…….short piece
A response to John Keats work

[bookmark: _GoBack]“Seven Questions for John Keats" 
Fourteen tender summers old and scarred by loss
But a child must pay his way
To the apothecaries you can go said the family
An apprentice you can be who knows where it may lead
Sweeping washing then prepping the leeches
Watching as they grew swollen with the blood of the sick
Writing in ledgers numbers too few words
Crush pound mix
Potions no longer concocted with a whisper and prayer
Science and education now look what we can do
Purify quinine digitalis cocaine and opium of course
Did you ever think of a future with fantastical friends smoking and sniffing it all
You’ve done well boy a piece of paper to prove it 
Look your name in a List of Certified Apothecaries
A poet I don’t think so 
Get out of here
	
	


Now sitting in the dissecting room at Guys
The stench of rotting flesh 
Permeate every fibre of your frock coat
Dr Cooper performing for his audience
A child’s brain
 Macerating in alcohol
Sitting on the specimen shelf
Did you dig deep to prevent the thought
That your long dead father was not
One of the resurrected cadavers
Sliced examined and discarded 
Paid for by the earlier generation of your sort
Hoof marks from the horse etched on his skin
Sketched discussed and filed under M for miscellaneous

Did you imagine the price
Four guineas or thirty pieces of silver
Mr Green glorifies with his ‘Outlines to a Course of Anatomy’
Poetry perhaps in its eloquent descriptions
Of vessels systems and mistaken conclusions
I’ve read that in the miasma of stink 
Common room behaviour prevailed
Meat wine port fights and bravado 
To mask the fear or diminish the power of the dead 
Did you band with your brothers or refrain from their touch
Carving the deceased with their myriad hues of putrefaction 
Violet blue yellow orange gold and the deepest green
An awful rainbow seen once in heaven now painted on flesh
It’s texture with the feel of a clipped angel’s wing
When you closed your eyes to take the breath before the first cut
Into the carcass that was once a keeper of secrets with dreams and memories
Did you see Lamia there or was it the image of Hermes burnt onto the retina
Dead meat yields easily to the blade
Skin peeled back hooked with fingers
Fat yellow and lustrous
Subcutaneous tissue
Fascia strong 
External and internal oblique muscle
Transversus abdominus muscle
The words are round fat and red like the biology exhibited to all
Get through the next three layers John
To the white wrapped serpents
The core of us all
Fetid foul fabulous the engine room at the centre of a life lived  
Did you imagine that one day they would be vermillion-spotted
 and all crimson barred 
On the shelves in your room
Books with engravings of parts but never the whole
Lists of the elements and chemicals a recipe for life
But the soul never the soul only the maladies of the insane brain
Corruptions and distortions of the mind
Tell me were there words that you wrote in margins
Humanizing restoring the voices now silent 
When was the moment when the pen took precedence over the blade
Because you made it gentle boy
You got to the end
Was it when finding your words with blank pages to fill and ink to use
Or was it when you heard the Nightingale sing 
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