Limerick Anthology

On a hot summer’s day on his bicycle,
Lenny peddles while eating an icicle.

If he loses his grip

He’ll start to slip,

And he’ll wish he still had his tricycle

A hard-hearted boy named Neil

Claimed he didn’t know how to feel.

But when I put some ants

Down the back of his pants,

He suddenly learnt how to squeal

There was a young lady of Riga

Who smiled as she rode on a tiger

Then returned from the ride

With the lady inside

And a smile on the face of the tiger

There was a young man from Darjeeling

Who boarded a bus bound for Ealing

The note on the door

Said ‘Don’t spit on the floor’

So he carefully spat on the ceiling

There was a young boy called Jim

Who fractured his right lower limb.

He leapt in a pool

Without water, the fool.

Good heavens! He must have been dim.

There was a small maiden named Maggie,

Whose dog was enormous and shaggy;

The front end of him

Looked vicious and grim –

But the tail end was friendly and waggy.

There was a young lady of Spain,

Who couldn’t get out in the rain,

‘Cause she’d lent her umbrella

To Queen Isabella’

Who never returned it again.

William Cole

A swimmer in the Adriatic

Was floating about, quite static.

But when he saw

A fin and a jaw

His movements became quite dramatic.
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