is super long. 

 Superworm, is super strong. 

  Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

 

 The bees are feeling bored today.   

 They need a nice new game to play. 

 Cheer up bees, no need to mope. 

 It’s Superworm, the skipping rope! 
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   Superworm, is super long. 

 Superworm, is super strong. 

  Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

  

 Beetle’s fallen in the well. 

 Is she drowning, who can tell? 

 Not to worry, all is fine. 

 It’s Superworm, the fishing line! 

 

   Superworm, is super long. 

 Superworm, is super strong. 

  Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

 

 Superworm the swing, the slide 

 The hoola hoop, the fairground ride. 

 Superworm, the belt, the hat. 

 The crane, the train, the acrobat. 

 

 Them toads and spiders, bees and bugs 

 Brother snails, sister slugs. 

 Uncle ants, and earwig aunt 

 Clap and cheer and chant this chant! 
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   Superworm, is super long. 

 Superworm, is super strong. 

  Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

 

 Change key! 

   Superworm, is super long. 

 Superworm, is super strong. 

  Watch him wiggle, see him squirm. 

 Hip, hip, hooray, for Superworm! 

 

 [applause] 

 

 

 

 

 


