
 

Angela Rowe 1 
 

NOT MUCH OF A COOK 

 

All recipe requirements have been met: 

There’s carrot and potato and courgette  
From the garden, where I have my own supply, 
For a tasty meat and vegetable pie. 
 
There’s really nothing to it: first I get the meat and stew it, 
Then make a pastry lid - either shortcrust, puff or suet.  
But when rolling out the pastry, I always make a mess: 
Too wet, too dry, too everything, although I try my best. .  
It sticks onto the rolling pin, as well as to the floor. 
Despite that, once it’s cooked, they’ll all be coming back for more.      
(Unless, of course, I burn it – which would make me really sore:  
For then, if they’ve got any sense, they’ll walk out through the door!)   
 
To cover a pie, I won’t tell a lie, 
Ready-made pastry I normally buy. 
My Gran would have a fit. 
 She wouldn’t care a bit 
For using shop-bought pastry –  
Or those cakes, however tasty. 
 
In Grandma’s days, most cooking took an awful lot of time,  
Both healthy and nutritious, it tasted just sublime. 
But the mess-less suet crust I use to form a meat pie lid   
Is really quick and easy, costing much less than a quid. 
My cooking’s not too great - if Grandma only knew it! 
But of that wondrous rude-shaped carrot there,  
I’m proud:  at least I grew it!  

 
**** 

 

 

/see over 
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A  LITTLE PERSON’S FOOD TANTRUM  

 

Basics: 

 

 I picked up mother’s pretty plate  

And threw it on the floor 

And when it broke in pieces,  

I ran out of the door. 

 

       ***** 
 

Expanded : food, miniature (person), crockery, old ways versus modern ways: 

 

I’m sorry to say that my mother’s best plate 

I broke, as a naughty wee child. 

It fell on the floor and I ran out the door - 

At three I was easily riled.   

 

My milk I had wanted right now: 

It came straight from the family cow,  

So my Mum had to strain it and sieve it, 

Before safely to me she could give it. 

Unpasteurised then was the norm,  

But good God, did it bring on a storm!   . . .    

 

Not many now get milk straight from the cow,     

We get it from Tesco or Waitrose,        

But tantrums from toddlers are all part of life, 

Though for parents an oft cause of strife. 

In spite of the kicking and screaming and tears, 

That turn easily into a fight, 

In time this high drama indeed disappears,  

For kids mostly do turn out alright. 

 

(Maybe not till after some further fury –  
But teenage years are another story!)    

 

  **** 

 

 

 


