
 Welcome to the supplement to the special 
double T S Eliot issue of Agenda  
 
The featured artist is John Hacker  1936-2017 
whose work is on the front cover of Agenda Vol 46 No3 

 
 
‘Although my work appears to be abstract, I paint what I see. The I Ching and Book of 
Changes was a starting point for me. My work is based on what I observe in the wooded 
landscape near my Sussex studio. What concerns me is the dynamic push and pull of light; 
the movement as it appears within the dark and perhaps conversely, seeing the darkness 
through the light. I work with watercolour, chalk and pencil. I prefer the delicate touch and 
transparency of watercolour when interpreting the dynamics of light and dark…. 
   What is of great interest to me is the balance and imbalance of these light patters and 
different energies which change throughout the seasons, and how this affects colour – from 
the winter months when the light is at its lowest to mid-summer when intensity reaches its 
peak.’ 
 
1958-61 studied Fine Art & Design at Kingston College of Art & Design 
1961-64 studied Painting & Printmaking at the Royal College of Art, London 
1964-75 worked for Chicago University on simulating Archaeological Drawings of 
              Ramases III Temple in Luxor 
1966-71 taught at Kingston College of Art & Design 
1972-74 taught at Hornsey College of Art & Design 
1972-93 taught at Epsom School of Art & Design 
 
1998 gave a lecture at Leeds College of Art 
1992 gave a lecture on the Book of Changes at Ruskin School of Drawing 
         & Fine Art, Oxford University 
1993 worked in Sardinia and at home in his East Sussex studio 

 



 

 

 



David Cooke’s poems and reviews have appeared in Agenda, Ambit, Cyphers, The 
Interpreter’s House, The Irish Times, The London Magazine, Magma, The Manhattan 
Review, Poetry Ireland Review, Poetry Salzburg Review, Southword and Stand. He has 
published five collections of his poetry, the latest of which is After Hours published by 
Cultured Llama Publishing in 2017. He co-edits The High Window. 
 
 
FROM MIDDLESBROUGH TO MOSUL 
 
i.m. Gertrude Bell (1868 – 1926) 
 
THE BELL MAPS HAVE SHOWN THE WAY 
 
An accurate map denotes a journey 
by a man or the woman who traced it. 
Its panoramas circumscribed, its grid 
locating features, it guides the steps of those  
whose role it is to follow.   
 
Her path at first was vague  
from where she stood, and who  
she was, towards whatever she might be,  
the myth she represents. 
 
Breaking bread with tribes, 
she crossed conflicted sands. 
She spoke their tongue  
and understood what lay behind  
their words. Surveying skies,  
she measured miles.  
She haggled for supplies.  
 
And when their land became  
their country, she was lionized. 
 
 
FATHER AND DAUGHTER 
 
 Thomas Hugh Bell, (1844 – 1931) 
 
In an emerald green velvet dress 
and neat white pinafore against which  
her red hair flames, she was a gift  
to the artist hired to paint them both. 
Hugh’s eyes are focused on her, 
while she, unconstrained 
in his embrace, lets hers wander, 
aware that elsewhere 
there are parks, ponds, trees. 
 



And who can blame the waywardness  
of an eight-year-old tomboy,  
cooped up for her sitting  
in that airless Victorian room – 
respectable, drab and over-furnished? 
 
From each obscure staging post 
in far-flung Arabia, she will send  
her soothing letters. Newsy, wicked, 
full of fun, they’ll speak of all the things 
he can bear to know. 
 
 
 
FLORENCE 
Florence Bell née Olliffe (1851 - 1930) 
 
Quietly manoeuvred into a love match,  
Florence was earnest and fitted the bill 
for an easy-going widower’s wife – 
but glamorous, too, and raised in Paris. 
Like one who had learned it abroad, 
she spoke her native tongue impeccably,  
betraying merely a hint of the French  
she spoke with ease in salons. 
 
Trying her best to school his children 
in the wisdom she adhered to, 
she couldn’t curb his talented girl, 
who read much more than a daughter needs to 
and piped up insufferably, goading her 
and poor Miss Klug to tears.  
 
