
                                                                                   THE SMELLY  
                                                    

                                                                                                                                             SITUATION 
          

                                                                                                                PRINCESS 
                                                                                                                                   VALENTINA 
                                                                                                                                                                                HAD 





                     
                      So lively and astute,  
                      she had a twinkle in her eye; 
                 smart Princess Valentina was called Pinky –  
                      you know why. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                       The Country was quite happy with  
                                                                                                                the Princess at its core, 
                                                                                                            until one day she swore off  
                                                                                                                 her shampoo forever more. 
 
                                                                                                 Said she, “My ear is hurting,  
                                                                                                        and the water makes it worse.”; 
                                                                                                      then braced against the tub,  
                                                                                                        which caused the governess to curse. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                The realm was still content and well, with hardly any care,  
                     except a growing odor that arose from Pinky’s hair.  
    

                Though even she could tell some suds would freshen up her locks, 
                    “I’ll not have my hair washed,” said she, “I’d rather have the pox.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                     Another day a sticker in her stocking made her bleed. 
                                                          Said she, “I’ll not wear socks again, and never will concede.” 
 

                                                     The governess gave warning, “This will make your sneakers smell!” 
                                                          The Princess did not bat a lash, but sweetly said, “Oh well.” 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                      Within the week her shoes did reek as much as did her hair – 
                                                                           regrettable development, she soon became aware. 
 

                                                                      Then adding to the problems, she refused a kind request 
                                                                           to wash her blanky clean with all the linens and the rest. 
 

                                                                      She sensed it was not quite as pure as first she did recall, 
                                                                           but would not bear to part with it for laundering at all. 



 
         Some friends dropped by to visit her,  
                   but when they did arrive, 
              the fumes surrounding Pinky  
                   made them flee to stay alive. 
 

         One even yelled aloud,  
                   “It’s Princess Stinky, run away!” 
              Then, tears wet down her cheeks,  
                    and she felt terrible dismay. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                          Her dad stopped by and gave a squeeze, though still she cried a while; 
                                               until, in a surprise attack, he tickled up a smile. 
 

                                          He gently asked, “Why sad today? How come such great distress?” 
                                               Said she, “I care too much what other people think; I guess.” 
 



 
                               Said he, “Put well.  Say what they may, it does no good to fret. 
                                    Now, difference of opinion is not treason.  Don’t forget.” 
 
                               Asked he, “Have you considered that their reasons might be sound?”  
                                    Said she, “A valid question, as perspectives do abound.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
                                                 Then Pinky worked a spell, and she resolved while she was gone, 
                                                      to listen and deliberate with care from that day on. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
        She slept that night in peace, then took her blanky for a scrub, 
             though, stayed nearby to watch it and attend the boiling tub. 
 



 
                         She next took up inspection of her socks in all their hues, 
                              and finding no more burrs, she put some on before her shoes; 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
                                                                     which had themselves been airing out  
                                                                               in sunshine since the dawn, 
                                                                          and hence were so much better  
                                                                               when the Princess put them on. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                            She soon determined that she better do what did lack yet; 
                                                 yes, wash her hair – with care to keep her ear from getting wet.    
 
                                            The Country was restored then to a much less smelly state, 
                                                 so Princess Pinky laid in bed, before it got too late. 
 



 
                                                                       Her dreams went on until the Sun  
                                                                                 jumped up with Spring’s full might, 
                                                                            and then she came where flowers bloom –  
                                                                                 remembering the site. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


