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Untitled 

 

By Connor 

 

 

Hiding underneath the soil 

Are creatures born of seed, 

Who’s life will give us sustenance, 

To help us when we need, 

 

High above our weary heads, 

In verdant canopies, 

Are born a race of sweet delights, 

The children of the trees, 

 

And to all those that we venerate 

Who neither swim nor fly nor run, 

It’s always time to celebrate 

When harvest season comes 

 
  



Untitled 
 
 

By Amelia Bayler 
 
 
 
 

I always take people I'm shaggin to the same café for mac n cheese n 
chips 

 
 

I can't help myself 
 
 

And I act like it's special for them 
 
 

but I'm an asshole 
 
 

The waitress gives me a wink. 
 
 
 
  



Address to a (veggie) Haggis 

 

By Seonaid Stevenson 

 

Gie her a Haggis 

Wi'oot a sheep's tum. 

Eatin' leftover organs 

Isnae that fun. 

 

Gie her a Veggie Haggis 

Wi tatties and neeps for her dinner. 

Tap it aff wi a wee dram 

And yer on tae a winner. 

 

When ye cut it up 

Nae entrails bright 

But still warm-reekin' rich! 

A glorious sight! 

 

Tak it fae me 

What sets a Haggis apart 

Is the wan wi nae lungs or liver 

But plenty o' heart. 



Macaroni 

 

By J A Baxter 

 

 

Even the sound of your vowels hits right 

Mac ah Rone eee 

The squelch of my fork as it enters you. 

The string as I pull away. 

Ensconcing me. 

 

Oozing, you tempt me with nostalgia. 

Yet childish as you seem, you are firmly of age. 

Wholesome yet you remain unclean. 

Popular, you flirt with coolness, but are too rounded to be edgy. 

Your Latin roots drowning in gooey lava. 

 

Please be yellowish and creamy, 

And personally I long for a crunch. 

I’ll choose you on a Sunday or maybe an indulgent Tuesday but not a Saturday. 

For you are a walk in the park in autumn not a rave, 

and for that I love you. 

  



Chips 
 

By Oliver Berry 
 

Oh, Demeter 
I won’t wear those nights of black satin 

Needled then, left out too long - 
now the eyes peek through 

 

Oh, remember 
How we cut them off, the crop underneath 

Free from any notions of nightshade - 
the old trick in the oil 

 

Oh, connoisseur 
From the dust you pull the spice 

As if by luck, or perhaps by magic - 
the dirtied silks up your sleeve 

 

But then 
Reaching out 

We laughed at the sage 
And all his ways to peel a carrot 

Caressing, slicing down 
The perfect angle for perfect love 
For twenty-eight perfect courses 

Prepared as though someone cared 
In the wilderness; some blissful blizzard moment 

And soon the wheat crop will convene 
Beggar’s wealth strewn on the sides 

Of the narrow country lanes and soon we’ll stand 
In the midst of it all; there isn’t some foreign word 

To use to sum that existence that fleets fearing 
First frost, or at least the granary wheel 

And it turns and turns and brings us round 
Together. Broken bread, oh Demeter from the harvest 

Our gourmet rests on the commensality, the commensurate 
Duty of a lover 

 

Then it clouds over 
But that’s no great shame 

Our year shall return and return again because 
I won’t remember everyone at the feast when the sky caves in 

But by God I’ll remember you 
  



MS Greenhorn’s S3 from St.Augustine’s 
 

 
“Spaghetti for table four?” 

 
I heard the thunder taunt, 

I had no solace in the storm 
The boat lurched along the oily sea 

I could feel my vessel jerk in sync with the waves 
 

“I’ll get it!” 
 

The boat began to sway 
The blood Red Sea froth danced on the hull 

An orchestra in the sky stopped my thoughts  
Everything teetered to the side before I heard a thud 

 
“Pepper sir?” 

 
Gritty hail fell from above 

My eyes stung as I was buffeted 
Monstrous waves coiled and slipped around the mast 

I could see the beast wielding a trident overhead 
 

“More water?” 
 

