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  INTRODUCTION




  Be honest – if pushed, you could just about remember, and recite, a couple of filthy or bawdy limericks, or fragments of limericks. We all can. The mind is an amazing

  organ – other amazing organs are mentioned elsewhere in this book – that, in no time at all, dredges up all kinds of recollections of the fantastic attributes and/or astounding

  achievements of an array of interesting and unusual characters: a certain young girl from Devizes, the constable whose appendage had sadly long ceased to properly function, or that particularly

  fortunate motorcyclist from Horton…




  It’s not surprising that the most enduring verse form in the English language has established itself so deeply in our popular culture. It has, after all, been around for

  a long, long time. The first examples may have been composed circa 400BC by the Ancient Greeks. We all know what dirty buggers they were; and their greatest comic poet, Aristophanes, did have a

  reputation as a bit of a lad!




  The word “bawd”, incidentally, is an old word for a brothel keeper. It comes from a French word “baud”, meaning merry or lively. Bawdy stories

  therefore, are the sort that contain lighthearted reference to sexual activities, such as might be associated with brothels, hence: bawdy limericks!




  Many believe that a gentleman named Edward Lear invented the modern limerick. He didn’t, though he unquestionably helped to popularize the form in his Book of

  Nonsense, published initially in 1846, and reprinted in 1863. Being Drawing Master to Queen Victoria and her children, Lear would not have wanted to upset his employer unduly. As a result, his

  verses were of a fairly innocuous nature, though they were soon being parodied by others, so that




  There was a Young Lady from Norway




  Who casually sat in a doorway;




  When the door squeezed her flat,




  She exclaimed: “What of that?”




  This courageous Young Lady of Norway.




  very quickly became:




  

    

      

        

          There was a Young Lady from Norway




          Who hung by her toes in a doorway;




          She said to her beau:




          “Just look at me, Joe,




          I think I’ve discovered one more way!”


        


      


    


  




  probably at the hands of the mischievous Algernon Charles Swinburne (1837–1909), a well-known poet and contemporary of Alfred Lord Tennyson, also reputed to have written a

  handful of bawdy limericks.




  Swinburne was born and lived in London during the Victorian era. Considered a decadent poet, he was, by all accounts, an excitable character who drank heavily. Although his

  reputation was of a man who derived pleasure from sado-masochistic sexual pursuits, he may have talked about such exploits more than he actually indulged in them. Oscar Wilde famously insisted that

  Swinburne was “a braggart in matters of vice, who had done everything he could to convince his fellow citizens of his homosexuality and bestiality without being in the slightest degree a

  homosexual or a bestializer”.




  Braggart or not, when he died at the age of seventy-two, following a mental and physical breakdown, Swinburne’s mastery of vocabulary, rhyme and metre had placed him

  amongst the most talented English language poets in history.




  Here are a couple more of his clever Lear parodies:




  There was an old man of Cape Horn,




  Who wished he had never been born;




  So he sat on a chair,




  Till he died of despair,




  That dolorous man of Cape Horn




  

    

      

        

          There was a young man of Cape Horn,




          Who wished he had never been born;




          And he wouldn’t have been




          If his father had seen




          That the end of the rubber was torn.


        


      


    


  




  There was an old man of Dundee,




  Who frequented the top of a tree;




  When disturbed by the crows,




  He abruptly arose,




  And exclaimed: “I’ll return to Dundee.”




  

    

      

        

          There was an old man of Dundee,




          Who molested an ape in a tree:




          The result was most horrid,




          All arse and no forehead,




          Three balls and a purple goatee.


        


      


    


  




  This may have been the beginning of the indecent (or filthy) limerick, although it is more likely that the clean and indecent varieties had existed side by side for some time.

  Perhaps, in the same way that Lear popularized the one kind, Swinburne and his friends popularized the other. Both can be equally entertaining and are perfectly acceptable nowadays, provided that

  they are well-constructed, clever and, most importantly of all – funny!




  Although the playwright Arnold Bennett clearly thought otherwise when he declared: “All I have to say about limericks is that the best ones are entirely

  unprintable”, a classic “limerick limerick” neatly sums up the pro-bawdy hypothesis:




  

    

      It needn’t have ribaldry’s taint,




      Or strive to make everyone faint;




      There’s a type that’s demure




      And perfectly pure,




      Though it helps quite a lot if it ain’t!


    


  




  Arthur Wimperis, who wrote so many great British musical comedies, added: “The only limericks in my experience of any literary merit are distinctly Rabelaisian. Beside

  these, the more polite and printable examples fade away into the dim haze of mediocrity.”