 
 
A BLUESTOCKING 
 
Returning home with a first, cock-a-hoop  
and cocky, her Oxford ways perturbed  
her family: how would they ever  
find her a spouse? At Lady Margaret Hall  
Miss Wordsworth had urged 
to no avail the role of Adam’s helpmate. 
Obsessed with ‘minor graces’, 
she had laid claim to reading time 
for penmanship and needlework,  
or how to open doors discreetly – 
lest her charges ruffle clubbable gents 
who gawped, any time her cohort sidled  
into lecture halls.  One at least,  



unconcerned, rose above their scorn  
and that of the don who’d wondered:  
What did the ladies make of that?  
when his gist added nothing  
to what she’d garnered from his book; 
or of one whose facts were wrong: 
I’m sorry, she’d said, I disagree. 
 
 
 
THE LANGUAGES SHE SPOKE 
 
Her first tongue was English, handed 
down on a silver plate, its vowels 
refined through generations 
of iron and steel,  its range increased 
by schooling success had paid for. 
 
Next her governess taught her French 
that stepmama had learned in Paris.  
She had to speak and write it well: 
a lingua franca opening doors 
to diplomatic tête-a-têtes. 
 
With German she scaled 
the highest peaks, its convolutions 
treacherous, its grammar thorny. 
Along the way she learned the names 
for a swathe of alpine flowers. 
 
In Persian the word for ‘paradise’ 
is intertwined with ‘garden’, just as soul  
and body are in the poetry of Hafiz. 
But when she fell in love herself 
‘adultery’ locked the gate. 
 
Gutteral, glottal, and almost 
impossible, her Arabic  nearly killed her, 
yet still she persevered, until her grasp 
was perfect, chatting like an equal 
in the sumptuous tents of sheiks. 
 
 
 
THE DESERT QUEEN AND LAWRENCE 
 
She addressed him as ‘dear boy’. He called her 
‘Gerty’. Edwardian scholars abroad, 
they had both discovered the Arab cause. 
Careless of safety, they flouted the rules. 



 
In self-imposed exile they had cut loose 
the baggage of gender and class. Branded  
a bastard, he was unlikely to rise. 
She was a woman who knew her own mind. 
 
Each had taken a first in history. 
She had managed hers with a year to spare, 
her papers ‘delightful’. He was inspired  
by desert castles. She had helped on digs. 
 
Until, by chance, nomadic lives began. 
Her hat draped in a keffiyah, her skirt  
divided, Gertude galloped like a man 
in freedom and comfort across the dunes. 
 
A smouldering figure in Bedouin 
robes, the prototype for Valentino, 
Lawrence appeared to the friends who knew him 
undistracted by sexual urges. 
 
He was flamboyant in skirmish and raid. 
She homed in on detail. And when she planned 
to meet a sheik, her camels were laden 
with gifts, pearls and dresses, her canvas bath. 
 
 
 

 



 
James Roberts lives in the Black Mountains of Wales. Recent poetry has been published by 
Agenda, Cinnamon Press, Little Toller and Corbel Stone Press. He edits Zoomorphic 
magazine.  
 
 
Holdfast 
 
A storm has burned through,  
the mountain is a peridot. 
You sit on the ledge of this instant 
while the anchor drags inside 
trying to halt its passing. 
Skylarks float in the glass  
casks of their calls.  
Hold out your fingers 
they are each their own creature, 
yet you want the wild ponies 
to be cast in silver. 
The light and colours 
are already gone, they  
have passed into a crow’s eye. 
Still, you can repeat your name  
as you climb and by the time  
you reach the summit 
it will be birdsong.  
 
 
 
Voyage 
 
Somewhere nearby there is a cliff  
where you watch gannets 
pin the ocean to its bed.  
You see, between the glints,  
a trail leading far out to an islet  
rimmed with indigo and beyond  
to a stack like a compass needle 
pointing further and further out.  
Always dusk when you return 
your silhouette in the doorway, 
its shape struggling with your shape 
as if it was refracted through seawater. 
You reach out to touch home 
and know you haven’t reached 
far enough, its sunk fathoms down, 
and if you go that deep you’ll never 
get back for air.  
 
 



 
Jane Lovell has had work published in a variety of anthologies and journals including 
Earthlines, Poetry Wales, Mslexia, the North, Dark Mountain and Zoomorphic. She won the 
Flambard Prize in 2015 and was recently shortlisted for the Basil Bunting Prize.  
 