A tug pulled me inwards sending piles of comfort overboard 
Whirlpools formed at the prongs of the skewer  

I was slowly reeled in, betrayed by the sea itself 
 

“This better be worth 15 quid” 
 

The trident pulled me and my ship upwards  
Continuous brushstrokes of my demise 

The moon sneered down at me 
Those square jaws closed in 

 
“These meatballs look depressing”  

“You’ve drowned these meatballs in ghastly red dressing!” 
 
 

- Grace McWalter 
 



MS Greenhorn’s S3 from St.Augustine’s 
 
 
 

Food is like family 
each flavour plays its part 

whether it’s sold in a restaurant 
or pulled on a wheeling cart. 

What a beautiful thing to create 
to show our love on this plate. 
So I hope you enjoy your meal 

because to us that’s a great deal. 
Now go ahead and eat your food, 

a special meal from me to you. 
 

 
-Shawna Auguste  

 
 

 
 
 

Food is my everything, it’s the thing that comforts me  
and fills up my insides 

 
The aromatic flavours in the chicken chow mien, Mexican rice and 
Nigerian jollof rice make me feel like I’m in heaven after every bite 

 
Being an odd eater, I don’t really like custard and loads of icing but I love 

the croissants and scones 
 

Pineapple, strawberries and green grapes are my top three favourite fruits 
 

Prawns, pasta, shrimp and many any other seafood are delicious and 
flavourful when seasoned to perfection 

 
 

-Shamagne Gurure  
 



MS Greenhorn’s S3 from St.Augustine’s 
 
 
 

Nigerian Jollof Rice is surely the best, 
Other Countries make this rice but not to my taste, 

As a black girl I face a lot of struggles, 
But this rice makes me want to chuckle, 

As I eat this mouth watering plate, 
All the troubles all the weight, 

Flows out like the sea and suddenly I feel great, 
This vivid orange dish, 

Touches my mouth like I’ve been blown a kiss, 
I hope you enjoy your food, 

As this should put you in a good mood. 
 

-Tk Adebayo 
 

 
The Dumpling Poem 🥟 

 
Oh dumpling, my darling, won't you come into my arms? 
Wrap your soft, white dumpling skin around my palms. 
Oh dumpling, my darling, won't you let me cherish you? 

Your immaculate beauty is illegal i should sue. 
Oh dumpling, my darling, your scent drives me to the edge. 

You are the only one I will love for eternity, I pledge. 
Oh dumpling, my darling, when I hear the soothing whistle of your 

steaming. 
I feel as if I'm on cloud 9, as if I'm dreaming 

Oh dumpling, my darling, the exquisite taste of you still lingers in my 
mouth. 

Without you I'm left looking East, West, North and South. 
 
 

-Esha Limbu, a dumpling enthusiast 🥟 
 



MS Greenhorn’s S3 from St.Augustine’s 
 
 

Shameless for those who want to be healthy 
Aims for next year, a before and after selfie 

Luscious and fresh ingredients if prepared right 
And once dressing is added, I’d call that a delight 

Delicious and tasty is what I would say. 
If I was vegan, I’m sorry, I don’t know why I’m this way. 

 
-Sean Watt 

 
 

O smoothie o mine 
O smoothie for me 

I love that feeling i get 
When i drink my favourite smoothie 

When i drink that smoothie 
Dopamine flows through my body 

Even my favourite chocolate 
Could never compete 

My favourite food's like a race 
But my smoothie always makes first place 

Ingredients include strawberries, 
Bananas, occasionally grapes or blueberries 

These ingredients mix together to create, 
To create a taste that makes me so happy 

When i have my favourite smoothie 
The rest of the day goes so smoothly 

 
-Hamish Hazlewood 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Untitled 
 
 

By Tom Newbold  

 
 
 
 

I cooked you breakfast 

You prefer beans off the toast 

Oh life in Heinz sight. 

  



Untitled 
 

By Holly Fleming 
 

They write memories into a recipe for 
mashed potatoes; whipping butter and minced 

garlic into their minds along with the sounds of their friends 
“mm”ing – sheer delight. 

