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Edward Lear (1812-1888) 
Selected Poems 
 
“At Dingle Bank” from Queary Leary Nonsense 
 
He lived at Dingle Bank—he did;—       1 
     He lived at Dingle bank; 
And in his garden was one Quail, 
     Four tulips, and a Tank; 
And from his windows he could see       5 
The otion and the River Dee. 
 
His house stood on a Cliff,—it did, 
     In aspic it was cool: 
And many thousand little boys 
     Resorted to his school,         10 
Where if of progress they could boast 
He gave them heaps of buttered toast. 
 
But he grew rabid-wroth, he did, 
     If they neglected books, 
And dragged them to adjacent cliffs       15 
     With beastly Button Hooks, 
And there with fatuous glee he threw 
Them down into the otion blue. 
 
And in the sea they swam, they did,— 
     All playfully about,         20 
And some eventually became 
Sponges, or speckled trout:— 
But Liverpool doth all bewail 
Their Fate;—likewise his Garden Quail.       24 
 
 
“Mrs. Jaypher” from Queary Leary Nonsense 
To be read sententiously and with grave importance. 
 
Mrs. Jaypher found a wafer        1 
Which she struck upon a note; 
This she took and gave the cook. 
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Then she went and bought a boat 
Which she paddled down the stream       5 
Shouting, “Ice produces cream, 
Beer when churned produces butter! 
Henceforth all the words I utter 
Distant ages thus shall note— 
‘From the Jaypher Wisdom-Boat.’”       10 
 
Mrs. Jaypher said its safer 
If you’ve lemons in your head 
First to eat a pound of meat 
And then to go at once to bed.        14 
 
 
Limericks from The Book of Nonsense 
 
There was a Young Person of Smyrna,       1 
Whose Grandmother threatened to burn her; 
But she seized on the Cat, and said, “Granny burn that! 
You incongruous Old Woman of Smyrna!”      4 
 
There was an Old Man with a gong,       1 
Who bumped at it all the day long; 
But they called out, “Oh, law! you’re a horrid old bore!” 
So they smashed that Old Man with a gong.      4 
 
There was a Young Lady whose chin       1 
Resembled the point of a pin; 
So she had it made sharp, and purchased a harp, 
And played several tunes with her chin.       4 
 
There was an Old Person of Buda,       1 
Whose conduct grew ruder and ruder, 
Till at last with a hammer they silenced his clamor, 
By smashing that Person of Buda.        4 
 
There was an Old Man with a beard,       1 
Who said, “It is just as I feared!— 
Two Owls and a Hen, four larks and a Wren, 
Have all built their nests in my beard.”       4 
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“The Owl and the Pussy-Cat” from Nonsense Songs and Stories 
 
I 
The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea       1 
     In a beautiful pea-green boat: 
They took some honey, and plenty of money 
     Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 
The Owl looks up to the stars above,       5 
     And sang to a small guitar, 
     “O lovely Pussy, O Pussy, my love, 
     What a beautiful Pussy you are, 
                         You are, 
                         You are!         10 
     What a beautiful Pussy you are!” 
 
II 
Pussy said to the Owl, “You elegant fowl, 
     How charmingly sweet you sing! 
Oh! let us be married; too long we have tarried: 
     But what shall we do for a ring?”       15 
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,         20 
                         His nose, 
     With a ring at the end of his nose. 
 
III 
“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     25 
     By the Turkey who lives on the hill. 
They dined on mince and slices of quince, 
     Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 
And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand 
     They danced by the light of the moon,      30 
                         The moon, 
                         The moon, 
     They danced by the light of the moon.      33 
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“The Jumblies” from Nonsense Songs and Stories 
 
I 
They went to sea in a sieve they did;       1 
     In a sieve they went to sea: 
In spite of all their friends could say, 
On a winter’s morn, on a stormy day, 
     In a sieve they went to sea.        5 
And when the sieve turned round and round, 
And everyone cried, “You’ll all be drowned!” 
They called aloud, “Our sieve ain’t big: 
But we don’t care a button, we don’t care a fig: 
     In a sieve we’ll go to sea!”        10 
          Far and few, far and few, 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
          Their heads are green, and their hands are blue; 
               And they went to sea in a sieve. 
 
II 
They sailed away in a sieve, they did,       15 
     In a sieve they sailed so fast, 
With only a beautiful pea-green veil 
Tied with a ribbon, by way of a sail, 
     To a small tobacco-pipe mast. 
And every one said who saw them go,       20 
“Oh! won’t they be soon upset, you know? 
For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long; 
And, happen what may, it’s extremely wrong 
     In a sieve to sail so fast.” 
          Far and few, far and few,        25 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
          Their heads are green, and their hands are blue; 
               And they went to sea in a sieve. 
 
