Wriggly Squiggly
Up in the mountains, over the sea
There lived a monster family.
The mum as monsters go was small,
Only a thousand and three feet tall.

And as for Dad!
You know the size of a lake?
Well, that was just his eyes.
His teeth were massive mountain tops – 
He crunched up rocks like lollipops.

Is this the truth, and how do I know?
My grandpa met them long ago
When he was young and had no fear,
When he was a famous mountaineer.

He said goodbye to his wife and cat
In his mountain gear and safety hat.
With loads of ropes and climbing hooks
and his parachute, maps and travelling books.

He said, “Farewell! I shall be some time,
There’s a faraway mountain I have to climb.”
What was up there?  No one knew.
But Grandpa really wanted to.

While the monster family slept,
Up the crevices Grandpa crept – 
Like a spider on a thread –
His safety hat upon his head.

He hooked his rope on to the ledge
And dangled from the mountain edge.
But right below him – can you see
The monster in her nursery?

Grandpa hung above her bed.
“A Wriggly Squiggly!  Help!” she said.



“Spray it!  Hit it!  Snip its string –
The nasty, creepy-crawly thing!
Smack it!  Whack it!  Squash it quick!
Splat it!  Smash it with a stick!”

Her mum said,
“Don’t be frightened, dear.
They always come this time of year.
They’re harmless, there’s no need to shout.
I’ll put the Wriggly Squiggly out.”

She grabbed my grandpa by his toes.
He stuck an ice pick in her nose!
And abseiled down her hairy head.
And jumped and hid beneath the bed.

The monsters yelled and poked him out, 
And then they chased him all about.
They even zapped him with a can
Of Wriggly Squiggly spray.  He ran!

But, oh dear! Where did Grandpa run?
Into the clutches of their son!
“Oh, Wriggly Squiggly, there you are!
Now, just you get inside this jar.
I’ve put some twigs in there as well.
I’ll take you in for ‘Show and Tell.’ ”

But then the monster’s jar was tipped.
My grandpa panicked as he slipped.
He ripped his parachute cord – and whoosh!
He floated down on to a bush.

“Oh Mother, see its silky wings.
Aren’t Wriggly Squigglies lovely things?
I’ll set it free and let it fly
Kept in a jar they always die.”

He wandered out across the snow
And gently let my grandpa go.
Then watched him drifting home to Gran,
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