They write the long day coming to an end 
Over a table with not enough chairs. Anything around 
The house that one can sit on is brought so everyone 

Has a place. Shoulders brush against shoulders, discomfort 
Is forgotten completely as gravy is poured over 

Creamy, carby, mess. 
 

They write full stomachs and saying “no, I couldn’t possibly,” 
Into a recipe for brownies along with 

Every square of dark and milk and white chocolate the 
Shop would allow them to leave with. They write 

Sponging and vegetating on the couch in front of a 
TV playing some family show that no one actually really likes but 

The buttons are all the way over there and everyone is 
Far too stuffed to reach over and turn it off. 

 
A recipe for cosmopolitans comes after a birthday when 

The sister who said she couldn’t come, 
Came. When the family was once again under the one 

shared roof. After a few rounds, their mum started adding 
a little too much triple sec and the iced cocktail tasted 

warmer as it coursed down throats. A recipe for the 
best finger sandwiches that crept up on them because 

it was one in the morning, no one was ready for bed, everyone 
was hungry and the takeaways were all closed. Their dad 

snuck to the kitchen and came back with white bread, 
crisps, wholegrain mustard and the parsley leftover from that mash 

(their dad thought it was some kind of salad leaf like 
Rocket or watercress), all of it piled clumsily together, they 

Took bites between yawns and slept on good now turning into 
treasured yesterday. 

 
They preface the ingredients and method with 

Settings of rainy days – no one could find it within themselves 
To be excited. The surprise of laughter falling out of their 

Stomachs and connecting over the highs and the lows of the week 
Were captured in bites of homemade party snacks and 

Hearty dinners. When recreating the recipes, they want everyone 
To know what really made the foods what they were – 

Not the kind of cheese that everyone expects on pizza and pasta 
But the kind that comes with smiles 

And full bellies and the taste of home; 
The secret ingredient is love. 



You Can’t Spell Tofu Without FU 
 

By Miranda Heath 
 

 
I’m a soy boy, 

Not your toy boy, 
Quite a coy boy, 
I wear corduroy. 

Cook quinoa, 
Fuck me slower, 
Neither grower, 
Nor a shower. 

Tofurkey facon, 
Heart is achin’, 
Boys Don’t Cry 

Until they waken. 
Woke and shaken, 
Keep homebakin’ 

Sourdough and 
Homemade seitan. 

Organic cotton 
Shirts of flannel, 
Natural bottom, 
Youtube channel 

All about 
That CBD, 

Essential oils, 
Follow me! 

My bra size is DD, 
I overflow with empathy, 

Obviously LGBT 
QIA+ identity. 

You’re scared of us, 
Why should you be? 

Two words 
To bring you to your knees, its 

Fragile Masculinity! 
 



I Wish I Was a Kebab 
 

By Stuart Kenny  
 
 

What i would give to be a kebab 
& i don’t even 

particularly like kebabs 
not when i’m sober anyway - 

or at least that’s the party line. 
 

What i would give to be a kebab, 
a veggie one so nobody gets hurt, 

being protected by shredded iceberg; 
hugged by pickled cabbage, 
caressed by chipotle mayo, 

or some particularly hot sauce, 
playing cards with the sweet potatoes 
tucked safely inside a pocket of bread 
with cosy doughy bedding to sink into, 

& in the hands, 
no - being held 

by a drunken lover at 3am 
looking at me like i am the moment they have been waiting for; 

not with love but with lust, 
like they simply can’t resist my filling; 

like they’re hypnotised by my very touch. 
 

Oh, what i would give to be a kebab, 
To be wrapped up warm in foil, in a coveted takeaway bag. 



 

The Food Chain 

 

By Max Scratchmann 

 

 

The doughnut asked the butter scone, Is it time for tea? 

It is, replied the Kunzel Cake, I hope they don’t eat me! 

The sausage breathed a heavy sigh, At least it’s not yet dinner, 

And if they skipped that dratted course they’d end up so much 
thinner. 