 
The Pequegnat Clock 
 
Within three weeks, his life was dismantled, 
driven north in lofty green vans to be auctioned: 
carpets, photographs and clocks, 
clocks on every wall and surface, 
the whole proceedings measured in clicks 
and tocks. 
 
We take him home, smiling in a cutting 
of his Compton on the Queen Elizabeth, 
his fingers still wavering across the quilt. 
 
With the ticking of the Pequegnat, he drifts in, 
takes his place at the keys, 
hair swept sideways and eyes on the bottle, 
eyes the hue of the sea if it held its colour in your palm. 
 
Others are here: the donkey man 
and Ivy from the Golden Hind, Miss Lovely 1957, 
Mr B. the Bikeman, hands coked up from fixing chains 
and spokes. 
 
We settle on the sofa, on the edge of the bed. 
Mr. John Russell, Esq., pulls out the stops, 
and we’re away on the rollercoaster 
of the tutti frutti Melotone: 
 
ice-cream swirls of polka-skirted girls 
tripping on their red heels from Rossi’s to the pier 
and their teasing, and the sweetness of vanilla 
studded with bright fruits, stumps of angelica, 
glacé cherries you could shine a light through. 
 
voices undulating on the air from the beach 
and boating lake, 
love drawn in the damp sand with a stick 
punctuated by tiny, crushed crabs. 
 
And while the clock keeps ticking 
he plays on: “Waltzing in the clouds”, “Serenata”, 
a smile on his lips, the tang of vinegar cockles on his breath 
and those long hot days spread out before him 
in a shimmer of lipstick and sugar. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
On wood 
 
 
 
 



Marie Papier(-Knight)   (who is living the golden autumn of her age) 
She was born and educated in the French language. Has lived in England  since the seventies. 
She has attended 4 years of London Poetry School, many poetry worshops. Published 3 
novels, poetry and short stories in French. Some of her poems are published in The North and 
in Arvon/Daily Telegraph in English. She attends regular Stanza workshops in Bristol and 
has read her poems in public. 
 
 
Before the Wig     
 
I had no form then, 
no sense of self.  
Oblivion was my blissful state. 
 
Now that I feel the ground 
under my feet  
which, I am told, is sound, 
one of my breasts 
has gone missing.  
 
The shock of hair  
turned grey 
and fell. I was left 
bald to love myself. 
 
Night and day framed 
my pain. A vice, fastened 
at my throat, barely let 
my creed come through. 
 
After a while I know  
vicissitude is a school.  
I rein my moods 
with reason and nous 
and smile at myself 
in the glass. 
 
            *** 
 
then laugh when the hair 
shows on your skull 
white as age, as angel 
or unashamedly green 
 
as spring. Nature in whose laps 
you fell played a trick  
on you. Instead of hair 
she gave you a bunch of leaves. 
 



Dedicated to his grandson, Michael Curtis ’s pamphlet, Lullaby Days, was published by 
Indigo Dreams in 2015 and he is currently writing its successor, Lines in the Air, from which 
these poems are taken. An English/Latvian anthology, Two Horizons, appeared in 2016 and 
an English/Romanian sequence, True Compass?, in 2017. Cultured Llama will publish his 
next full collection, Family Likeness, in 2018. 
 
A Gallery 
 
is what you are, as much 
as the art we saunter round,  
a permanent show that 
always changes, always grows, 
 
lamp to the mirror, mirror 
to the lamp, you shine  
both moon and sun, give 
and receive in one. 
 
Even the café offers 
you open space to hang 
a beauty that knows both  
figurative and abstract - 
 
an example? Take this spoon 
and turn it into silver, sound 
the depths of the sugar,  
let it delight white froth. 
 
Nothing escapes your brush 
with the obvious, remains 
untouched, stays as it was 
before your presiding genius 
 
taught it to demand 
anything of itself, observing 
and observed, to never 
settle for the retrospective. 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Notation 
 
Together we tap along the bars 
improvising all the way,  
 
        you open  
and ever poised to learn, me again 
pretending more than I’d defend 
if they called my bluff.  
 
     But with you 
I can explain anything, be master 
of notation, of cartographies, galaxies. 
 
Belief in each other makes it true 
and that still carries all before us. 
 
