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Once upon a time, in a place that’s always sunny,
A sultan ruled a land which flowed with milk and honey;

His harem was his pride and joy, a garden full of beauty

With a giant eunuch on every gate, standing sentry duty.

But adoration finds a way, what though the task is hard,
And a dusky princess fell in love with a handsome palace guard.

The sultan’s rage was terrible. “You both shall die,” said he.

The princess wiped away a tear and offered up this plea:

“I am called Scheherazade and I know tales of wonder

“Of dragons, wizards, sea monsters, lightning, rain and thunder.”

The sultan said: “Tell me your tales and if it pleases me

“After one and a thousand nights you may both go free.”

So she told the tale of Sinbad, who sailed the oceans vast,

And of his great adventures in a life before the mast.

He loaded up his trusty ship with Eastern delights

And headed for a land of long and wintry nights.

But a fearsome storm erupted and his ship was blown and tossed,
Then flung upon a ragged rock and all his crew were lost.

Sinbad swam against the seas until he reached the sand

Where a stranger pulled him from the surf with a strong and friendly hand.

“God has surely spared your life to bring you here,” said he

“And you’ll be made most welcome in this city of Dundee.”

Some of his cargo came ashore like oranges and spice,

Almonds and sultanas that tasted very nice.

Sinbad cried: “The sea has won. It’s taken all my goods.

“All I have left is this meagre lot of slightly damaged foods.

“But I’m still alive and from this lot a gift to you I’ll make;

“Something your city’s never seen…an Oriental cake.”

“Can you bake?” the stranger asked, “why then, we are even.

“You can join our baker craft. By the way, my surname’s Steven.”
“And I am Sinbad from the East,” but Steven frowned in sorrow.

“We’ll have to change that evil name before meeting my friends tomorrow.

“It needs to be more friendly, something gentle, something mellow;

“No more will you be Sinbad. Let’s call you Goodfellow!

“If you can make a fancy cake it’ll be a great surprise

“For all our craftsmen make just now is bread and rolls and pies.”

And so the fancy cake was made with almonds from their shell

And orange peel and raisins, and secret things as well.

The cake became a legend in the city on the Tay

And Goodfellow a hero for his secret recipe.

Her Sinbad story over, Scheherazade bowed her head

Then waited for the sultan, and this is what he said:

“I will make a gift to this city of Dundee

“The kings and princes of the world will honour my decree;

“Tell every single baker, no matter where they bake

“Unless it’s made within Dundee IT ISN’T DUNDEE CAKE’!”
If you think my storys’ true or if you think it fable

You can’t go wrong with a Dundee Cake in the middle of your table.

