
The Volcano 
 
 

Listen, listen, to the mountain 

It is rumbling deep inside. 

Listen, listen, to the mountain 

It is grumbling deep inside. 

 

It is time, it is time, 

For the mountain to erupt. 

It is time, it is time, 

For the mountain to blow up. 

 

Red hot lava thrown out 

Reaching up into the sky, 

Red and glowing like a fireball, 

Can you see it, way up high?  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
What else does the volcano look like? 
Can you make a noise like a rumbling volcano? 
What comes out of a volcano? 
What word in the poem means the same as ‘blow up?’  
In groups, form the shape of a volcano and act it out. 
You could add characters and create a whole scene. 
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