Ode to the Pause for Eats of Mister Wu

(after Andrew Marvell’s <a href=”http://www.bartelby.org/101/355.html “>“An Horatian Ode…”</a>)

Now gather we in Juno’s month

To pause for pig (who would’ve thunk?)

That taste like me or you

These pigs of Mister Wu

The heralds cry thro’ the b’rony

“Don best vestments and steel shiny”

These seem strange things to do

For pigs of Mister Wu

Bring out my terry-cloth’ed bib
Bring out the sauce and roast the ribs

I know just what to do

With pigs from Mister Wu

But now my lady says I’m daft
And June bears no porcine repast
And I am left to rue

No pigs from Mister Wu

It seems there has been some mistake

Of no pork chops will I partake

But what’s a guy to do

Who does not “parlez-vous”

For I am of good peasant folk

In my hovel French is not spoke

Anglo, Saxon, Dane, too
But not foreign frou-frou

Instead of pig we meet to fight

(With a fine feast later that night

Which has less oink than moo)

Armored and rapier, too

So take your sword, dagger, and shield
And steel yourselves, that you don’t yield

And meet at the Pas du

Foret Mysterieux

