Heather Fox

Limericks 

We had to write a poem for English

Because of it, I am in a kettle of fish

I have not one, nor two, but three

The ideas ran on to the paper like a man just free

For the understanding of my teacher, I wish

There was once a girl named May

Of her home, she could not get away

Of windows, it had four

But it had no door 

Her home was a pearl, located near Norway

Have you seen my dog?

He ran away on a day filled with fog

Since then, I have missed him, lots

He has, on his hind, two black spots

He protected me on my daily jog

I once came across an intersection in the road

“Take the one never traveled,” said the toad 

“The one sometimes taken is good,” said a crow in a tree, up high

“No! The one that everyone takes is best,” said the butterfly

I took the butterfly’s road, and on my back, it’s been a load

I call myself Heather

I like to watch the weather

I liked living in New York

Where I eat with a fork

And my mom and I were together

The man said it would be cold weather

He read it on his magician feather

I think he was an odd fish

And he spoke weird English

The posse might, for him, band together