III 
The water it soon came in, it did; 
     The water it soon came in:        30 
So, to keep them dry, they wrapped their feet 
In a pinky paper all folded neat; 
     And they fastened it down with a pin. 
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And they passed the night in a crockery-jar; 
And each of them said, “How wise we are!      35 
Though the sky be dark, and the voyage be long, 
Yet we never can think we were rash or wrong, 
     While round in our sieve we spin.” 
          Far and few, far and few, 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live:      40 
          Their heads are green, and their hands are blue; 
               And they went to sea in a sieve. 
 
IV 
And all night long they sailed away; 
     And when the sun went down, 
They whistled and warbled a moony song      45 
To the echoing sound of a coppery gong, 
     In the shade of the mountains brown. 
“O Timballoo! How happy we are 
When we live in a sieve and a crockery-jar! 
And all night long, in the moonlight pale,      50 
We sail away with a pea-green sail 
     In the shade of the mountains brown.” 
          Far and few, far and few, 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
          Their heads are green, and their hands are blue;     55 
               And they went to sea in a sieve. 
 
V 
They sailed to the Western Sea, they did,— 
     To a land all covered with trees: 
And they bought an owl, and a useful cart, 
And a pound of rice, and a cranberry-tart,      60 
     And a hive of silvery bees; 
And they bought a pig, and some green jackdaws, 
And a lovely monkey with lollipop paws, 
And forty bottles of ring-bo-ree, 
     And no end of Stilton cheese.        65 
          Far and few, far and few, 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
          Their heads are green, and their hands are blue; 
               And they went to sea in a sieve. 
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VI 
And in twenty years they all came back,—      70 
     In twenty years or more; 
And every one said, “How tall they’ve grown! 
For they’ve been to the Lakes, and the Torrible Zone, 
     And the hills of the Chankly Bore.” 
And they drank their health, and gave them a feast     75 
Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast; 
And every one said, “If we only live, 
We, too, will go to sea in a sieve, 
     To the hills of the Chankly Bore.” 
          Far and few, far and few,        80 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
          Their heads are green, and their hands are blue; 
               And they went to sea in a sieve.       83 
 
 
“The Dong with a Luminous Nose” from Laughable Lyrics 
 
When awful darkness and silence reign       1 
Over the great Gromboolian plain, 
Through the long, long wintry nights; 
When the angry breakers roar 
As they beat on the rocky shore;        5 
     When Storm-clouds brood on the towering heights 
Of the Hills of the Chankly Bore,— 
 
Then, through the vast and gloomy dark 
There moves what seems a fiery spark,— 
     A lonely spark with silvery rays       10 
          Piercing the coal-black night,— 
          A Meteor strange and bright: 
     Hither and thither the vision strays, 
          A single lurid light. 
 
Slowly it wanders, pauses, creeps,—       15 
Anon it sparkles, flashes, and leaps; 
And ever as onward it gleaming goes 
A light on the Bong-tree stems it throws. 
And those who watch at that midnight hour 
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From Hall or Terrace or lofty Tower,       20 
Cry, as the wild light passes along,— 
          “The Dong! the Dong! 
     The wandering Dong through the forest goes! 
          The Dong! the Dong! 
     The Dong with a luminous Nose!”       25 
 
          Long years ago 
     The Dong was happy and gay, 
Till he fell in love with a Jumbly Girl 
     Who came to those shores one day. 
For the Jumblines came in a sieve, they did,—      30 
Landing at eve near the Zemmery Fidd 
          Where the Oblong Oysters grow, 
     And the rocks are smooth and grey. 
And all the woods and the valleys rang 
With the Chorus they daily and nightly sang,—      35 
               “Far and few, far and few 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live; 
               Their heads are green, and their hands are blue, 
               And they went to sea in a sieve.” 
 
Happily, happily, passed those days!       40 
          Where the cheerful Jumblies staid; 
     They danced in circlets all night long, 
     To the plaintive pipe of the lively Dong, 
          In moonlight, shine, or shade. 
For day and night he was always there       45 
By the side of the Jumbly Girl so fair, 
With her sky-blue hands and her sea-green hair; 
Till the morning came of that hateful day 
When the Jumblies sailed in their sieve away, 
And the Dong was left on the cruel shore      50 
Gazing, gazing for evermore,— 
Ever keeping his weary eyes on 
That pea-green sail on the far horizon,— 
Singing the Jumbly Chorus still 
As he sate all day on the grassy hill,—       55 
               “Far and few, far and few 
               Are the lands where the Jumblies live; 
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               Their heads are green, and their hands are blue, 
               And they went to sea in a sieve.” 
 
