
 
 

Mrs Mactavish and the Fairies 
Contributed by Ailie Finlay 

 
[Introduction: Ask the audience if they like golden syrup, if necessary explain what it is, and 
tell them that Scottish fairies love syrup] 
 
Someone was stealing Mrs Mactavish’s syrup. Every morning when she went downstairs, 
made her porridge and went to put some golden syrup on top… 
 
[Show empty syrup tin; give a spoon a wee rattle around in it] 
 
The tin was empty. Can anyone guess who was taking Mrs Mactavish’s syrup? 
That’s right – the fairies. 
 
Well Mrs Mactavish knew that the fairies lived up the hill behind her house. So she stomped 
up to the top of the hill. 
 
[Do some stomping!] 
 
She stomped all around. 
‘Who is stealing my syrup?’ she called. 
‘Who is stealing my syrup?’ 
‘Who is stealing my syrup?’ 
But never a sound came from the fairies. Nothing. 
 
So Mrs Mactavish went back home and into bed. In the middle of the night there was a 
[knock] …knock at the door. There on the doorstep stood a wee tin of syrup. And it was 
dancing all around and singing: 
 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin 
 
That little tin danced right into the kitchen and jumped up on the table.  
 



Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin 
 
[As you sing/chant this shake the syrup tin up and down and then pass it to someone in the 
audience and encourage them to continue with the shaking] 
 
But Mrs Mactavish didn’t have time to say a word, because there was another 
[knock]…knock at the door and there stood another wee tin of syrup, dancing all around 
 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin [pass next tin to another audience member] 
 
And another knock at the door [knock] 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin [pass to another audience member] 
 
And another. 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin 
And another. And another [Keep passing out tins until you have run out and encourage the 
audience to sing/chant and shake the tins] 
And by morning Mrs Mactavish’s kitchen was full of little syrup tins, jumping around on the 
floor, on the shelves and on the table and all singing 
 
[Everyone singing and shaking together. This time sing/chant very slowly, loudly and 
deliberately] 
 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
We are little syrup tins 
 
And Mrs Mactavish had enough syrup to last for that day and that week and that month and 
for the rest of her life! And sometimes, in the middle of the night when it was very quiet, 
she could still hear those tins of syrup having a wee dance in the cupboard and singing: 
 
Heenty peenty penny pin 
I’m a little syrup tin [quietly this time] 
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