  Don Marquis, another humorist, from across the Atlantic, divided limericks into three distinct types: “Limericks to be told when ladies are present; limericks to be told

  when ladies are absent, but clergymen are present – and LIMERICKS!”




  Louis Untermeyer, a New Yorker who not only wrote himself, but was also a respected editor and anthologist, has said: “After Lear, the limerick grew fantastically. It

  embraced every topic, territory and temperament; nothing was too sacred or too obscene for those five small lines. The limerick absorbed solemnities and absurdities, traditional legends and

  off-colour jokes, devout reflections and downright indecencies, without a quiver of the loss of a syllable.”




  Another writer, HI Brock summed it all up:




  

    

      Nothing human is excluded from its range. In politics, divinity, philosophy, philology, sociology, zoology; in botany Latinity, relativity, revelry and ribaldry; it is

      equally at home. Geography is its happy hunting ground. Matters vegetable, animal and mineral are grist to its mill. Love, sacred and profane, is fair game. Bishops and tabby cats are equal

      targets. And the follies, foibles, fortunes, failures and fallacies to which our mortal flesh is heir, from the cradle to the grave, are the stuff to which its antics give the coup de

      pied.


    


  




  The popularity of the limerick led naturally to the publication of numerous books. The earliest collection of erotic limericks is believed to have been the twelve-page New

  Book of Nonsense in London in 1868 – surely a gentle sideswipe at Lear! Other titles quickly followed: Heated Limericks, Forbidden Limericks, Lusty Limericks & Bawdy

  Ballads, and Pornographia Literaria which, between them, must have ejaculated a veritable torrent of interesting and erotic scenarios upon the literary society of the day. Ironically,

  only a couple of years after Lear’s death, in 1888, the word “limerick” made its first appearance in the Oxford English Dictionary, defined as “an indecent nonsense

  verse”!




  The Limerick, edited by American Gershon Legman, the first substantial modern collection of bawdy limericks was published in Paris in 1953. More than 500 pages contained

  almost 1,800 examples, many of them though very poor. Legman himself apologized for this in his introduction to the book: “The prejudices, cruelty, and humourless quality of many of the

  limericks included are deeply regretted.” Precisely why he decided to include them in the first place is anyone’s guess. Chapter headings included: Organs, Strange

  Intercourse, Oral Irregularities, Abuses of the Clergy, Excrement, Sex Substitutes and Assorted Eccentricities.




  Presumably to protect their reputations and accomplishments in other fields, many authors of filthy verses have chosen to hide behind pseudonyms or even complete anonymity. But

  there have been, and indeed are those others who are perfectly happy – admittedly now in a more modern, broad-minded cultural climate – to be openly associated with their own more

  risqué outpourings.




  Norman Douglas (1868–1952) was an Austrian-born British writer, who lived much of his life abroad – variously in Italy and the south of France, but chiefly on the

  isle of Capri. While working in the diplomatic service, Douglas was placed on leave in mysterious circumstances, hinting at some sort of sexual scandal. He bought a villa in Naples and married a

  cousin, with whom he produced two children before divorcing within five years on the grounds of her infidelity.




  Among his acquaintances, Douglas counted Graham Greene, food writer Elizabeth David and DH Lawrence. Lawrence apparently upset his friend when he made him the basis of a

  questionable character is his novel Aaron’s Rod. In 1928, possibly piqued by Lawrence’s success with Lady Chatterley’s Lover, Douglas published Some

  Limericks, a collection of obscene verses analysed in a mock-serious fashion. A classic of its kind, it has been frequently republished, often in pirate editions.




  Isaac Asimov (1920–92) was a Russian-born American author and professor of biochemistry, widely known and highly regarded for his works of science fiction. Asimov was one

  of the most prolific writers of all time, having written or edited more than 500 books, after selling his first stories, from the age of nineteen, to pulp magazines such as Amazing Stories

  and Astounding Science Fiction.




  In later life, Asimov also published two collections of bawdy limericks including his most accomplished: Lecherous Limericks in 1975, and another book containing

  precisely 144 verses which reflected his love of puns in its clever title: Limericks: Too Gross.




  He cultivated an image of himself as an amiable lecher. In the early 1970s, as a response to the popularity of sexual guidebooks such as The Sensuous Woman by

  “J”, and The Sensuous Man by “M”, Asimov published The Sensuous Dirty Old Man under the byline “Dr A” although his name was prominently displayed

  on the cover.




