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Good Food 
Guide 
Jackie Kay 

I wouldn’t touch a hamburger 
but I crave guacamole, 
gazpacho and water melon. 
I wouldn’t go near fried bread, 
but I would go bananas 
for a blueberry pancake. 
A glass of milk tastes very sly, 
but sweet lassi would go down nicely. 
 
There’s things I wouldn’t consider: 
an English breakfast with ketchup. 
But I’d stand up and shout 
please, or go down on my knees 
for ackee and cornbread, 
baba ghanoush, rartatouille, 
couscous, tagliatelle. 
Don’t give me custard and jelly,  
give me sweet potato pie, 
or tiramisu or Turkish delight. 
 
There are words that taste 
better than chocolate 
words that roll and melt 
words that can dip and swirl and sigh 
words that make my mouth water 
words that I can relish and suck and savour. 
 
Go for the tasty, delicious words –  
sag aloo, gadoh gadoh. 
Don’t give me a boring old plum. 
Try me with a dum sum. 
I’ll eat my words. 
 

Poems From Many 
Cultures edited by 
Fiona Walters 
 
From 
Nigeria/Scotland 
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The Sea 
James 
Reeves 
 

 
The sea is a hungry dog,  
Giant and grey. 
He rolls on the beach all day. 
With his clashing teeth and shaggy jaws 
Hour upon hour he gnaws 
The rumbling, tumbling stones,  
And 'Bones, bones, bones, bones! ' 
The giant sea-dog moans,  
Licking his greasy paws. 
 
And when the night wind roars 
And the moon rocks in the stormy cloud,  
He bounds to his feet and snuffs and sniffs,  
Shaking his wet sides over the cliffs,  
And howls and hollows long and loud. 
 
But on quiet days in May or June,  
When even the grasses on the dune 
Play no more their reedy tune,  
With his head between his paws 
He lies on the sandy shores,  
So quiet, so quiet, he scarcely snores.  
 

 
A Puffin Quartet of 
Poems, Puffin, 1989 
 
http://www.poemhunt
er.com/poem/the-
sea-36/ 
 
https://poetrylessons.
wordpress.com/2015
/01/10/the-sea-by-
james-reeves/ 
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The 
Adventures 
Of Isabel 
Ogden Nash 
 

Isabel met an enormous bear, 
Isabel, Isabel didn't care; 
The bear was hungry, the bear was ravenous. 
The bear's mouth was cruel and cavernous. 
The bear said, Isabel, glad to meet you, 
How do, Isabel, now I'll eat you! 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry. 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 
She washed her hands and straightened her hair up, 
Then Isabel quietly ate the bear up 
 
Once in a night as black as pitch 
Isabel met a wicked old witch. 
The witch's face was cross and wrinkled, 
The witch's gums were with teeth were sprinkled. 
Ho, ho Isabel! The old witch crowed, 
I'll turn you into an ugly toad. 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry. 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry, 
She showed no rage and showed no rancour, 
But she turned the witch into milk and drank her. 
 
Isabel met a hideous giant, 
Isabel continued self-reliant. 
The giant was hairy, the giant was horrid. 
He had one eye in the middle of his forehead. 
Good morning, Isabel, the giant said, 
I'll grind your bones to make my bread. 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry. 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 
She nibbled the zwieback that she always fed off, 
And when it was gone she cut the giant's head off. 
 
Isabel met a troublesome doctor, 
He punched and poked till he really shocked her. 
The doctors talk was of coughs and chills 
And the doctor's satchel full of pills 
The doctor said to Isabel, 
Swallow this it will make you feel well. 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry. 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 
She took those pills from the pill concocter, 
And Isabel calmly cured the doctor. 
 

Adventures of Isabel 
(Poetry Telling 
Stories) by Ogden 
Nash,  2008  
 
https://allpoetry.com/
Adventures-Of-Isabel 
 
 
https://poetrylessons.
wordpress.com/2015
/01/13/the-
adventures-of-isabel-
by-ogden-nash/ 

 
 
 

 

Sea Fever 
John 
Masefield 

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and 
the sky, 
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by; 
And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white 
sail’s shaking, 
And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn 
breaking. 
I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the 
running tide 
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying, 
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the seagulls crying. 
I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy 
life, 
To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s 
like a whetted knife; 
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover, 
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s 
over. 
 

The Nation’s 
Favourite Poems 
edited by Griff Rhys 
Jones.   
BBC Books, 1996 
 
https://allpoetry.com/
Sea-Fever 
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The Cat's 
Protection 
League 
Roger 
Mc.Gough 
 

Midnight. A knock at the door. 
Open it? Better had. 
Three heavy cats, mean and bad. 
 
They offer protection. I ask 'What for?' 
The Boss-cat snarls, 'You know the score. 
Listen man and listen good 
 
If you wanna stay in the neighbourhood, 
pay your dues or the toms will call 
And wail each night on the backyard wall. 
 
Mangle the flowers, and as for the lawn 
A smelly minefield awaits you at dawn.' 
These guys meant business without a doubt 
 
Three cans of tuna, I handed them out. 
They then disappeared like bats into hell 
Those bad, bad cats from the CPL. 
 

From All the Best – 
The selected poems 
of Roger McGough 
 
https://www.clpe.org.
uk/poetryline/poems/
cats-protection-
league 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Useful Websites: 

 

• poetrylessons.wordpress.com/   

• https://www.clpe.org.uk/poetryline  

• http://childrenspoetryarchive.org/  

• http://www.bbc.co.uk/poetryseason/ 

• www.poemhunter.com/   

• http://www.scottishpoetrylibrary.org.uk/   

• https://allpoetry.com/   

• http://www.poetrybyheart.org.uk/ 
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