 

But what about that breakfast thing? the cornflake glumly cried, 

OK for you, the egg yolk said, At least you won’t be fried! 

The bread it gulped a gulpy gulp, I hope they don’t want toast, 

And the ginger snaps did softly chant, Please eat the Sunday roast. 

 

While jelly sat upon its plate and shivered in the sun, 

Oh, being in the Food Chain, it really isn’t fun! 

  



 
 

My Butter Lover 

 

By Rebecca Livesey-Wright 

 

 

A greasy bag 

Slick with butter 

From the opened rice cake sandwich. 

 

You dig the stuff out 

With your finger nail 

Lick it off 

Frowning in concentration. 

 

This is the work of Gods. 

 

Nothing was ever made more perfect 

Than this snack 

And the way you eat it. 



Lewis Rabjohns 

 
on the nature of olives 

 
 

we bought the fancy kind of olives from Waitrose 
and shared them out like communion bread 
spread tanned legs over scratchy blankets 

let oil dribble over our lips 
spit out the stones 

knead our tongues like dough 
working away at chewed lumps 

stuck behind molars 
ash our cigarettes in the empty container those juices soaking into 

Marlboro filters hissing against the hot ash 
it is the last day of summer 

the girl with the bleached hair is wearing 
the shoes you thought you lost last year 

but you decide not to bring it up 
the boy across the park is staring at you 

with eyes that look like rabbit snares 
the twins are comparing armpit hair 

they’ve been competing to see 
who can grow it the longest 

a week later you are kissing the boy 
with the animal traps for eyes 

and he bares his teeth 
tells you that you taste like olives 

  



An ode to Tommy’s Margarita 
 
 

By Maja Laszczewska 

  

It all happened in a glimpse of an eye 

His passionate voice  

His songs about love 

His stories about life 

Our lips touched 

 

It was love at first sight 

If only 

 he was like a horn of Amalthea 

Constantly self-refilling 

We might still have been in each other’s arms 

 

But 

he was gone 

 

So fast 

  



Untitled 

 

By Serena Shoker  
 

 

“Come to paradise, 

 
You’re always welcome, 

 
Plenty of food, 

 
Delicious and yum, 

 
The best vegan food will be on the menu, 

 
Heartwarming and good for the soul too, 

 
A couple drinks at palms will make you jig, 

 
you might say we’re all lucky pigs!” 

  



Algorithms Led Me To You  
 

By Stephen Watt  
 
 

 

It begins innocently. Researching recipes, 
butter consistency, studying Mary Berry’s 
cooking tips – 
oil units, spooning syrup, 
cautious to never overmix 
  
            until you find yourself 

becoming exploratory; 
  
constructing Stonehenge from Rice Krispies. 
Replicating Niagara Falls, using honey. 

Searching online for ways 
to keep your fried tarantula crispy, 

not chewy 
(use lime and pepper apparently). 

  
And then the lure of celebrities. 
George Foreman used to grill your Linda McCartney’s. 
A splash of Colonel Mustard 
over two rashes of Quorn Kevin Bacon. 
Their names used in my kitchen 
meant we were always going to happen. 
  
Algorithms – written in the social media menu – 
would lead me to you. 
Recommended friends who elope, 
impassioned in a medium-heat broth 
            like two garlic cloves 
welded to create a mean butternut squash stew. 
  
Me and you. 

Me n’ you. 
Me n u. 

 



 
Jings if youze are hoachin' 

By Io Stefanidou 

 

Jings if youze are hoachin' 

 

Braw mushrooms and sweet tatties 

are strolling around a piece with patties. 

The onion rings are crispy 

for the Buckfast BBQ is risky.... 

Cauliflower, battered and tossed 

served in a bonnie hot sauce. 

You canny get oot with an empty belly 

You can also have a vegan deli. 

Add some bevvy, what a deal 

for a pure barry meal! 

  



Untitled 
By Naomi Head 

 
Visiting home, 

my mother and I  
not speaking, 

liberally peppered 
emotional disruptions 
Things are changing – 

she calls me. 
 