  Considering himself to be a feminist well before Women’s Liberation became a widespread movement, he nevertheless joked that he wished women to be free because “I

  hate it when they charge”. Interestingly, considering his indisputable intellectual abilities, he truly felt that a good joke could do more to provoke thought than hours of philosophical

  discussion.




  Ironically, despite Asimov’s effortless capacity to produce bawdy limericks, he was often criticized for the paucity of strong female characters and lack of sex generally

  in his science fiction.




  John Slim, a Worcester man who lives appropriately in a village called Lickey End, and who has provided many of the verses in this collection, claims to have written more

  limericks that anyone else in the world – over 8,000 altogether! He must compose in his sleep! His ten published books are testimony to this extraordinary accomplishment. Though it has been

  suggested that they should, The Guinness Book of Records so far have, inexplicably, shown no inclination to acknowledge his amazing achievement within their pages. More fool them!




  More modest, and certainly less prolific, authors of bawdy verses include Gerard Benson, Cyril Bibby, Carol Anne Davis, Reg Lynes, Cyril Ray, Frank Richards, Ron Rubin, Stanley

  J Sharpless, Mike Spilligan, Janet Smith, Nick Toczek, Tom Wayts and countless others all of whom have contributed, and in many cases are still adding, to the enormous continually-growing filthy

  limerick archive. New funnier, cleverer, even dirtier verses have the satisfying and delightful habit of popping up, as if from nowhere, all the time.




  As if proof were needed, here’s a brand-new limerick I’d never heard before until recently; whispered unexpectedly in my ear, in the Lounge Bar of The Cripple Creek

  Tavern, by a very posh lady:




  

    

      A friend has an end to his member,




      That, once seen, one would always remember;




      The size of this knob’s




      Too big for most gobs,




      So, cock-sucking is off the agenda!


    


  




  In the Foreword to his Book of Limericks, published in Paris in 1955, Count Palmiro Vicarion (widely believed to be the pseudonym of poet Christopher Logue)

  insisted:




  

    

      The limerick is precious, an exquisite thing; like a good burgundy, it should not be taken indifferently, too often, or in unduly large quantities. Only a fool, I repeat, a

      fool would gulp down a glass of Chambertin, or read this book in a sitting…




      Glyn Rees
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  A Sultry Damsel from Delhi, a Disgusting Old Bastard from Nice, and Other Foreign Filth
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          When we went to a bistro in Cannes,




          That is, me and my girlfriend Joanne,




          The garçon, the swine,




          Dipped his dick in the wine,




          And offered Joanne coq-au-vin!


        


      


    


  




  There’s a pretty young girl, in Ostend,




  Whose cunt has a curious bend;




  She’s great for a fuck,




  Only then you are stuck




  With a prick with a crick in the end!




  MICHAEL SWAN




  

    

      

        

          There was a young lady of Nantes,




          Who was tres joli et piquante,




          But her thing was so small




          It was no good at all,




          Except for la plume de ma tante.


        


      


    


  




  There was a young man from Peru,




  Whose lineage was noble all through;




  It’s surely not crud,




  For not only his blood




  But even his semen was blue!




  

    

      

        

          There was an old maid from Bermuda,




          Who shot a marauding intruder;




          It wasn’t her ire




          At his lack of attire,




          But he reached for her jewels as he screwed her.


        


      


    


  




  There was a young man from Madras,




  Who was stuffing a maid in the grass,




  Though the tropical sun




  Spoilt much of his fun,




  By singeing the hairs on his ass.




  

    [image: ]


  




  

    

      

        

          There was a young man of Hong Kong,




          Who sported a metre of dong;




          It looked, when erect,




          Just as one might expect,




          Though when rolled up did not seem so long.


        


      


    


  




  There once was a girl of Siam,




  Who said to her sweetheart, Kiam:




  “If you take me, of course,




  You must do it by force,




  But God knows you’re stronger than I am!”




  

    

      

        

          A remarkable race are the Persians:




          They embrace such peculiar diversions;




          They make love all day




          In the usual way,




          And save, till the nights, their perversions.


        


      


    


  




  A virile young warrior of Palma,




  Leapt straight into bed with his charmer;




  She, naturally nude,




  Said: “Please, don’t think me rude,




  But I do wish you’d take off your armour!”




  

    

      

        

          Vodka’s the stuff for the Reds,




          It seems not to go to their heads:




          While the girls wash their smalls in it,




          The boys dunk their balls in it,




          Before leaping into their beds.




          CYRIL RAY


        


      


    


  




  Chimed a charming young hussy of Padua:




  “A peso! Why, sir, what a cadua!”




