
W H E N  I  D I E

The Hastings Book of the Earth





As an advocate for reusing everything, in recent years 
I have been experimenting with ceramic workshop 
waste materials to make into new work which is 100% 
recycled.

At the height of the Covid-19 pandemic my mind shifted 
to the subject of death, partly due to a neighbour of my 
parents dying from the virus. In conversation with my 
father about our family history, he revealed that we had 
many family members living in Hastings in the early 
20th century. His great-grandfather was a local rag and 
bone man and is buried in Hastings Cemetery.
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This new knowledge provided an inspiration to create 
my own memorial vessel, imagining that I had died from 
the virus and to place it with my ancestors with whom 
I obviously inherited the desire to create value from 
rubbish.

It is unfired and filled with compost, annual flower seeds 
and wood ash. It will biodegrade quickly with help from 
the seasonal elements, feeding the soil and bringing 
flowers to the grave. 













When I die 
And when I die, 
Just tell it like it is. 
Don’t say I ‘passed away’, 
Or ‘fell asleep’ and all that stuff. 
And don’t imply I’d had enough. 
I haven’t, and I won’t have had. I know (and that’s quite tough).
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When I die, 
Just tell it like it is. He was a bloke 
Who struggled to be serious, 
But not a total joke.His life might have been less precarious 
Perhaps less worse 
If not denied the chance 
Like so, so many others,  
to rehearse. 
And when I die, don’t feel you have to cease to slag me off. 
When they offer up false eulogy don’t drown it with a cough, 
But enjoy my funeral, be grateful it’s not you 
All stiff and lonely in that effing box, the ceiling as a view ...

     continues 





For everybody wants to carve their name upon the tree, 
And in a way I did, though it’s perhaps 
Quite hard to see. I was at times perceptive, 
Other times naive as hell 
But, perhaps, you’d be kind enough to observe 
For all the crap, the waywardness, the indecision 
I never meant anything but well. 
For I was never more than I was ever meant to be, 
This collection of stray molecules, the oddity that is me. 
Say what you feel, be cruel or kind, just let your honest  
    thoughts be said; 
It really will not matter much to me. Cos I’ll be dead. 
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