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Adventures of Isabel  

By Odgen Nash  

  

Isabel met an enormous bear,  

Isabel, Isabel, didn't care;  

The bear was hungry, the bear was ravenous,  

The bear's big mouth was cruel and cavernous.  

The bear said, Isabel, glad to meet you,  

How do, Isabel, now I'll eat you!  

Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry.  

Isabel didn't scream or scurry.  

She washed her hands and straightened her hair up,  

Then Isabel quietly ate the bear up. 

 

Once in a night as black as pitch  

Isabel met a wicked old witch.  

the witch's face was cross and wrinkled,  

The witch's gums with teeth were sprinkled.  

Ho, ho, Isabel! the old witch crowed,  

I'll turn you into an ugly toad!  

Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry,  

Isabel didn't scream or scurry,  

She showed no rage, she showed no rancor,  

But she turned the witch into milk and drank her. 

 

Isabel met a troublesome doctor,  

He punched and he poked till he really shocked her.  

The doctor’s talk was of coughs and chills  

And the doctor’s satchel bulged with pills.  

The doctor said unto Isabel,  

Swallow this, it will make you well.  

Isabel, Isabel, didn’t worry,  

Isabel didn’t scream or scurry.  

She took those pills from the pill concocter,  

And Isabel calmly cured the doctor. 

 

 



The Owl and the Pussy-Cat 

By Edward Lear

 

The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 

In a beautiful pea-green boat, 

They took some honey, and plenty of money, 

Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 

The Owl looked up to the stars above, 

And sang to a small guitar, 

"O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love, 

What a beautiful Pussy you are, 

You are, 

You are! 

What a beautiful Pussy you are!" 

 

Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl! 

How charmingly sweet you sing! 

O let us be married! too long we have tarried: 

But what shall we do for a ring?" 

They sailed away, for a year and a day, 

To the land where the Bong-Tree grows 

And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood 

With a ring at the end of his nose, 

His nose, 

His nose, 

With a ring at the end of his nose. 

 

"Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 

Your ring?" Said the Piggy, "I will." 

So they took it away, and were married next day 

By the Turkey who lives on the hill. 

They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 

Which they ate with a runcible spoon1; 

And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 

They danced by the light of the moon, 

The moon, 

The moon, 

They danced by the light of the moon.

                                                 

1 Fork curved like a spoon 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/bio/edward-lear


 

Matilda, Who Told Lies, And Was Burned to Death 

By Hilaire Belloc  

Matilda told such Dreadful Lies, 

It made one Gasp and Stretch one’s Eyes; 

Her Aunt, who, from her Earliest Youth, 

Had kept a Strict Regard for Truth, 

Attempted to Believe Matilda: 

The effort very nearly killed her, 

And would have done so, had not She 

Discovered this Infirmity. 

 

For once, towards the Close of Day, 

Matilda, growing tired of play, 

And finding she was left alone, 

Went tiptoe to the Telephone 

And summoned the Immediate Aid 

Of London's Noble Fire-Brigade. 

Within an hour the Gallant Band 

Were pouring in on every hand, 

From Putney, Hackney Downs, and Bow. 

With Courage high and Hearts a-glow, 

They galloped, roaring through the Town, 

“Matilda’s House is Burning Down!” 

 

Inspired by British Cheers and Loud 

Proceeding from the Frenzied Crowd, 

They ran their ladders through a score 

Of windows on the Ball Room Floor; 

And took Peculiar Pains to Souse 

The Pictures up and down the House, 

Until Matilda’s Aunt succeeded 

In showing them they were not needed; 

And even then she had to pay 

To get the Men to go away. 

 

It happened that a few Weeks later 

Her Aunt was off to the Theatre 

To see that Interesting Play 

The Second Mrs. Tanqueray. 



She had refused to take her Niece 

To hear this Entertaining Piece: 

A Deprivation Just and Wise 

To Punish her for Telling Lies. 

 

That Night a Fire did break out —  

You should have heard Matilda Shout! 

You should have heard her Scream and Bawl, 

And throw the window up and call 

To People passing in the Street —  

(The rapidly increasing Heat 

Encouraging her to obtain 

Their confidence) — but all in vain! 

 

For every time she shouted “Fire!” 

They only answered “Little Liar!” 

And therefore when her Aunt returned, 


