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The Mortician’s Kiss 





  

    this love is thermal


  




  

    waves of sensation under constellation covers


  




  

    saturates and penetrates,


  




  

    the wolf’s pelt shelters stolen lovers


  




  

    from separation


  




  

    out on the desolate plantation


  




  

    where everything fell; husks of past encounters wither


  




  

    the dead hang in trees


  




  

    lanterns shedding light into the corners of possibility


  




  

    the journey never ends, nor begins


  




  

    in another time, another place


  




  

    remember this bite, this touch, these words,


  




  

    the stigmata of union overrides


  




  

    incarnations


  




  

    there is no perfect square, no complete circle


  




  

    the universe inside your mind is infinite


  




  

    the soul of your essence distilled


  




  

    can never be taken;


  




  

    burn down your reputation and expectations


  




  

    you are immortal, you transcend time


  




  

    this love is a torch


  




  

    find it


  




  

    leave your book open, your bed cold


  




  

    the way ahead is through the known, beyond the unknown


  




  

    to the blue light of magnetism and attraction


  




  

    push the door – begin


  




  

    the first step is not the hardest


  




  

    the last is


  




  

    start


  




  

    by accepting


  




  

    the mortician’s kiss.


  




  

    
THE MORTICIAN’S KISS




    Somewhere in England 1810 


  




  

    When Great Uncle Lucian returned from the “East”, he wasn’t the same as before. No one talked about it. Certainly not the Great Man himself. He was a respected surgeon on Harley Street and it was claimed he was older than both the Pullman Palace Car Company and Dunhill cigarettes. When he was in residence at our humble lodgings attending my mother’s innumerable illnesses, everyone gave him an exceedingly wide berth. When Father Mahoney the parish priest called around, he went excruciatingly pale and then vomited into the ornamental fountain after having encountered Lucian the Great on the Grand Stairway.


  




  

    I lay in bed, confined in fever and white silk, a pallid imitation of the robust young girl I had been just prior to Uncle Lucian’s spell as physician in residence. Death stalked us, sickness haunted us, animals fled and the staff took to fright and vanished into the fog. The house became cold and disarming, no longer the happy haunt of my childhood sojourns.


  




  

    The autumn, once a season of colour and thankfulness, turned dank and hypnotic - a palsy interlude in the lead up to what would become one of the bitterest winters in history. By early November we were house bound – the snow sat chest deep on even the strongest of thoroughbreds and the carriages travelled no further than Barstow, a town some thirteen miles to the east. Supplies dwindled, the air took on the odour of disease, the snow continued to fall as even the hardiest of rooks flew from their prestigious rookery for safer havens. There were no longer any footprints in the fresh morning falls, not man nor beast, traversed our buried pathways.


  




  

    Lucian’s health never faltered, his complexion never waned and he remained steadfastly a chalky caricature of humanity throughout. As my temperature climbed to perilous levels, Lucian threw open my windows to the winter chill, proclaiming grandly that nothing could serve me better now than the great wind of life. Ice began to flourish on my wash bowl and dressing table and snow drifted in and piled itself comfortably at the foot of my bed. Still I felt the ravages of fever and delirium, until one morning after a fitful and sweat bound night I awoke to weak sunshine and the acrid fumes of a pyre. I climbed wearily from my bed and crossed to the open window; down below on the white shroud I saw a trail of pink, my eyes followed it to the huge fire which bellowed and spat, thereby I saw Lucian busying him-self feverishly with something, his shirt sleeves rolled up, his jacket discarded nearby.


  




  

    What he was burning I dreaded to think – but then he must have sensed my watching him and whirled around with surprising agility; I drew back instantly in horror clamping one fair hand to watery lips; his face was covered in crimson. He smiled giddily as if inebriated then held up the still steaming carcass of a fox with obvious glee. To my astonishment and dread he proceeded to bury his face in the animal’s split belly and gorge on its entrails, ripping something from the cavity with his mouth and then allowing whatever intestinal matter it was, to dangle between his lips until he began to chew on it ravenously like a savage beast. I saw him move toward the wall below me and instantly recoiled in dread. But he never entered my room, not by day or by the moonlit night. At times I could hear him close by, but never once did the door handle stir. I fell into exhausted slumber until again I was awoken by daylight and this time I heard a gentle rap at my door.


  




  

    I paused, fear welling in me - was the door locked? I had been in the grip of fever for what seemed an eternity and could not recall if the door was locked or unlocked, there was no key on my side of the door . . . I heard the rap again, and this time accompanied by a voice, that of Uncle Lucian, the old Lucian, gentle and caring, exuding a calming authority. I bade him enter, pulling up the sheets as a shroud while doing so.


  




  

    ‘The thaw has arrived,’ he said, as he sat on my bed. He was dressed for travel, his medicine bag as always in his close proximity. I did not answer, for there was no answer, it was a statement more than a question. ‘And you my dear, how do you feel now?’


  




  

    ‘Weak.’ I answered.


  




  

    ‘That is to be expected after all you have endured the worst of fevers.’ He placed one large hand to my forehead, the vision of him gnawing insanely on that animal flashed across my mind. ‘Your temperature abates, as does the inclement weather, the roads are passable I’m informed and I have urgent business in town to attend.’


  




  

    ‘But . . .’ I began.


  




  

    He shushed me, ‘Your parents are done for, lost to the fever, despite my best efforts . . .’ he trailed off listlessly but I did not intervene, ‘without access to the medicines required . . . unfortunate.’


  




  

    ‘It was them you burned, yesterday?’


  




  

    ‘I have a duty to control the spread of the fever and the ground, so hard - I took what action I thought best in the conditions’.


  




  

    ‘I understand,” I offered, making no mention of the spectacle I had witnessed the day before, some other Lucian, demented, insane, bestial, a beast.


  




  

    ‘I leave soon, a carriage, and you . . .’ again his sentence evaporated.


  




  

    ‘How shall I . . .’ I had caught the disease of drifting sentences.


  




  

    ‘I have arranged help, a colleague, she will arrive by nightfall, attend to your recuperation until I can return.’
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