Lesson 1. Culture Poem
Culture!

Quick my teacher wants an answer!

Is that the colour of my skin?

I’m pinkish, what does that mean?

What about those who are cream?

Perhaps it has something to do

With my parents’ roots and ethnicity

Does that mean my mom is a tree?

Culture!

Oh no, the teacher’s eyes rest on me!

Could it be the clothes I wear?

Maybe it’s the way I do my hair

Hold on, my dad has got none,

Perhaps he’s culturally unaware!

Is it my choice of friends?

Perhaps it’s when I follow trends.

Culture!

Quick, Miss is waiting for an answer!

Surely it must be my religion.

I wonder if I was christened?

I know, maybe if I go to church

I can find my culture under a pew.

Perhaps it’s the food that I eat,

Fish and chips and mom’s stew!

Culture!

Then it comes to me.

Like a thunder-bolt from no where.

“Miss”, my hand is waving in the air.

“Culture is everything that influences me”,

It’s all so clear, now I see!