But when the sun was low in the West,       60 
          The Dong arose and said,— 
“What little sense I one possessed 
          Has quite gone out of my head!” 
And since that day he wanders still 
By lake and forest, marsh and hill,       65 
Singing, “O somewhere, in valley or plain, 
Might I find my Jumbly Girl again! 
For ever I’ll seek by lake and shore 
Till I find my Jumbly Girl once more!” 
     Playing a pipe with silvery squeaks,       70 
     Since then his Jumbly Girl he seeks; 
     And because by night he could not see, 
     He gathered the bark of the Twangum Tree 
          On the flowery plain that grows. 
          And he wove him a wondrous Nose,—      75 
     A Nose as strange as a Nose could be! 
Of Vast proportions and painted red, 
And tied with cords to the back of his head. 
     In a hollow rounded space it ended 
     With a luminous lamp suspended,       80 
          All fenced about 
          With a bandage stout 
          To prevent the wind from blowing it out; 
     And with holes all round to send the light 
     In gleaming rays on the dismal night.       85 
 
And now each night, and all night long, 
Over those plains still roams the Dong; 
And above the wail of the Chimp and Snipe 
You may hear the squeak of his plaintive pipe, 
While ever he seeks, but seeks in vain,       90 
To meet with his Jumbly Girl again; 
Lonely and wild, all night he goes,— 
The Dong with a luminous Nose! 
And all who watch at the midnight hour, 
From Hall or Terrace or lofty Tower,       95 
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Cry, as they trace the Meteor bright, 
Moving along through the dreary night,— 
     “This is the hour when forth he goes, 
     The Dong with a luminous nose! 
     Yonder, over the plain he goes,—       100 
                         He goes! 
                         He goes,— 
     The Dong with a luminous Nose!”       103 
 
 
“The Quangle Wangle’s Hat” from Laughable Lyrics 
 
I 
On the top of the Crumpetty Tree        1 
     The Quangle Wangle sat, 
But his face you could not see, 
     On account of his Beaver Hat. 
For his Hat was a hundred and two feet wide,      5 
With ribbons and bibbons on every side, 
And bells, and buttons, and loops, and lace, 
So that nobody ever could see the face 
          Of the Quangle Wangle Quee. 
 
II 
The Quangle Wangle said         10 
     To himself on the Crumpetty Tree, 
     “Jam, and jelly, and bread 
     Are the best of food for me! 
But the longer I live on this Crumpetty Tree 
The plainer than ever it seems to me       15 
That very few people come this way 
And that life on the whole is far from gay!” 
          Said the Quangle Wangle Quee. 
 
III 
But there came to the Crumpetty Tree 
     Mr. and Mrs. Canary;         20 
And they said, “Did you ever see 
     Any spot so charmingly airy? 
May we build a nest on your lovely Hat? 
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Mr. Quangle Wangle, grant us that! 
O please let us come and build a nest       25 
Of whatever material suits you best, 
          Mr. Quangle Wangle Quee!” 
 
IV 
And besides, to the Crumpetty Tree 
     Came the Stork, the Duck, and the Owl; 
The Snail and the Bumble-Bee,        30 
     The Frog and the Fimble Fowl 
(The Fimble Fowl, with a Corkscrew leg); 
And all of them said, “We humbly beg 
We may build our homes on your lovely Hat,— 
Mr. Quangle Wangle, grant us that!       35 
          Mr. Quangle Wangle Quee!” 
 
V 
And the Golden Grouse came there, 
     And the Pobble who has no toes, 
And the small Olympian bear, 
     And the Dong with a luminous nose.       40 
And the Blue Babboon who played the flute, 
And the Orient Calf from the Land of Tute, 
And the Attery Squash, and the Bisky Bat,— 
All came and built on the lovely Hat 
          Of the Quangle Wangle Quee.       45 
 
VI 
And the Quangle Wangle said 
     To himself on the Crumpetty Tree, 
“When all these creatures move 
     What a wonderful noise there’ll be!” 
And at night by the light of the Mulberry moon      50 
They danced to the Flute of the Blue Baboon, 
On the broad green leaves of the Crumpetty Tree, 
And all were as happy as happy could be, 
          With the Quangle Wangle Quee.       54 


