Nipper in Slipper

It was Friday night teatime on sleepover day

When me and the gang got the call to stop play

So we headed inside to where parent was shouting

To kitchen where dog looked for bowl to put snout in

We sat round the table all elbows and spoons

And gulped when we saw what came into the room

Five plates of liver with onions on side

And cabbage and parsnips along for the ride

Now this wasn’t Friday night sleepover stuff

And seeing it we knew it would not be enough

So we planned that at midnight when parents were sleeping

The gang would go creeping to kitchen for sweet things

The parents threw wobblers when good food was wasted

So plates must be emptied before they were tasted

So under the table old four paws was slurping

And chewing and chomping and drooling and burping

When liver filled dog was asleep under table

And plates were as clean as a Trojan horse stable

We slipped off to sofa to watch the cartoons

And yawned each time parents came into the room

We knew that we had to make parents believe that

The gang was as tired as a melon filled fruit bat

And when parents sent us to bed base for sleep

They’d go themselves early and leave us to creep

And so there we waited, as quiet as mice

Except for the odd noise that didn’t smell nice

And listened while parents put false teeth in cups

With labels on sides so they didn’t mix them up

Now I know that your thinking you want us to swap them

But last time we did that caused parent to drop them

And dog that was passing at time did a pounce

And charged off to lounge making crunching type sounds

Two hundred pounds was the bill for the biters

And vet had to check dog was not chewed inside her

So teeth were quite safe on the sink side this evening

And ready for breakfast the tusks would be gleaming

The time went so slowly for weary gang waiting

But thoughts of the sweet stuff meant none were complaining

And when we heard light switch of parent go click

Five mouths of gang stuck out tongue to lick lip

We crept from the bedroom one foot at a time

Five pairs of legs with ten feet in a line

And crept past the snore doors where parents were sleeping

Not noticing four paws had joined the feet creeping

The dog she had heard us and hot on our heels

She licked lips and wagged tail amidst doggy squeals

And this wasn’t good for the noise would wake sleepers

So dog’s tail was socked up and hidden were squeakers

Just then we heard rattling and whirring and clanging

The hamster had woken and red wheel was banging

So one lad was sent back to room to put spanner in

The works of the wheel that the hamster ran round in

But as he put hand in to halt the contraption

The hamster with long tooth found soft spot to latch on

And as he whipped hand out through hamster proof door

The nipper came with it and dropped to the floor

Now hamsters have eyes that were made for the dark

And big dog with socked tail had mouth made to bark

So all sorts of madness and hullabaloo 

Erupted when dog saw small rat in the room

The lad quick grabbed dog’s snout and wrestled it to floor

Whilst wild whippet hamster quick ran for the door

And as we were too far away to quick snatch him

He waddled through small gap in snore door on landing

The parents were sleeping and snoring and grunting

With bed socks on big feet and not hamster hunting

So safer it was in that room full of noise

Than out on the landing with barefooted boys

So we shut the door quietly and left him to trundle 

Through slippers and spy books and rolled up wool bundles

Then calmed down the big dog by waggling a finger

Through bars of the beast’s cage so she’d think he’s in there

Then once again ten feet sneaked off down the hallway

With small torch from dads bike to light up the doorway

We also had satchel from school to put grub in

To take chop to room for some mad midnight munching

The torch lit up lovely the traps on the landing

The hat racks and boot stands that parents found handy

And those at the front of the long line of short legs

Had no trouble missing the things that could bump heads

But the lad at the back who was last in the line

Was furthest from light and did not see with eye

The shelf that stood low on the wall with a phone on

Which he bashed while passing his small elbow bone on

Now a funny bone’s not funny if you give it a clatter

In fact you could best say it’s no laughing matter

And such was the case for the lad who’d bashed elbow

And the funny thing was it was funny for us though

He stood there in torchlight with whole hand in mouth

To block out the shout that now tried to get out

While we held our stomachs and noses to keep in

A noise that was equal to banged elbow bone din

Then finally we reached it, the treasure filled food room

Where parents whilst cooking sung songs in a strange tune

And small boys were told off for breaking an ant farm

And dog opened fridge door with furry-clawed dog arm 

We knew that on high shelf the best stuff was hidden

Where short arms couldn’t reach ‘em and dogs couldn’t sniff ‘em

So somehow we had to add length to a lad

So lad could reach higher and hand could then grab

For that shelf had sweets we could only have one of

And fizzy things that parents wouldn’t let us take top off

And next to these treats was the bestest of all

The tin we were told contained nothing at all!! 

So long lad was chosen to climb up to grab it

On three-legged stool with a bad wobble habit 

And knowing that safety came first with the gang

The long lad felt safe doing wobbly stool plan

Now it happened that long lad was scared stiff of spiders

And a high place was good place for hairy-legged hiders

And as he reached high up to grab tin with hand

He grabbed something different than what he had planned

There in his hand was a flat backed black wriggler

With eyes big as buttons and legs thick as fingers

And as he tried quickly to shake beast from palm

The eight-legged fly biter quick shot up his arm

Now a spider in T-shirt was not what was needed

Whilst wobbling on small stool an inch from the ceiling

And lesson in gravity that’s quick learnt when high up

Is boys aren’t like cats that can fall down and stand up

He came down as quick as a chimp that had stepped on

A branch with banana skin someone had left on

And formed a gang tangle of small boys that wriggled

Like a pond full of tadpoles with an eel in the middle

Now four paws went bonkers when gang was there tied up

And howling she jumped high on five-boy gang pile up

And chomped with a sharp tooth the first foot she found

Which brought forth a half muffled shout from the mound 

Now a parent that’s woken by barking and bumping

Is not in the best mood when half asleep clumping

And things just got worse when he popped on a slipper

To find soft place taken by furry toothed nipper

Now the nipper wasn’t happy being squashed by a foot

And so on the big digit of foot it did put

A nice curvy nut-breaking, bar-chewing tooth 

That made foot go spring-like and parent hit roof

Whilst stood in the kitchen we heard parents screaming

For the other had woken to madness from dreaming

And knowing that seconds we had just to get to

The safety of bed base we’d built in the bedroom

So off we went quickly with hands full of sweet things

As fizzy pop fizzed up in fizzy pop fizz tins

And got back to bedroom as snore door was creaking

And hid before head of the parent came peeking 

We slipped beneath blankets and all made a snore noise

So parents wouldn’t think they’d been woken by small boys

And as the door opened I sneaked a quick look

At parent with big hair and slipper-less foot

He gazed for a moment at gang that was sleeping

At nine eyes closed tightly all facing the ceiling

Then looked back behind him at four pawed black sniffer

Howling at hamster head poking from slipper

So nipper was captured and finally caged up

By tiptoeing parent who tried not to wake us

And dog was then locked up in cold porch ‘til morning

For barking and howling and midnight performing

When wandering parents at last were back sleeping

And no dogs were barking or hamster heads peeping 

We sat there in bed den all quietly munching 

And sucking crisps slowly to silence the crunching

Now we should have remembered, we should have but didn’t

That pop that is shook up is quite fond of fizzing

So as can was opened and from it came fizz

The light switch of parent we heard again click!!
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