
Menu 
 
 
Cheddar Crackers 

~ 
Watercress Soup 

~ 
Salmon with Melted Leeks 

~ 
Lamb Tenderloin with  

Pinot Noir Sauce 
Horseradish Mashed Potatoes 

Peas 
~ 

Lemon Curd Tart 
With Candied Violets and Mint 

~ 
Irish Tea 

Tiny Shamrock Cookies 

 
 
 
 
 
 
The limerick’s callous and crude 
Its morals distressingly lewd; 
It’s not worth the reading 
By persons of breeding 
It’s designed for us vulgar and rude. 
 
 

 
 
 
There was a young fellow of Lyme, 
Who lived with three wives at one 
time. 
When asked:  “Why the third?” 
He replied: “One’s absurd, 
And bigamy, sir, is a crime. 
 
 
 
An epicure dining at Crewe 
Found a very large bug in his stew 
Said the waiter, “Don’t shout 
And wave it about 
Or the rest will be wanting one too.” 

 
 
Think where man’s glory most be-
gins and ends 
And say my glory was I had such 
friends. 
                ~ W.B. Yeats 
 
 
 
If all be true that I do think, 
There are five reasons we should 
drink; 
Good wine—a friend—or being dry— 
Or lest we should be by and by- 
Or any other reason why. 
                ~ Henry Aldrich 



 
 
 

Murphy told Quinn that his wife 
was driving him to drink.  Quinn 
thinks he’s very lucky because his 
own wife makes him walk! 
 
 
 
Sign in an Irish pub: 
“This establishment closes at 11 
o’clock sharp.  We are open from 10 
a.m. until 11 p.m. and if you 
haven’t had enough to drink at 
that hour the management feels 
that you haven’t really been try-
ing.” 

 
 
 
McQuillan walked into a bar and 
ordered martini after martini, each 
time removing the olives and plac-
ing them in a jar.  When the jar 
was filled with olives and all the 
drinks consumed, he started to 
leave.  “S’cuse me,” said a customer, 
who was puzzled over what McQuil-
lan had done.  “What was that all 
about?”  “Nothing,” he replied.  “My 
wife just sent me out for a jar of ol-
ives.” 

An Englishman, a Scotsman and 
an Irishman were without tickets 
for the opening ceremonies of the 
summer Olympics but hoped to be 
able to talk their way in at the gate.  
Security was very tight, however, 
and each of their attempts was met 
with a stern refusal. 
 
While wandering around outside 
the stadium, the Englishman came 
upon a construction site, which 
gave him an idea.  Grabbing a 
length of scaffolding, he presented 
himself at the gate and said, 
“Johnson, the pole vault,” and was 
admitted. 

The Scotsman, overhearing this, 
went at once to search the site.  
When he came up with a sledge 
hammer, he presented himself at the 
gate and said, “McTavish, the ham-
mer.”  He was also admitted. 
 
The Irishman combed the site for an 
hour and was nearly ready to give 
up when he spotted his ticket in.  
Seizing a roll of barbed wire, he pre-
sented himself at the gate and an-
nounced, “O’Sullivan, fencing.” 



 
 

The New Priest 
 

A new priest at his first mass was 
so nervous he couldn’t stand still.  
He asked Father Murphy for some 
advice.  Father Murphy replied, 
“When I’m worried about getting’ 
nervous on the pulpit, I take a wee 
bit o’ whiskey.  Just to calm my 
nerves.”  So the next Sunday he 
took the older priest’s advice.  Be-
fore the mass, he got nervous and 
took a drink.  He then proceeded to 
talk up a storm.  Upon return to 
his office after mass, he found the 
following note on his door: 

1. A few sips of whiskey.  Not the 
whole bottle. 

2. There are 10 commandments, 
not 12. 

3. There are 12 disciples, not 10. 
4. Jesus was consecrated, not con-

stipated. 
5. Jacob wagered his donkey, he 

did not bet his ass. 
6. We do not refer to Jesus Christ 

as the late J.C. 
7. The Father, Son, and Holy 

Ghost are not referred to as 
Senior, Junior, and the  Spook. 

8. David slew Goliath, he did not 
kick the shit out of him. 

9. When David was hit by a rock 
and knocked off his donkey, 
don’t say “He was stoned off his 
ass.” 

10.We do not refer to the cross as the 
Big T. 

11.The Virgin Mary is not referred 
to as “Mary with the cherry.” 

12.Next Sunday there will be a 
taffy-pulling contest at St. Pat-
rick’s, not a Patrick-pulling con-
test at St. Taffy’s. 

 
 