Later, across the table, you fix me 
with a long ten-second stare, figure  
me, update your assessment,  
 
         close 
on the day when, short of omniscience, 
I’ll have to find a new impromptu. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
Roland John has had a long association with Agenda as a contributor and reviewer.  Agenda 
Editions published his first full collection Believing Words Are Real in 1985. His prose books 
include A Beginner’s Guide to The Cantos of Ezra Pound, his latest poetry collection is A 
Lament for England.  He is currently working on a new collection. 
 
 
 
 
Remembering the Sun 
 
Sitting out late in the unmetered light, 
the heavy air, the heat almost palpable 
like waking in Palestine all those years ago 
recalling the assurance of the sun all day 
as I laboured in long fields of grapefruit. 
 
How often have I dreamed of this, 
the calm contentment of the old 
to sit unconcerned listening to subtle 
changes, bird song, distant sounds; but 
desiring the reckless cicadas’ beat? 
 
Days as still and warm as these recall 
the smell of Provence’s burnt earth, 
where once I walked the old roads 
of history and song.  Its food and wine, 
the hidden language that contains. 
 
I recall sitting quietly, idling on some bridge 
or wall, doing nothing, just watching, 
dreaming of castles, warlords, songs 
as the river slid past, wondering how 
this troubled land could be so welcoming. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Sally Long has an MA in Creative Writing from the University of East London and is 
studying for a PhD at Exeter. She has had poems published in print and online magazines in 
the UK and US including Agenda, Haiku Journal, Ink, Sweat and Tears, London Grip, Poetry 
Salzburg Review, Prole and Snakeskin. Sally edits Allegro Poetry Magazine. 
 
 
in my father’s house 
 
the hallway 
cupboard door 
hangs on one hinge 
 
in the kitchen 
the doormat hides 
an absent tile 
 
the lounge picture rail 
fails to circle the walls 
by half an inch 
 
in the bathroom 
a corner of windowsill 
waits for paint 
 
the wall behind 
the bedroom radiator 
is missing its paper 
 
but it’s not these small acts 
of incompleteness  
that I grieve for 
 
 
 
Rachel’s Children 
 
My son was playing football in the park 
as he had done dozens of times. 
 
My daughter was eating sweets with her friends 
as she had done dozens of times. 
 
My son had just gone out for pizza 
as he had done dozens of times. 
 
My daughter was looking out for her father  
as she had done dozens of times. 



 
My children were going to school 
as they did every day. 
 
My children were at the table eating 
as they did every day. 
 
My children were at the Madrassa  
where they went every week. 
 
My children were at Cheder 
where they went every week. 
 
When the sniper’s bullet struck 
when the enemy’s bomb dropped. 
 
Rachel weeps for her children 
refusing to be comforted. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Stuart Pickford  is the recipient of an Eric Gregory Award. His first collection, The Basics, 
was published by Redbeck Press (2002) and shortlisted for the Forward Best First Collection 
Prize. His second collection is Swimming with Jellyfish just out from smith/doorstop. Stuart 
lives in Harrogate and teaches in a local comprehensive school.   
 
 
     Moth 
 
 
Years ago she’d buried  
the fist of keys 
under the hydrangea, 
hoping it’d flower blue. 
 
She leaves the swing chair, 
stops at the ash, 
its lichen white and ragged 
like a death’s-head moth. 
 
She crosses to the gate. 
The path over the railway 
meets the sea and horizon’s 
long, sharp edge. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
W S Milne is a regular contributor to Agenda.  He has just completed a play on the Scottish 
communist, John Maclean.  His play about a fishing tragedy, Sheddaes ower the Sea, is to be 
published in the next issue of Lallans magazine. 
 
 
 
Brittany 
 
In the stupor of the morning, 
at first light 
the wind rushes through the wheat 
like water 
 
memories that found these words 
memories gathered in the first light 
 
of you, the absent one, 
the unknowable, 
who long ago 
stepped into the dark 
 
accept these useless words 
 
the taste of the earth, 
the taste of the sea! 
 
 
 
 

 
 



Sue Mackrell ’s poetry  and short stories have appeared in many publications including  
Agenda, The Coffee House, Roundyhouse, Poems in the Waiting Room and Riptide as well as 
online. She has an MA in Creative Writing from Loughborough University, where she went 
on to teach creative writing. She now facilitates workshops in educational settings as well as 
museums, art galleries and community venues.  
 
