
Hippo is unhappy. 

Why does Hippo say, “Don’t call me hippo”?
Would you ever want to be someone else?
What do you like about yourself?

Hippos aren’t made for climbing. 

Can you spot any creatures hiding in the branches?
Hippo finds climbing very hard. What do you find difficult?
If you could be an animal, what would it be?

Hippo would rather be a meerkat.

Why does Hippo want to be a meerkat?
Can you count how many butterflies there are in the pictures?
Can you scamper and skip and peer around like a meerkat?

Hippo saves a young wildebeest.

What does Hippo do to save the wildebeest?
Would you rather be a hippo or a wildebeest?
How do you feel when you help people?

All the hippos are happy! 

How many hippos can you count in the picture?
Why are the hippos so happy?
What makes you happy?

HAPPY I’M A HIPPO

   Hints and tips for sharing this book with a child
Here are some ideas for ways to make sharing 

this book even more fun! 

Storytime

“Where are you going, Hippo?” called the others.

“Don’t call me hippo!” she said. “I’ve told you before. 

I don’t want to be a hippo!” And she turned her back on 

her friends and stomped away.

The path was dusty and the day was hot, 

but the hippo sang as she walked along:

Rather be a zebra or a buffa-luffa-lo.

Rather be that monkey, swinging in his tree,

Rather be a monkey than a hippo like me.”

“Don’t want to be a hippo. No! No! No!

But hippos aren’t made for climbing, and when

she tried to scramble up, the tree swayed and

the branches snapped and she
fell in a heap

ground.

on the

“Don’t want to be a hippo. No! No! No!

Rather be a zebra or a buffa-luffa-lo.

Rather be that eagle, flying so free,

Rather be an eagle than a hippo like me.”

“You can’t be a monkey if you can’t climb 

a tree,” the monkey said. “Sorry, Hippo.”

“Don’t call me hippo!” the hippo

replied, as she crunched away through 

the broken sticks.

The sun grew hotter as the hippo walked on.

She had so wanted to be a monkey. 

So again she sang:

“Hallo, Hippo!” said the meerkat.

“Don’t call me hippo!” said the hippo. 

“Hippos are boring and clumsy and slow.

I want to be a meerkat like you.”

“Really?” said the meerkat. 

“But, Hippo:

“Can you scamper?

Can you skip?

Can you peer right round?

Can you scurry? Can you burrow

Down into the ground?”

“I can try!” said the hippo.

Charging down the slope,she plunged into the water and
made a huge wave that swept the crocodile away

to the other end of the pool.

“Call me

“Hippo!” shouted her friends, as she ducked under the surface 

and came up grinning. Her friends grinned, too.

Such happy grins! 

Such happy hippos!

“Don’t want to be a zebra. No! No! No!
Rather be a hippo than a buffa-luffa-lo.

Don’t want to be an eagle or a monkey in a tree,

h pp oi !”

I’m happy I’m a hippo and

I’m happy I’m me!


