
          THE BALLAD OF  

DANNY AND ANNABELLE WISE 
 

Ex.12 of Stephen Fry’s ‘Ode Less Travelled’: 

        Complete the author’s ballad… 

 

Now gather round and let me tell 

 The tale of Danny Wise: 

And how his sweet wife Annabelle 

 Did suck out both his eyes. 

 

And if I tell the story true 

 And if I tell it clear 

There’s not a mortal one of you 

 Won’t shrink in mortal fear. 

 

It all began one Tuesday eve 

 At Women’s Institute: 

The speaker said, “You’ll not believe 

 My husband is a brute.” 

 

“No, he’s a bute,” another sighed: 

“Some girls have all the luck. 

I’d like to ruck and mawl with him, 

 Then in the scrum get stuck.” 

 

“Well said!” piped up an untamed shrew. 

“That’s right!” shrilled dozens more: 

“They’re all dull brutes, but beauties too, 

 and suckers to the core.” 

 

And there and then an oath was sworn, 

 Each woman pledged her word; 

She’d be revenged on mankind born, 

 Un-man him of his sword. 

 

Thus, unsuspecting, Danny Wise 

 Retired next night to sleep; 

Before the night was through, his cries 

 Would cause the owls to weep. 

 

For Annabelle beside him lay 

 And hatched her hideous scheme: 

She’d lure him on, then say him nay 

 Until his nerves would scream; 

 

And then she’d flip him on his back, 

 Kiss him from toe to top 

Until she felt his fibres slack, 

 His fiery member flop; 

 

 

 

 

 

At which she’d pounce upon an eye, 

 And suck with all her might: 

And, should he whimper, “Why, oh why?” – 

“To give my love a fright.” 

 

But Annabelle was stronger than 

 She knew herself to be: 

The eye came out; the taste of Dan 

 With her did much agree. 

 

“I never meant it so, my duck” 

 The lady said. “Oh dear,” 

She went on, “I will have to pluck 

 The other one this year.” 

 

“No, no!” cried Dan: “Have mercy, wife! 

 Oh please don’t pluck it out, 

Not this year, never!” “On my life, 

 I’ll suck it NOW, no doubt.” 

 

Whereat she screwed him to the spot, 

 His courage and his guts, 

And sucked his other eyeball out; 

 No nonsense, ifs, or buts. 

 

And then she pulled out from her purse 

 A shocking coup de grace: 

“You are my dear son Oedipus, 

 and fate decreed this farce. 

 

“You call yourself Daniel the Wise, 

 But you’ve got no idea: 

All members of the W.I. 

 This night will wear and tear 

 

Their husbands’ eyes, till none are left 

 To see their wives so sweet 

Prepare their barbecues of balls bereft 

 Of sockets – such a treat.” 

 

Now who’s to blame for this charade 

 Of loving gone awry? 

Is’t God? A dev’lish dark parade? 

 No, no: ‘tis Stephen Fry. 
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