  He said, raising his hat:




  “You’re not worth even that.




  I am, however, glad to have hadua!”




  The girls of Bordeaux, I’m afraid,




  You would hardly consider as staid:




  A young Bordelaise




  Knows of dozens of ways




  In which she can get bordelaide…




  CYRIL RAY




  

    

      

        

          “Monsieur Gauguin? E’s gone to Tahiti,




          Where ze girls are so friendly and preety;




          ’E paints them tout bare




          Wiz zair lovely black ’air




          And bodies so ’ow you say? meaty!”




          SJ SHARPLESS


        


      


    


  




  

    

      

        

          There was a young man of Eau Claire,




          Enjoying his girl on the stair;




          On the forty-fourth stroke




          The banister broke,




          And he finished her off in mid-air!


        


      


    


  




  In the shade of a palm tree at Sousse,




  He said: “J’aime tes deux pamplemousses.”1




  With languorous sigh




  She murmured reply:




  “Je pense que ta banane est douce”.2




  On an outing with seventeen Czechs,




  A young tour guide supplied the free sex;




  She returned from the jaunt




  Feeling, well – slightly gaunt,




  But the Czechs were all absolute wrecks!




  

    

      

        

          The Kings of Peru were the Incas,




          Who were known far and wide as great drincas;




          They worshipped the sun,




          And had loads of great fun,




          Though their rivals considered them stincas!


        


      


    


  




  A nudist resort, in Benares,




  Took a midget in all unawares;




  But he made members weep,




  For he just couldn’t keep




  His nose out of others’ affairs.




  There was a young lady of Burma




  Who sighed: “I must try to be firmer;




  But whenever I try




  To say ‘No!’ to a guy,




  It seems to be ‘Yes’ that I murmur…”




  RON RUBIN




  

    

      

        

          There was a young man of Calcutta




          Who tried to write “cunt” on a shutter;




          He’d managed c-u-




          When a pious Hindu




          Knocked him arse-over-tit in the gutter.


        


      


    


  




  When a girl, on an island remote,




  Met a Frenchman who lived in a boat,




  She was soon in his bunk




  With a mouthful of spunk,




  And a bloody great frog in her throat!




  

    

      

        

          A senorita who strolled on the Corso,




          Displayed quite a lot of her torso;




          A crowd soon collected,




          And no one objected,




          Though some were in favour of more so.


        


      


    


  




  A girl, who was touring Zambezi, Said:




  “Attracting the chaps is so easy:




  I don’t wear any pants,




  And, when given the chance,




  Simply stand where it’s frightfully breezy!”




  There was a young man of Belgrade,




  Who planned to seduce a fair maid;




  And as it befell,




  He succeeded quite well,




  And the maid, like the plan, was well-laid.




  ISAAC ASIMOV




  

    

      

        

          The French are a race among races:




          They will screw in the funniest places;




          Any orifice handy




          Is considered quite dandy –




          That’s including the one in their faces!


        


      


    


  




  An idle young wanker from Rheims,




  Can’t be bothered to delve in his jeans;




  This lamentable loafer




  Just sleeps on the sofa,




  And prefers to rely on wet dreams.




  

    

      

        

          A publisher visited France,




          In search of a tale of romance;




          A Parisian lady




          Told a story so shady,




          He made an immediate advance.


        


      


    


  




  As two consular clerks in Madras,




  Fished, hidden in deepest shore-grass:




  “What a marvellous pole,”




  She remarked, “But control




  Your sinkers – they’re banging my ass!”




  

    

      

        

          There’s an unbroken babe from Toronto,




          Who’s exceedingly hard to come onto;




          But when you get there,




          And have parted her hair,




          You may fuck her as much as you want to.


        


      


    


  




  A rumbustious rake from Stamboul,




  Felt his ardour grow suddenly cool;




  No lack of affection




  Reduced his erection –




  His zipper got snagged on his tool!




  There was a sweet girl from Alaska




  Who’d fuck anyone who would ask her;




  She perfected her vice,




  And, thus, shot up in price,




  So that no one could touch her but Jesus H Christ,




  Or possibly John Jacob Astor.




  

    

      

        

          To succeed in the brothels at Derna,




          One must always begin as a learner;




          Indentured at six,




          As a greaser of pricks,




          One may rise to be fitter and turner.


        


      


    


  




  Said a girl from Staraya Russa,




  Whom the war had made looser and looser:




  “Yes, I’m wormin’ a German,




  A vermin called Herman,




  But his dink is a lollapalooza!”