 
Dancing Between the Machines 
 
(Atkins Hosiery Factory, Hinckley, Leicestershire)   
 
Friday afternoon, listen to the echoes  
of long forgotten laughter, 
dance steps perfected between the machines, 
 the jitterbug,  the jive, the twist,  
Sashaying to Pennsylvania 650, 
Rock around the Clock, and Twist and Shout.  
 
Girls clattering down stone steps,  
arms linked,  singing, at the tops of their voices,  
 I Want to Hold Your Hand and 
Let’s Go to San Francisco, 
the descant still hanging in the air.       
 
In the Ladies’ toilets compacts are flipped open,  
sponges dabbed into worn circles of powder,  
lips stretched for a thick coat of  
 Glamour Red, Shocking Pink, 
 Or Biba Nearly White. 
 
A dab of Soir de Paris, Chanel (he’s special)    
Rive Gauche, Patchouli, Charlie. 
 
Turbans are loosened, head scarves untied,  
combs slick the marcel wave, 
backcomb the beehive,  
straighten waist length blonde hair 
ironed that morning under 
steaming brown paper. 
 
Stockings are snapped on to suspenders,  
a run stopped with nail varnish, 
daisies adjusted on Mary Quant tights, 
and the chatter  reaches a  crescendo 
In a fug of cigarette smoke and hairspray.   
 
                                                      
Note: 
In a creative writing workshop held at a former hosiery factory in Hinckley, Leicestershire, 
many women in the group recalled their experiences of working there.  



Terence Dooley’s pamphlet The Why of it was recently published by The Argent Press, and 
will appear later this year in a bilingual Spanish edition. His translation of Eduardo Moga’s 
Selected Poems is published by Shearsman this spring. 
 
             The Rapture 
 
In the blue dark a vanishing line, 
like white posts marching down a hill, 
watches one of two horizons 
 
for if the ship should steal or come in light, 
so half have eyes like saucers, 
fluorescent with shimmer, the others will 
 
be bulky, but invisible. 
If they will come who have stolen our souls, 
the beings we wait for every night 
 
against the glimmer, under the dark stars, 
the ones of whom we have intelligence 
in the green streaks that pass between our brains, 
 
the lucky ones who have never felt scorn 
nor sicken, who do not know death 
who live on air. In the air 
 
the slightest atmospheric yielding 
seems to us the beat of wings, 
our marrow melts and we surrender. 
 
 
     Turn It Down 
 
On every hour a litany of death 
rattles in my ear-piece, resounds there 
like an aftermath, my withers wrung 
as if a bell tolled buried undersea. 
 
We harden our hearts; or wouldn’t we be found 
crouched behind the sofa, twitching the curtain, 
watching the sun glance off the marksman’s sights: 
Here come the high-viz coats, the ambulance. 
 
There should be a device to cancel out 
the bad news boys, or a bran-tub of sand, 
next to the wireless, to burrow in headfirst.  
 
Even the blandest free-form music-box 
has weaponry to scare us half to death: 
an old song like an arrow through the heart. 



Myra Schneider’s recent collections are The Door to Colour (Enitharmon 2014) and 
Persephone in Finsbury Park, (Second Light Publications 2016). Other publications include 
books about personal writing and fiction for young people. She has co-edited poetry 
anthologies of poetry by contemporary women poets, is consultant to the Second Light 
Network and a Poetry School tutor. 
 
WORDS  
 
It’s stayed, that moment – I was five, sprawled 
on carpet soft as our black cat’s back 
and the grate was alive with luminous orange rocks 
 
which filled the room with a gritty smell of heat. 
It was the moment I conquered every word in the book  
about the house with a red roof and green door. 
 
Later, the moment on the school bus   
when the jumble of letters across a building      
by Cardwell Bay suddenly turned into 
 
Mariners Rest and I saw reading unlocked 
the world, then the afternoon, when bored 
by a boy stumbling over our class book,  
 
I turned on to Maggie Tulliver seizing the scissors. 
Her hair falling, her brother’s: ‘Oh my buttons,’  
gripped me till Miss Gaul, bitter as her name,  
 
hauled me back to the room and took out the strap, 
a snake she kept in her desk. It bit hard into my hand.  
I didn’t cry – the story was stamped in my mind. 
 
        
                                 * 
 
For twenty-eight years Muris lived  
in a silent languageless world, clapped his hands 
to his ears if it was invaded by an unnerving bang. 
 
