Limericks Song

Opening

We’re elegant, couth, and refined

But this poetry form is inclined 

To be rude, crass, and bawdy

And just downright naughty

We hope that you really don’t mind

Chorus

Oh, that was a pretty good verse,

Sing me another one, just like the other one.

Closing

It makes us all feel very proud

To perform for so splendid a crowd

We’re all of us grieving

That we must be leaving

But it’s our turn to go and get plowed.

For when a woman leaves to pee, soloist takes her seat

There once was a maid from the east

Who bought her a seat for the feast,

But she drank too much wine,

And now her seat is mine

Until she recovers at least.

A virginal fellow named Pruitt

Once asked to be shown how to do it;

But it soon became clear

That his mentor was queer -

And the upshot was, poor Pruitt blew it.
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There was a lady who triplets begat

Nat, Pat and Tat

It was fun breeding

But trouble feeding

Cause she didn't have a tit for Tat.

There once was a monk from Siberia

Whose manners were quite inferior.

He did to a nun

What he should not have done.

And now she's a Mother Superior.

There once was a lad called Lancelot

At whom people looked askance a lot

For whenever he passed

A delectable lass

The front of his pant would advance a lot

There once was an abbot of Brittany

Who chanted this desolate litany:

"If Christ is the Source

Of Divine Intercourse,

Then how come I don't ever gitany?"