  

    

      There was a young man from Siam,




      Who said: “I go in with a wham!




      But I soon lose my starch,




      Like the mad month of March,




      And the lion comes out like a lamb.”


    


  




  A vicious old whore from Albania,




  Hated men with a terrible mania;




  With a twitch and a squirm,




  She would hold back your sperm,




  And then roll on her face and disdain yer.




  Said a frustrated gal in Valletta:




  “Our love life perhaps might be better;




  If we don’t have it off




  Until after I doff




  My bra, pants, jeans, thermals and sweater!”




  

    

      

        

          There was a young man of Jaipur,




          Whose cock was shot off in the war;




          So he’s painted the front




          To resemble a cunt,




          And has set himself up as a whore.


        


      


    


  




  Quite unique is a strumpet of Mazur,




  In the way that her clientele pays her:




  A machine that she uses,




  Fastens on to her whoosis,




  And records everybody that lays her!




  

    

      

        

          An Italian waitress named Cora,




          Has discovered that diners adore a




          Plump titty that’s ripe,




          And a cunt that’s like tripe –




          Now she doesn’t wait tables no more-a!


        


      


    


  




  A newlywed couple from Goshen,




  Spent their honeymoon sailing the ocean;




  In thirty-one days,




  They got laid eighty ways –




  Just imagine such fucking devotion!




  

    [image: ]


  




  

    

      

        

          An earnest young woman in Thrace,




          Cried out: “Darling, that’s not the right place!”




          So he gave her a smack,




          And performed round the back




          What he couldn’t have done face to face.


        


      


    


  




  There was a young man of Cape Horn,




  Who wished he had never been born,




  And he wouldn’t have been,




  If his father had seen




  That the end of the rubber was torn.




  

    

      

        

          A knight, while crusading in Palma,




          Laid a lady who’d thought him a charmer;




          The damsel, though crushed,




          Chastely blushed at what gushed




          From his dink through a chink in his armour.




          JOHN SLIM


        


      


    


  




  There was a young lad from Nahant,




  Who was made like the Sensitive Plant;




  When asked: “Do you fuck?”




  He replied: “No such luck –




  I would if I could but I can’t.”




  

    

      

        

          There was a young fellow of Perth,




          Whose balls were the finest on earth;




          They grew to such size,




          That they each won a prize,




          And God only knows what they were worth!


        


      


    


  




  There was a young man of Natal,




  And Sue was the name of his gal;




  One day, north of Aden,




  He got his hard rod in,




  And came clear up Suez canal.




  There is a young man in Darjeeling,




  Whose member extends to the ceiling;




  It pops out of his pocket




  Into the light socket –




  My God! What a wonderful feeling!




  

    

      

        

          There was a young man from Eurasia,




          Who toasted his balls in a brazier;




          Till they grew quite as hot,




          As the glamorous twat,




          Of Miss Diana Digby-Duff Frazier.


        


      


    


  




  A Parisian actor called Alec,




  Wrote a postcard, romantic and Gallic,




  But then went one better




  And sent a French letter –




  Quite equally Gallic, but phallic!




  

    

      

        

          A cheerful old party of Lucknow,




          Remarked: “I should much like a fuck now!”




          So he had one and spent, And said:




          “There, I’m content,




          But by no means am I so cunt-struck now!”


        


      


    


  




  A young senorita from Spain,




  Though her face was uncommonly plain,




  Had a cunt with a pucker




  That made the men fuck her




  Again, and again, and again. (And again!)




  A bored little girl from Peru,




  Who had nothing whatever to do,




  Sat quite still on the stairs,




  Counting short, curly hairs –




  Several thousand, four hundred and two!




  

    

      

        

          There was a young girl of Asturias,




          With a penchant for practices curious;




          She loved to bat rocks,




          With her gentlemen’s cocks –




          An activity rude and injurious!


        


      


    


  




  An adventurous chap from Norway,




  Tried to jack himself off in a sleigh;




  But the air was that frigid,




  It froze his balls rigid,




  And all he could come was frappé.




  

    

      

        

          A forthright young bride, a Canuck,




          Told her man: “We must do more than suck.




          I think it’s time, maybe,




          To have our first baby –




          So, abandon this Frenching, let’s fuck!”


        


      


    


  




  

    

      

        

          There once was a Spanish nobilio,




          Who lived in a Spanish castilio;




          More often than not,




          His cojones got hot,




          At the thought of a Spanish jazzilio.


        


      


    


  




  An innocent lad in Lapland,




  Was informed fornication was grand;




  But at his first trial,




  He remarked, with a smile:




  “I’ve had similar feelings – by hand!”




