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Sir Chocolate and the 
Missing Christmas Harp

By Robbie and Michael Cheadle



Christmas Eve was only two 
nights away,

When Santa popped in, wearing a 
look of dismay,

Sir Chocolate was astonished, 
Santa was always jolly,

Was it no presents due to a 
naughty child’s folly?

.
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Sir Chocolate and the 

Missing Christmas Harp
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Sir Chocolate invited Santa indoors, 
out of the cold,

Over hot chocolate and cake, Santa 
his story told,

The Christmas fairy’s harp had 
completely disappeared,

Each Christmas elf, of the theft had 
been cleared.
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It was a catastrophe; the harp’s sweet 
notes caused sleep;

It worked on everything – parents, 
children, dogs and sheep;

Santa used it to deliver the presents 
without been seen;

He came down the chimney and left, 
as if he’d never been.

.
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Santa had come to see if 
Sir Chocolate’s had any ideas,

To avoid children being disappointed 
and shedding sad tears,

If the world was awake, Santa’s gifts 
couldn’t be delivered,

At the thought, Sir Chocolate felt 
quite shocked and shivered.

Sir Chocolate was eager to help, they 
set off back to the North Pole,

They travelled on the chocolate 
steam train that used liquorice coal,

This fuel packed a punch; they 
travelled at an incredible speed,

And soon arrived at the North Pole, 
to start looking for any lead.



6



There had to be something that 
would give a clue to the crook,

Who’d crept into Santa’s toyshop 
and the harp sneakily took,

Sir Chocolate walked around, 
examining every inch of the floor,

It was vital he found the harp so 
Santa his plans could restore.

Out of the corner of his eye, he 
spotted a few crumbs,

When he approached, he could 
smell gingerbread and plums,

The gingerbread wood cutter, who 
lived among the sugar cone pines,

Always smelled of plums ‘cause he 
grew sugar plum tart vines.
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Sir Chocolate told Santa his news 
and they set off at a fast trot,

On the way to the sugar cone pine 
forest, a plan they did plot,

As they approached, through the 
trees came a beautiful sound,

Sir Chocolate and Santa stopped to 
listen, feeling quite spellbound.
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They both blocked up their ears; 
to fall asleep would not be good,
Until they found the woodcutter 

and his story heard and 
understood,

They soon found a clearing, with 
a chocolate log cabin in the 

centre,
They knocked on the door and 
heard the woodcutter call out 

“enter”.
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They went in through the door, 
their eyes adjusting to the gloom,
They saw the Christmas harp on a 
table in the middle of the room,

The woodcutter followed their looks 
and looked sheepish and ashamed,
He said the theft on his neighbours, 

the owls, should be blamed.

“Why’s it their fault?” Santa asked, a 
puzzled look on his face,

“They are nocturnal! Every evening 
they hoot, hunt and race”

The woodcutter had not slept for 
weeks and felt desperately tired,
Relief from this uncomfortable 
situation, he urgently required.
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“I have the answer!” Sir Chocolate 
proclaimed with a big smile,

The candyfloss sheep live nearby; 
the walk is less than a mile,

They can knit the woodcutter some 
ear muffs to block out all the noise,
In return for the muffs, Santa could 

give the lambs some new toys.
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The following morning, the shepherd 
saw a most

incredible sight,
Every lamb had a toy – one was flying 

a red and yellow kite,
As for the gingerbread wood cutter; 

the ear muffs did the trick,
He climbed into his bed and slept 

solidly, like a chocolate brick.
.
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.Santa and Sir Chocolate set off at 
once, to return the harp to 

the fairy,
She hid it away; its theft had 

made her feel quite wary,
Everything normalised, the 

Christmas elves finished their 
presents,

They enjoyed a party to celebrate 
the outcome of events.