Hard to explain 
food as a love language – 

Eating is no different 
to breathing 

Eat to survive. 
 

Food is joy, 
a symbol of affection 
Food means things 

share this meal 
be nourished. 

 
Our fridge packed,  
our table groaning, 

she messages about things 
we eat together 

Birthday card reads – 
BIG STEAK. 

 
My mother loved with food 

I sat in my kitchen 
my mother breaking up chocolate 

placing it in our mouths 
baby birds she fed. 

 
Life is tragic 

she gave us all the sweetness 
she could find. 



Pesto 

 

By Jason Riddell 

 

 

pesto 

a God 

a Titan of foods 

a Saviour from poverty and time 

even without cheese 

  



Make Time For Meals 

 

By Neil James Rhind 

 

 
 

Petty office politics 

And the daily drudge of chores 

Regularly make souls sick 

And so not stomach any more. 

Dull days make a meal of life. 

In place of being bored, 

Sage souls shun each source of strife 

Eating up their day like bread, 

Practicising, with fork and knife, 

A key means to keep hearts fed. 

Leave your cares, mealtimes, at least. 

Make alive your meals instead, 

So life fast becomes a feast. 

 
  



Almost Everything Works on a Sandwich 
 
 

By Kieron Baird 
 

 
 

Over the course of my life, I’ve had one revelation. 
Stumbled on one fundamental truth to put my faith in. 

Almost everything works on a sandwich - when savoury. 
Though admittedly sometimes sweet finds its way on there too. 

 
Yes. I include rolls, wraps, baguettes, bagels and many more. 

With this increased arsenal, your power is infinite! 
Trust me, you’ll be surprised what wonders await the bold ones. 

Ah, the food I’ve put between two slices over the years… 
 

Warning, when you deviate from the norm, there’ll be judgement. 
“Should certain things be turned into sandwiches?”, say doubters. 

Will it or won’t it work? There’s only one way to find out. 
Think outside the box people and expand your horizons! 

 
That sandwich was quite unnecessary! Well perhaps, yes. 

Was a roll needed in that equation? Probably not. 
A wrap for that…really? I guess so, since we’re here now, huh? 
Have hope and be true to yourself; the answers are out there. 

 
Though I’m not telling you about my strangest creations. 

No. That would ruin the surprises for you dear reader. 
I’m afraid you’ll just have to take my word for it my friend. 

Believe me, there’s many foods worth putting on a sandwich. 
 

Now that I’ve planted the seed – let it grow wild and blossom. 
I urge you to perplex and intrigue folks with your daring! 
Let your mind wander to places even mine fears to tread. 
Hunt for the illusive sweet combinations still out there. 

 
May your sandwiches be tasty and your choices diverse! 

 
 



A Poem 
 

By Rachel Smith 
 
 

When you’re months into lockdown 
and a bit fed up, 

or when you’re tired of home-cooking and missing “good grub”, 
don’t stress or despair - 

there’s no need for tears, not today 
for there’s a delicious home delivery, 

piping hot, on its way. 
An ice cold cocktail 

and a load of great food, 
all veggy and vegan - 

you’ve ordered as much as you could! 
Your heartbeat is racing, 

your pupils dilate, 
your tastebuds are tingling 

you can’t even think straight... 
Ding dong! 

That’s the doorbell, 
your delivery is here 

so stop reading this poem, 
tuck in, grab a beer! 

  



Ghost Pilot Minds His Tatties 
 

By David Linklater 
 

At Granny’s, twenty or so ago, 
I’d be sitting in the living room 

watching Mysterious Britain. Old stone 
circles, ghost pilots, monsters, all that jazz 

and granny would come through with a plate of tatties, 
yorkies, gravy and a side bowl of pickled onions. 

We called them dinas – I was a strange boy. 
 