  

    

      

        

          An evil young man from Khartoum,




          Had enticed a poor girl to his room;




          He not only fucked her,




          But buggered and sucked her –




          And left her to pay for the room!


        


      


    


  




  A skinny old maid from Verdun,




  Wed a short-peckered son-of-a-gun;




  Said she: “I don’t care




  If there ain’t that much there –




  Goodness knows some is better than none!”




  There was a young girl from Sofia,




  Who succumbed to her lover’s desire;




  Said she: “It’s a sin,




  But, well – now that it’s in,




  Could you shove it a few inches higher?”
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  Alas for the Countess d’Isere,




  Whose poor muff was not furnished with hair;




  Said the Count: “Quelle surprise!”




  When he parted her thighs;




  “Magnifique! Pourtant pas de la guerre.”3




  A reckless young lady of France




  Had no qualms about taking a chance;




  But she felt it was crude,




  To get screwed in the nude,




  So she always went home with damp pants.




  

    

      

        

          There was a young girl from Hong Kong,




          Who remarked: “You’re entirely wrong,




          To declare my vagina,




          The largest in China,




          On account of your minuscule dong.”


        


      


    


  




  Asked a man of a maid of Ashanti:




  “Can one sniff of your twitchet, or can’t he?”




  Said she, with a grin:




  “Of course! Shove it in!




  But presto please – not too andante.”




  

    

      

        

          There was a young girl in Berlin,




          Who was fucked by an elderly Finn;




          Though he diddled his best,




          And performed with such zest,




          She kept wondering: “Pop, is it in?”


        


      


    


  




  There was a young lady of Paris,




  Whom nothing could ever embarrass,




  Till, that is, one day,




  In a sidewalk café,




  She abruptly ran into Frank Harris.4




  

    

      

        

          Said a horrible whore of Lahore,




          Whilst ape-fucking against a barn door:




          “This orang-utang




          Is much better than bhang –




          I just can’t get enough, give me more!”


        


      


    


  




  A Welshman who ate some Caerphilly,




  Said: “I love Wales because it’s so hilly;




  The girls in the valley




  Are ever so pally –




  They shout: ‘Show us your… don’t be so silly!’”




  

    

      

        

          There was a fat lady of China,




          Who’d a really enormous vagina;




          And when she was dead,




          They painted it red,




          And used it for docking a liner.


        


      


    


  




  An accomplished young lady from Brussels,




  Was so proud of her vaginal muscles;




  She could easily plex them




  And so interflex them




  As to whistle love songs through her bustles.




  

    

      

        

          There was a young girl of Carolina,




          With a very capricious vagina;




          To the shock of one fucker




          It pursed into a pucker,




          And whistled the chorus from “Dinah”.


        


      


    


  




  A hirsute old queen of Bulgaria,




  Had a bush that had grown ever hairier;




  Till a prince from Peru,




  Who’d arrived for a screw,




  Had to hunt for her cunt with his terrier.
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  A fraulein from Altstadt-am-Rhein,




  Was groped in a call-box in Tyne;




  When the pest wouldn’t leave her,




  She grabbed the receiver,




  And yelled down the phone: “Nein! Nein! Nein!”




  RON RUBIN




  

    

      

        

          A bounder in far St Domingo,




          Being tired of sex, said: “By jingo!




          Blast all women and boys,




          I shall try some new toys.”




          And he went out and fucked a flamingo!


        


      


    


  




  There was a young lady of Rhodes,




  Who sinned in unusual modes;




  At the height of her fame.




  She abruptly became




  The proud mother of three dozen toads!




  

    

      

        

          An insatiable girl from Odessa,




          Is a somewhat unblushing transgressor,




          When referred to the priest,




          The lewd little beast




          Began to undress her confessor!


        


      


    


  




  A well-behaved girl from Samoa,




  Was determined that no man would know her;




  One young fellow tried,




  But she wriggled aside,




  And spilled all the spermatozoa.
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  A frustrated young bride in St Remo,




  Stayed as chaste as the holy bambino;




  For she’d married a slicker




  So fond of his liquor,




  He ignored her sweet, ripe maraschino.




  

    

      

        

          A young lad from Auckland called PeeWee,




          Once managed to train his pet kiwi




          To tap-tap-tap-tap




          When it needed a crap,




          And wink when it wanted a wee-wee.




          RON RUBIN


        


      


    


  




  An old dowager near Sweden’s Landing,




  Is regarded as very demanding;




  It is one of her jests




  To suck off her guests –




  She just hates to keep gentlemen standing.




