
The Personal Website of Sam Aurelius Milam III
http://sam-aurelius-milam-iii.org.uk/  

Limericks
This document was first completed on Saturday, October 12, 1991 and was most recently revised on
Thursday, April 16, 2015.
Editor’s Note:  I don’t have the foggiest notion where I got these limericks.  If anybody wants to
claim one, then I’ll be happy to add his name as the author.

A limerick packs laughs anatomical,
In space that is quite economical.

But the good ones we’ve seen
Almost never are clean,

And the clean ones are never so comical.

There was a young lady from Spain,
Who coyly undressed on a train.

An eager young porter
Did more than he orter

And she pleaded, “Please do it again.”

There once was a lady named Jude,
Who was an implacable prude.

She’d pull down the blind,
Even changing her mind,

Lest a curious eye should intrude.

God’s plan had a hopeful beginning,
But man spoiled His planning by sinning.

We trust that the story
Will end in God’s glory,

But right now the sinning side’s winning.

An Indian maiden, a Sioux,
As tempting as fresh honeydioux,

Would show off her knees,
As she passed the teepees,

To make the braves holler, “Wioux, wioux!”

She angrily called her man “Mr.”
Just as he approached her and kr.,

Because, just before,
As she opened the door,

Her Mr. had just kr. sr.

There was a young lady named Alice
Who peed in a Catholic chalice.

The Father agreed,
It was done out of need,

And not out of Protestant malice.

A pretty young maiden named Myrtle
Had quite an affair with a turtle.

And what’s more phenomenal,
A swelling abdominal

Showed Myrtle the turtle was fertile.

A serious thought for today,
Is one that may cause you dismay:

Just what are the forces
That bring little horses,

If all the big horses say “Nay?”

A wanton young lady from Wimley,
Reproached for not acting quite primly,

Said, “Heavens above,
I know sex isn’t love,

But it’s such an attractive facsimile.”

There was a young lady named Green,
Who grew so abnormally lean,

And so flat, and compressed,
That her back touched her chest,

And from sideways she couldn’t be seen.

A beautiful maiden named Kate
Reclined in the dark with her date.

When he asked how she fared,
She said she was scared,

But otherwise doing first rate.

There was a young person from Perth,
Who was born on the day of his birth.

He was married, they say,
On his wife’s wedding day,

And he died when he quitted this earth.

There was a young man from St. Claire
Who tumbled a tart on a stair.

The banister broke,
On his twenty-third stroke,

So he finished her off in mid-air.

There once was a midget named Car,
Who couldn’t reach up to the bar.

So in every saloon
He’d climb a spittoon.

And guzzle his whiskey from thar.

Editor’s Note:  I’m not sure because it was a long
time ago, but I think that I might have written
this next one myself.

There once was a lady with pluck
Who pulled feathers right out of her duck.

Now surely you fear
The next rhyme that you’ll hear.

But you needn’t because you’re in luck.
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