 

I’d be eating this food, watching Mysterious 
Britain in Granda’s claw-torn chesterfield. The dog 

would be warm by the fire and the mad cat off 
somewhere in a vein of farm. Carpet drinking 

orange oil of the sun, I’d think, this is the one, I’ll 
remember this, and I did. It was home, Granny and Granda, 

the dog and the cat, the crackly narration of those 
 

ghost tales. They seeded the memory but 
it was the tatties, yorkies, gravy and dinas 

that added flavour, welding the senses, making 
union between synapses. Food has this power. 
Farmhands came and went and the cassette 

was lost to the dust of years, but I can still see Granny 
in her rosy apron, and taste what she laid out 

on the plate of love. 



Untitled 

 

By Robert Stewart Jr 

 

 

I am a veggie table 

A table made out of veg 

There's so much fruit upon me 

All living on the edge, 

Life is hard 

But so are plates 

Tea can be quite hot 

But vegetable poems make me nervous quite a lot. 

  



Untitled 

 

By Samuel Robertson 

 

 

 
'Herb Garden' 

My herb garden is a bloom, 

My window box teeming olive hues, 

The basil leaves gloss with their toothed edges, cupping slightly 
whilst gathering dew drops 

The fine rosemary needles feather their white wooly hairs in the 
breeze, 

The mint with its erect posture, leaving cool, bracing notes to remain 
for hours, 

I tend to my delicate botanical kingdom from day to night, 

Preparing their grand sacrament into the cuisine fare. 

  



Untitled 

 

By Eilidh Glen 

 

 

 

Guilt free deliciousness inside! 

‘Eh, fried pickles, there no guilt free!’ 

Yes, conscience guilt free 

Even more delicious 

Enjoy with a smile 

 
  



 
Untitled 

 

By Ryan Hollinsworth’s Grandma 

 

 

Paradise Palms, a fab revelation, 

Nutritious foods with titilation 

Mouth-watering vegan scrumptious treats 

Tempting tastebuds on the streets 

Paradise Palms serving the best 

delectable food surpassing the rest! 

  



Cook You 

 

By Sarah 

 
 

Butter your thighs with freedom 
with honour, dust your feet 

ice your eyes with no disguise 
and let your truth slice deep 
grate the voice of unreason 

from the inside of your brain 
dip your fingers in possibilities 

and lick away the pain 
whip up the froth of your desire 

taste it before it’s set 
add a sprinkling of joy 
mould it with respect 

crack the crust around your heart 
and serve with custard instead 

brew a pot of kindness 
in the oven of your breast 

knead your hips with action 
garnish your arms with flight 

cook to your own recipe 
and serve with all your might. 

 
 
 
  



Untitled 

 

By Gill Graham 

 

 

My belly is rumbling and crying out.  

I need food not another zoom bout.  

My mouth was made for eating delicious food from P palms not 
talking to all those workbarms.  

Here I go use my phone.  

Dialling from home.  

Look my orders come.  

Time to feed my tum.    

  



 
Toast 

 

By hannah mcgregor 
 

 

 
when i was 10 

i’d have toast and beans 
cooked by my dad 
on a weekday eve 

 
then when i turned 16 

i’d make my dad burnt toast 
which he forced down 
with a smile at most 

 
when i moved out 

i’d make noodles every day 
but tell my dad 

that i was eating okay 
 

then when i grow up 
and have money to shed 
i’ll make my dad a roast 
instead of burnt bread 

 
and maybe one day 
in my own little pas 

i’ll make my kids beans 
and toast to my dad 

 
so when i look back 

i can smile at the scene 
of the people we were 

and the places we’ve bean 



 
Untitled 

By Jack Rountree 

 

 
 

 

Munchie' is a funny word that my mouth always talks. 

 

It forever makes think of that delightful geasy box. 

 

At 4am and 12 pints deep and although you maybe mock. 

 

You'll find me happy face deep in my greasy munchie box. 

  



Mid-Munch Meanderings 
 

By Hadley-James Hoyles 
 

What it is to sit 
Or stand, or perch atop 

Some flimsy, sweat-inducing pile 
Of nerve-shreddingly mobile woodwork 

And focus, to reach zazen 
In the glamour, the shock, the grin-ripping 

Wonder of a quick one 
Slow one, a squeezed-in spot of SCRAN. 