  

    

      

        

          An unfortunate maiden from Klepper,




          Spent an ill-fated night with a stepper;




          And now, in dismay,




          She mutters each day:




          “His pee-pee was made of red-pepper!”


        


      


    


  




  An immature chap from Racine,




  Is still breast-feeding, nearly sixteen;




  He says: “I admit




  There’s no milk in the tit,




  But think of the fun it has been!”




  

    

      

        

          In La France a persuasive young man,




          Wooed a girl on the beach down at Cannes;




          Said the mademoiselle:




          “Eh, monsieur, vot ze ’ell?




          Stay away from where zere’s no sontan!”


        


      


    


  




  There was an old chap from Tagore,




  Whose tool was a yard long, or more;




  So he wore the damn thing




  In a surgical sling,




  To prevent it from sweeping the floor!




  

    

      

        

          An elderly chappie named Harris,




          Who spent a long weekend in Paris,




          Eventually fell




          For no mademoiselle,




          But a tart from Carmarthen called Carys!


        


      


    


  




  There’s a generous girl in Tobruk,




  Who considers her quiff as a nook;




  It’s so deep and so wide,




  You can curl up inside




  On a nice easy chair with a book.




  

    

      

        

          There was a young stud from




          Stamboul, Who boasted so torrid a tool,




          That each female crater




          Explored by this satyr,




          Seemed almost unpleasantly cool.


        


      


    


  




  A frustrated chap from Calcutta,




  Lost his patience and ventured to mutter:




  “If her Bartholin glands




  Don’t respond to my hands,




  I shall have to resort to fresh butter!”




  

    

      

        

          A young girl named Alice, in Dallas,




          Had never enjoyed a fine phallus;




          She was virgo intacto,




          Because, ipso facto,




          No phallus in Dallas fit Alice.


        


      


    


  




  A lady from far Madagascar




  Consented to marry a Lascar;




  Her friends thought her naughty,




  But she was past forty,




  And he was the first man to ask her.




  

    

      

        

          My girlfriend who lives down in Dallas is




          Studying psychoanalysis;




          Whenever I straddle her,




          She prates about Adler,




          But at least she’s found out what a phallus is!




          RON RUBIN


        


      


    


  




  A most fortunate guy from Toledo,




  Has been blessed with excessive libido;




  To fuck and to screw,




  And to fornicate, too,




  Are the three major points of his credo.




  

    

      

        

          A lassie who lived in Virginny,




          Had a cunt that could bark, neigh and whinny;




          The county set claimed her,




          But success overcame her,




          As her tone became harsher, and tinny.


        


      


    


  




  

    

      

        

          A generous tart from Johore,




          Loved to lie on a mat on the floor;




          In a manner uncanny,




          She’d wriggle her fanny,




          And drain your nuts dry to the core.


        


      


    


  




  An old cop from Death Valley Junction,




  Whose organ had long ceased to function,




  Deceived his poor wife,




  For the rest of her life,




  With the dexterous use of his truncheon.




  

    

      

        

          A pansy who lived in Khartoum,




          Took a lesbian up to his room,




          But they argued a lot




          About who would do what,




          And quite how and with what and to whom.


        


      


    


  




  A hot-tempered girl from Caracas,




  Was wed to a samba-mad jackass;




  When he started to cheat her




  With a dark senorita,




  She drop-kicked him in the maracas.




  A handful of reasons the Poles,




  Always do well in sexual polls:




  Their balls (quite immense),




  And the size and the strength




  And the length of their prehensile poles!




  

    

      

        

          There was a young lady from Wales,




          Who had visited France to eat snails;




          She swallowed a score,




          Though it felt a lot more –




          She’d been given a bowl full of males.




          ANNE WILKS


        


      


    


  




  A lad, christened William Winkie,




  Walked the wintry streets of Helsinki,




  With not a stitch on,




  And the wind blowing strong –




  Hence his nickname of Wee Willie Winkie!




  

    

      

        

          One midnight, old DG Rossetti,




          Remarked to Miss Sidall: “Oh, Betty,




          I wish that you’d stop




          Shouting, ‘Fuck me, you wop!’ –




          It turna da tool to spaghetti!”




          VICTOR GRAY


        


      


    


  




  

    

      

        

          There was an old man from Rwanda,




          Who attempted to bugger a gander;




          But that virtuous bird




          Plugged its ass with a turd,




          And refused to such low tastes to pander.


