
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Author’s Note: Rime of the Ancient Marinara Sauce is a parody of Rime of the Ancient Mariner by S.T. Coleridge. While I have tried my best to remain faithful in format to the original work, I have also taken liberty to experiment with rhyme and language as this parody version has required.

Rime of the Ancient Marinara Sauce
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Part I
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It is an ancient Marinara Sauce

and he stoppeth one pizza.

“By my excess cheese and meaty eyes

now wherefore stopp’st thou me?

––––––––
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“The pizza box is opened wide

and I shall be placed in.

The feast is met, the delivery’s set,

may'st hear the car’s vriim.”

––––––––
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He slips right near a pizza slice

“There was a crate,” quoth he.

“Hold off, unsauce me bloody loon!”

But he can’t unsauce the cheese.

––––––––
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He holds him with his saucy eye—

the pizza now stands still

and listens like a fine pizza

fresh out the oven, no grill.

––––––––
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The pizza, not by choice, is forced

to listen in the closing box.

And thus spake on that plastic cup

of bloody Marinara Sauce.

––––––––
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“The crate was bumpy, the road was stumpy,

messily did we drop

beneath the bridge, by the rural trees,

beneath the semi-truck top.

––––––––
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“The sun came in through slight slivers,

out of trailer holes shone he,

and he shone bright, and on the right

went down below the wheat.

––––––––
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“Lower and lower everyday,

till rose on high the moon—”

the pizza inbox spilled its cheese

against the rocky road of boom.

––––––––
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The car speakers played rock n’ roll,

as loud as loud can be;

the driver in his spaciness yells

“Rock n’ roll is free!”

––––––––
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The pizza here had stumbled ‘round,

yet it cannot choose but hear;

and thus spake on that bloody sauce,

the bloody Marinara near.

––––––––
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“And now the world came frozen still,

the truck had stopped along:

the other sauces had been free

from being aloof and wrong.

––––––––

[image: ]


“With night now vague above the crag

in parking lot where feet can drag,

the driver drags across the load

of trucks in ominous abode,

the truck is still in pitch-black night
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