 
Wait, what is it 

To sit, or any of a million 
Stances, positions and styles 
To enjoy a work of culinary 

Transcendence? 
To gape and entrap, gape and entrap 

In a cycle of hedonistic immediacy 
To lose one’s one-ness in the wallowing 

Of a one-time consumption? 
 

Or to meditate, to back-track, to 
Approximate the process 

Of the initial creation 
Of life-affirming distraction? 

Do we sit, or stand, etc 
And postulate the precision with which 

The maker makes, and the measures heap 
In the sacred font of a bubbling stove? 

 
To end with a beginning 

This loose-lipped contemplation 
I invite, as a master of old might 

Or a charlatan in some dark corner 
You to consider and reply: 

 
 

While the matter breaks 
Into its successive parts 
What’s your favourite? 



 
Veganism. A Haiku. 

 

By Jenny Hughes 

 
 

 

 

 

“What is meat?” 

Haddaway once sang, 

“Don’t hurt me.” 

 
  



Toast to a Tattie 

 

By Helen Selby 

 
 

 
 

 

Chop 'em thick and wack 'em in, 

Golden skins curled in the bin, 

Glug of oil and crunch of salt, 

Cracked black pepper by default, 

Cook until they're steaming hot, 

Then place next to the gravy pot, 

Unrivalled stopper of the show, 

The mighty roast potato 

  



Identifying With Food 
 

By Benjamin Wold Birmanis 
 
 

Sometimes I feel 
like a sausage. 
Ground down 

And the only thing holding me together 
Is guts. 

Sometimes I feel 
Just offal 

And the only thing holding me together 
is the stomach lining of a sheep 

Sometimes I feel 
like cheese 

As in my own whey 
I am separated from the Kurds 

Sometimes I feel 
like a Christmas pudding 

And the only thing holding me together 
is, 

for some raisin, 
copious amounts of alcohol 

Sometimes I feel 
like a chestnut. 

And sometimes I just cum into my hand instead. 
 
 



 
Untitled 

 

By Laurie Black 

 

This is not just soul food, 
This is food good for all souls, 

So say "yes, today seitan!" 

Served fresh on a sweet vegan bun, 

With onion rings fit for a queen, 

And a side of to-die-for fried pickles, 

Or scrummy veggie poutine, 

Babe, your radical kindness is so in, 
And hey, that's one Lucky Pig! 

 
  



 
Ode to a  Jalapeño 

 

By Siân Hickson 

 

 

Jalapeño, Jalapeño 

Spicier than Valentino 

Peak of pickled peppers, see no 

Peer to this blazing bean! 

Oh fire-fruit sweet as maraschino 

Bright green bite to dowse with vino 

From San Juan to San Marino 

Praise this crunchy wee supremo! 

 

Just don’t give one to your bambino. 

 
 
 
 

  



The Only Constant 
 

by Joe Hunter 
 
I always come back to you. 
 
When I’m working a long shift and my back is aching 
And the clock on the wall’s taunting me making me 
believe that something has stopped time. 
I can’t help it, I just seem to find, 
That once again, I’ve got you on my mind. 
 
I always come back to you. 
 
When I’m at a gig watchin’ my favourite band, 
Am not worried about work or uni or being a man, 
My only concern is bein’ the biggest fan. 
When I’m in the pit, bouncin’ with my friends, 
Wishin’ that this night will never end, 
I cannot help it, my mind just tends 
To wander back on to you again. 
 
I always come back to you. 
 
When I’m at the club, proper mad wi’ it, 
I don’t regret comin’, I’m glad we did! 
But I’ve got the attention span of a wee kid. 
My mind goes back, like I knew that it wid. 
 
I always come back to you. 
 
Stuffed crust veggie or plain margherita, 
Chilli cheese fries, aw god, I need ya! 
Fried pickles wi’ mayo, onion rings, 
I want you more than I want anything! 
 
I always come back to you. 
 