        


      


    


  




  An Athenian singer called Nina,




  Was partial, it seems, to Retsina;




  She’s been all the rage




  Since she staggered on stage,




  And stripped to a slow cavatina.




  RON RUBIN




  

    

      

        

          Said the thoughtful Chief Rabbi of Joppa:




          “I believe circumcision’s improper




          If the organ is small;




          But I don’t mind at all




          About taking a slice off a whopper!”


        


      


    


  




  There was a young chap from Lahore,




  Whose prick was an inch, and no more;




  It was all right for keyholes,




  And smaller girls’ pee-holes,




  But not worth a damn with a whore.




  

    

      

        

          In Turkey, a chap in a truss,




          Caused a fuss on the bus. It was thus:




          He whipped out his whang,




          And offered a bang




          To a lady a few seats from us!




          JOHN SLIM


        


      


    


  




  A helpful young miss in Tasmania,




  Will do all she can to sustainia,




  But once you have shot




  The lot that you’ve got,




  She won’t do a thing to detainia.




  JOHN SLIM
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  There was a young maid of Madras,




  Who had a magnificent ass:




  Not quite as you think,




  Softly dimpled and pink –




  But grey, with four legs and eats grass!




  

    

      

        

          A lovely young thing, of St Kitts,




          Lured a lad with her fine pair of tits;




          Now she’s thinking of England,




          While the old out-and-in gland




          Is chafing her fanny to bits.


        


      


    


  




  A lecher, around Ringaskiddy,




  With a dinger not daunting but diddy,




  Drew muted applause




  From scores of bored whores,




  But cheered up a grateful old biddy!




  

    

      

        

          Yet one more picturesque coastal village!




          I’m exhausted with raping and pillage;




          I enjoy sex, of course.




          After all, I am Norse,




          But don’t expect any seminal spillage!


        


      


    


  




  There is a young lady of Quimper,




  Whose strength is concealed in her simper,




  Many a gang




  Comes by for a bang,




  But soon staggers out with a whimper!




  JOHN SLIM




  

    

      

        

          There once was a maiden of Ottowa,




          Whose husband, she said, thought a lot of her;




          Which, to give him his due,




          Was most probably true,




          Since he’d sired twenty kids, all begot of her!


        


      


    


  




  A stripper who came from Ozinki,




  Displayed curves both sultry and slinky;




  And then got the chaps




  In a state of collapse




  As she moved from the cute to the kinky.




  JOHN SLIM




  A naughty young nympho, in Norway,




  Hung nude (upside down) in a doorway;




  She told her young man:




  “Have what fun you can,




  And next time we’ll do something your way!”
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          A kindly young lady of Lille,




          Would charge you a franc for a feel,




          Or she’d help you to wank,




          But that would be cinq,




          And anything more was a mille.


        


      


    


  




  An honest young man in Helsinki,




  Gave a tart a lascivious wink, he




  Said: “Let’s have a go,




  Though I think you should know




  That my dink, for a dink, is quite dinky.”




  JOHN SLIM




  

    

      

        

          She is known to be prone to invite,




          Gentlemen who will visit, at night,




          In far Guatemala –




          You go through the parlour,




          Up the stairs, second door on the right.


        


      


    


  




  A wistful young lady, in Garda,




  When in bed said: “I’m sure it was harder,




  Till I made it produce




  An abundance of juice




  When you came, in our game, in the Lada!”




  

    

      

        

          There was an old German, called Rosen,




          Who liked to wear short lederhosen;




          “Although they look cute on,”




          He said, “A young Teuton,




          In winter my schwanz gets quite frozen!”




          RON RUBIN


        


      


    


  




  

    

      

        

          A beautiful bint, from Brazil,




          Could alter her slot size at will;




          It would stretch, or else shrink




          To embrace any dink,




          And ensure she was getting her fill!




          JOHN SLIM


        


      


    


  




  When Tom lost his Dad in Biarritz,




  He tickled the gendarmes to bits:




  “Ma foi! What’s he like?”




  They asked the young tyke –




  “Jack Daniels and birds with big tits!”
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  A buxom young dancer called Cleo




  Did cabaret way down in Rio;




  Each night when she rhumba’d,




  Her breasts, unencumbered




  By corsage, would join in con brio.




  RON RUBIN




  An eager young man, from Belize,




  Makes love with his ladies in threes;




  He’s no inhibitions




  Regarding positions,




  And asks them to come as they please.
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          A bride in Bangkok got a shock:




          Raised veins in big rings round his cock;




          She found, when well bedded,




          She’d got him cross-threaded –




          The fire brigade’s still taking stock.
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