
NUBBLY 
by Ginger Burke 
 
Nubbly was my favorite sock when I was barely four.  
I glued on eyes and hugged her when I took her from Mom’s drawer.  
 
My sole-mate joined me at the table – she’d pretend to eat.  
She helped me zoom down playground slides, so I’d land on my feet.  
 
Though Nubbly was delighIul, she did not have angel wings. 
She liked to fling my boogers and sKck chewing gum on swings. 
 
“Oops!” said Nubbly, when she spilled my milk on Fluffy’s head.  
Then she drew an octopus on my brother’s bed.  
 
She tried to flush a bowl of broccoli, but my mom was faster.  
Of course, I got in trouble but my SOCK is the disaster.  
 
She squirted toothpaste on the walls, adorned the couch with buUer.  
She threw away the forks and hid Dad’s keys inside the guUer.  
 
Naughty Nubbly tried Mom’s lipsKck and my grandpa’s dentures. 
No one can exaggerate her diaper cream adventures.  
 
With those feats completed, Nubbly smelled extremely roUen – 
like sKnky food or Grandpa’s breath or milk that’s long forgoUen. 
 
Mom took Nubbly to the bath but much to her chagrin,  
discovered Nubbly’s bulging head had broccoli stuffed within. 
 


