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The rain came down and covered the ground. 
Creating giant puddles for miles around. 

We grabbed our boots and other rain gear 
‘Cause my sister and I had to get out there! 

As we headed off  to school that day 
We found every puddle along the way. 

Clumping and jumping and shouting, “Make way!” 
We laughed and we splashed; what a beautiful day! 

And then we felt the air get warm 
We stopped to gaze at the passing storm. 

And as those rain clouds drifted by 
We heard the strangest watery cry: 

                    D                                                        A                                            D 
“A squashmuck! A squashmuck! Oh, listen for the giggle of  a squashmuck! 

                  G                                    D                    G                                    D 
Hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hoo-hoo-hoo! I’d like to spend the day with you. 

              G                                   D                               A                                         D 
This is your super-duper day of  luck, when you get to play with a squashmuck!” 

Where, oh where did that voice come from? 
Then it sang again, “Go get your mom!” 
So lickety-splickety, we ran back home, 

Yelling for our mother who was on the phone. 
Up in the hall Mama heard our call. 
Huffing and puffing we told her all. 
“Now kids, you’re going to be late! 

But this is a day to celebrate! 
For long ago when I was young, 

A squashmuck asked me to have fun. 
It’s very rare to hear these days. 
I’m so excited; I’m so amazed!” 

“A squashmuck! A squashmuck! Oh, listen for the giggle of  a squashmuck! 
Hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hoo-hoo-hoo! I’d like to spend the day with you. 

This is your super-duper day of  luck, when you get to play with a squashmuck!” 

The sun was shining now, real strong 
And Mom said, “We can’t take too long. 

For they always need fresh rain to come out. 
When puddles dry up, they’re never about. 



She brought along a bucket and scooped up some rain 
So it wouldn’t all be gone when the puddles all drained. 

Now you have to tickle it to get it to sing. 
For a Squashmuck tickling’s the very best thing! 

So up we jumped up and down we splashed. 
And in the muck we found its tracks. 

Singing out it said, “You’re back! 
I think I’m going to have a giggle attack!” 

“A squashmuck! A squashmuck! Oh, listen for the giggle of  a squashmuck! 
Hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hoo-hoo-hoo! I’d like to spend the day with you. 

This is your super-duper day of  luck, when you get to play with a squashmuck!” 

And now Mom took us to our school, 
‘Cause missing school just wasn’t cool. 
But we knew when the day was done 

We’d be having some squashmuck fun! 
We went in thinking this was great. 
But then we couldn’t concentrate! 

Until in art they gave us clay 
To make anything that we wanted that day. 
I flattened mine, sort of  round and wide. 
Made eyes and a grin from side to side. 
Just like our new friend that we had met. 

And sang to myself  inside my head: 

“A squashmuck! A squashmuck! Oh listen to the giggle of  a squashmuck! 
Hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hoo-hoo-hoo! I’d like to spend the day with you. 

This is your super-duper day of  luck, when you get to play with a squashmuck!” 

In science we studied reasons why 
Habitats were shrinking as the years went by. 

That people and wild species are inter-connected; 
If  we won’t stop and change, more trouble is expected. 

Humans are making far too much pollution. 
Dirty air, land, and water need a solution. 

I thought of  the squashmuck, one of  the last ones. 
I raised my hand, “Something must be done!” 
I asked about water and how to keep it clean? 

The rain and the ocean and the lake and the stream? 
The teacher replied, “It’s always been true. 

You must take care of  what’s been given to you.” 

“A squashmuck! A squashmuck! Oh listen for the giggle of  a squashmuck! 
Hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hoo-hoo-hoo! I’d like to spend the day with you. 

This is your super-duper day of  luck, when you get to play with a squashmuck!” 



I thought of  our funny newfound friend, 
If  the water got too dirty it could be its end. 
I started a petition with all the kids I knew 

And showed them my clay model, it was something I could do! 
‘Cause they never met one eye-to-eye, 

And before that day, neither had I. 
But from now on I’d do my part. 

‘Cause now I loved it with all my heart. 
And if  we would stop and change our ways 

To save our land and waterways. 
Maybe just maybe, one of  these days, 

More squashmucks could sing in their funny friendly way! 

“A squashmuck! A squashmuck! Oh listen for the giggle of  a squashmuck! 
Hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hoo-hoo-hoo! I’d like to spend the day with you. 

This is your super-duper day of  luck, when you get to play with a squashmuck!” 

So after school we ran for home 
Mom wasn’t chatting on the phone. 

Stomp, clap, clap, we heard upstairs--- 
Mom was dancing without any cares! 

Then splash, then giggle, then hee-hee-hee! 
What fun we had and the fun was free. 
And hee-hee-hee-hee and hoo-hoo-hoo. 

The afternoon just flew, flew, flew! 
We played until the sun went down. 

Then Mom said, “Take it where it was found. 
It wants to be friends and it wants to be free. 

If  it’s happy, we’re happy; it’s a great way to be! 

“A squashmuck! A squashmuck! Oh listen for the giggle of  a squashmuck! 
Hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hoo-hoo-hoo! I’d like to spend the day with you. 

This is your super-duper day of  luck, when you get to play with a squashmuck!” 


