December 14, 2009 - Running Limericks
Do you remember some of the limericks you read as a child?   Maybe you had an assignment in English class to write one.   For some odd reason before I went to bed I started writing some running limericks about midnight tonight.   I don’t know if they are any good – but it was quite a bit of fun!
There once was a runner quite fast

Who caught me and then sped right past

He got a sideache

Oh!   What a bad break

I passed him and he finished last
I went for a run in the dark

And quickly I got off the mark

Poor pitiful me

As I couldn’t see

And ran into a tree in the park

The young high school runner had speed

Endurance is what he did need

The race was too long

His training was wrong

And so he was far from the lead

Running in heat is quite tiring

For those who don’t have the right wiring

How smelly guys get

From all of their sweat

While women don’t sweat – they’re perspiring

There was a young runner so quick
In races he always looked slick

When he’d get behind

A fast gear he’d find

And blow past the rest with his kick

The trail run looked so inviting

For most of us it was exciting

But one runner fell

And then we could tell

A blow to his pride he was fighting
