
 
 
Thing 
The museum is dark now. 
I’m alone in my glass case, waiting. 
The blinds are drawn. 
People stare at me in fascinated horror; 
Take pictures as a souvenir of their holiday. 
I am withered: knuckles protruding, nerves fraying 
Paper thin skin, nails shrivelled and burned to the quick. 
They place their fat palms against mine, 
Imagining what death and time has done to me 
I don’t remember moving, bending, 
Bowing a fiddle, holding a pen. 
They show off, with their pointing, 
Waving, rude gestures and nose picking, 
Especially the young ones. 
Centuries passed, before I saw light of day again, 
Buried in a wall, to bring them good luck. 
Did I? Who knows? 
I’m only a hand. 
But I am a hand of glory. 
 
Anne Garage received via Facebook messenger 
  



Tell Me What You See: 
A Father Taking his Son to Whitby Museum for the First Time 
 
I spy with my little eye, tell me what you see. 
I see a swamp and a golden fireball 
I see monkey puzzles 80 feet tall 
Families of plesiosaur having a ball 
And a funny looking squid thing for tea. 
 
I spy with my little eye, tell me what you see. 
I see a ship, with a mighty big sail 
I see a crow’s nest in search of a whale 
A harpoon gun ready, all set to impale 
And the tusk of a narwhal for me. 
 
I spy with my little eye, tell me what you see. 
I see an abbey so grand and majestic 
I see doll’s houses with no sign of plastic 
With clothes on the dolls made of lace and elastic 
And some jet from Queen Vic’s jubilee. 
 
I spy with my little eye, tell me what you see. 
Victorian wonders, and fossilised trees 
Treasures from voyages across Seven Seas 
This has been great fun, can I come again please? 
Of course son, now let’s home for tea. 
 
Anon 
 
  



Whitby Museum 
 
Where white pillars stand tall. 
Inside an Ichthyosaurus covers the wall. 
Years of history and stories untold. 
Standing deep in the park at 89 years old. 
 
Walk inside and be transported out to sea. 
From captain James to William Scoresby. 
Thrashing waves and ships wrecked on the sand. 
Walk through the hall to see the glorious hand! 
 
Cabinets of Whitby jet, let’s play chess. 
On looks the lady in her Victorian dress. 
The beautiful globe is the star of the show. 
Thousands of places but nowhere to go. 
 
Fossil after fossil and animal filled glass. 
Thousands of visitors over the years will pass. 
If only the items inside could speak 
Watching the world go by week after week. 
 
Frank Meadows pictures captured the street. 
The herring girls working with baskets at their feet. 
The children’s laughter will never be gone. 
With Whitby museum, the history lives on. 
 
 
Rachel Hutchinson 