The gestures he and his family exchanged only 
they understood but I knew he’d decoded  
the five sets of shapes on the slips of paper 
 
I’d showed him at sessions when, intent as a cat  
on a mouse, he matched each correctly 
with its image. I wanted to fill the sky with fireworks 
 
to mark his achievement. Before long he saw  
words said more if he joined them together  
and I fell in love with signs for deepening meaning: 



 
 
Grow: the hand facing skywards and rising 
a little with the upward fingers bunched; tree: 
see wrist to elbow as a trunk rising from the waist 
 
and fingers spreading the branches; giraffe: fingers 
topping the trunk with animal. Signs surfaced  
in my dreams, words took on another dimension. 
 
   * 
 
It upsets me to see words misused, their mouths 
so pulled out of shape by smart politicians  
and other tricksters they betray their meanings. 
 
I want words which are unencumbered, free  
as the sheep which wander for miles on fell sides,   
not fabrications easy as eiderdowns 
 
that prettify lies. I want tough words:  
scrub, bristle, chisel, ferret; words  
passionate as those Keats wrote after hearing 
                
the nightingale; thoughtful words, the fruit 
of solitary meditation in the quiet of a room  
at night or observation from a train window; 
 
words ghostly as the moon swaddled in mist,  
delicate as the pink petals of herb robert, 
the stalwart words the Anglo-Saxons used. 
 
I want words that plunge me into elsewheres: 
Hopkins’ gash gold vermillion, words  
which hint at meanings that lie beyond their reach.        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Michael Spinks is a Londoner with extensive careers in the petro-chemical industry and in 
fostering sustainable community initiatives.  Poems have appeared in a number of 
periodicals., including The Observer, Acumen, Critical Survey, Poetry Salzburg Review and 
PEN year-book.  He has also written widely on his friend, the poet Jack Clemo, whose entry 
he provided for the Dictionary of National Biography.  
 
Nocturne 
 
Taliessin sang of the sea-rooted western wood 
 
   This is how it looks 
   Stretching out 
   The land that lies across the night’s horizon 
   Yet I could not expect 
 
   Tum demum ingemuit… 
      exhibita esque Thetis 
 
   Nor enter Norway as I enter you. 
 

 
 



Matt Howard  is lives in Norwich, where he works for the RSPB. Matt is also a steering 
group member of New Networks for Nature, an eco-organisation that asserts the central 
importance of landscape and nature in our cultural life. His debut pamphlet, The Organ Box, 
was published by Eyewear. 
 
Stomata 
 
Thinking about oak again 
and I confess I’m taken in 
by the near-rhyme – 
 
no fuss, pain,  
sorrow or running sores 
just, why not say it, grace and wonder. 
 
Each one breathing: the underside 
of however many thousand-odd  
pinnate leaves on an oak tree; 
 
miniscule but perceptible. 
May we all live 
and get away as easy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



M H Miles  lives and works in E Sussex. 
 
George Ralph Miles, MC 
 
My uncle, whom I never knew, 
Sits on the mantelpiece, aged nine; 
Astride his stock-still, silken horse,  
Young hand relaxed upon his knee. 
 
The rage of war was yet to come, 
His gentle eye, so much would see. 
Ideals made void by senseless death, 
Mass warfare, which should never be. 
 
What were his hopes at this young age? 
What was it that he wished to be? 
Not slurried in the limbs of death 
To win a medal for the free.   
 

  
 
 
 
 



 
 
Fiona Pitt-Kethley is a poet, novelist, travel writer and journalist. 
She lived for many years in Hastings, East Sussex, then moved with her husband 
and son to Spain in 2002. 
 
 
 
Tattooed Foetus in Hanky Panky´s Tattoo Parlour 
 
 
A small museum in Amsterdam contains 
one of the strangest things that I have ever seen,  
a tiny foetus with a heart tattoo. 
 
Perhaps there is a trade in foetuses 
with grisly furnace-tenders selling them 
to artists to try out their doodles on. 
A foetus can´t complain about bad art. 
 
I try to visualise the tale behind 
and feel a man tattooed his own lost child, 
part of the family kept on a shelf, 
the unborn next to urns of older ash. 
 
No Christian burial for this human thing, 
lost or aborted far too young for that. 
Homunculus achieves posterity, 
exhibited for all the world to see, 
living beyond the family he left. 
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