(continued…) 



Munchy boxes with mates you’ve no seen in a while, 
Buyin’ your pal a cola just to make them smile. 
Maybe I’d no walk 500 miles, 
But I’d let my foodie friend take a photo of my burger for their profile. 
 
I always come back to you. 
 
A reunion with the fam’s incomplete without a takeaway, 
Why just catch up with your pal when if you go for lunch you’ll make 
a day? 
I’m trying my best to resist it, but I need to just admit it and say, 
 
I always come back to you. 
 
When I haven’t seen my pals in months, 
Pubs are shut and I’m down in the dumps, 
And I start to feel like a lazy chump. 
I’m reminded the only constant is food! 
 
I can always come back to you. 
 
Because food isn’t just food, 
It’s a language of love and of laughter of good, 
It says what words never could, 
But you know for your loved ones that you always would. 
 
Food is ‘I missed you’ 
Food is ‘congrats’ 
Food is ‘I cannae believe that they played that!’ 
Food is ‘good job tonight’ 
Food is ‘welcome back’ 
Food is ‘I’m always here if you need a wee chat’ 
Food is ‘I’m sorry’ 
Food is ‘this is on me’ 
Food is ‘there’s plenty more fish in the sea’ 
Food is ‘good luck’ 
Food is ‘I cannae wait’ 
Food is ‘I’ll see you soon’ 
Food is ‘I love you mate’ 
 



Ginger 
 
 

By George Millership 
 
 
 
       vaGue 
             Incendiary; 
            Never would 
            Guess  
the firE 
      secReted within 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Untitled 

 

By Lauren Baptie 

 

In Edinburgh there's a vegan called Kyle 
 

Hugging animals always makes him smile 

He went on a date 

And, as if by fate 

Paradise palms was exactly their style 
 

Ever since this 

it's never been a miss 

Without a doubt the best restaurant around 

With, frickles and dips 

Such a pleasure on the lips 

I see what eating out veggie can REALLY be about. 
 

So whenever he has the choice 

I know where he'll be, 

Chillin with his munchiebox 

And hopefully he'll save some for little me. 

  



Coffee With Soul 
 
 

By Jenn Hughes 
 
 
 

Started with hopes high 
Greet customers with a smile 

However few. 
My pay is so low, I 

Don’t feel valued, worthwhile 
If only I knew: 

 
I’m never really ‘one of the team’. 

But a cog in a machine 
That’s part of an even bigger machine 

I’ll be replaced when I’m sick 
Or sad 

Or anxious 
Or not functioning correctly. 

 
I should feel lucky to have a job at all 

I should feel lucky that I’m able to work 
It’s not like it’s worth crying over 

It’s just a job, everyone has one that they despise 
But a voice in me whispers, “Give it one more try.” 

If only it knew: 
 

It’s for nothing! Blood, sweat, tears 
Isn’t good practice in food hygiene 

And coffee isn’t the only thing the machine 
Grinds to a powder. 

 
Can’t you see I put my heart and soul into making this coffee? 

  



 

Club Sandwich:  LGBTQQIAPN 

 

By Colin McGuire 

 

Lesbian-iceberg lettuce is cold and green with fertility. 

Gay goats-cheese is tart, thick and creamy. 

Bisexual-bacon is half streaky, half rind. 

Transgender-tomato is ripe with new seeds. 

Questioning-quinoa is a mouthful of possible grains. 

Queer-quesadilla is always bursting with flavour. 

Intersex-instant is a vibrant a fusion of fresh leaves. 

Asexual avocado is buttery and nutritious without sauce. 

Pansexual panini is the bread the holds it all together. 

Non-Binary is the sheer variety of dressings you may choose from. 

 

What a meal they make, 

squashed together, 

club sandwich. 

 

Swallow each other whole. 

Eat each other alive. 

 



Untitled 

 

By Matt Quinn 

 

 

Ve-gan 

Be-gan 

as 70s' bants 

 

Ve-gan 

Wee-man 

(No')be-shan 

He-can 

Bam up gammony Caaants 

 
 


