Thomas Fletcher

The Curate’s Visit

A gentle breeze shakes itself from the tips

Of trees as the plump collared curate is blowing

His way down our street. He is watched from windows, being
Reviled

By hard wintry faces who on seeing

This waddling anachronism, fantasise about showing

Him into their houses just to unveil the eclipse

Of his God, blotted out in the irises of their eyes
By the vaguely Derridean march of the modern.
The wind washes over his stringy pate
As he stops
At my door like a zombie smelling flesh. He’ll wait
I bet until the clouds melt into time to pluck up my sodden
Soul, wring it out like a tea-towel, mount it as a prize

To be picked at by the Angels and their beaks.
These starved Angels peek out of his collar, cursing the French
Philosophers, Sartre & Co, whose cigarettes burnt down
To their fingers
Like fuses, exploding this curate into a clown
Whose being is now a nothingness. I wrench
Open the door to this divine comedy and his cheeks



Say that he has come for the patient, to comfort
An old dying man is all in a God’s work.
The wrinkled madman occupying my father’s bed
Has forgotten
Everything but his Bible. He has shed
The scales of memory, though shadows of me still lurk
In his collapsing synapses where I am an un-thought

Remnant. But I see immediately in his sigh,
His curling lips, the embers in the white ashes
Of his eyes: He and the pudgy curate belong
To each other.
Their fingers intertwine. ‘Surely’, I say, ‘it is wrong
To promise in ignorance.” The curate strokes the rashes
On my father’s arms and whispers the goodbye

Gift of eternal peace to one who has known none.
My father’s forehead kisses the curate’s lips.
As the stained sheets rise and fall these two strangers

In this world
Have become as beautiful as the jagged mountain ranges
Reaching stubbornly towards the sky. My father grips
My arm, his fingernails pressing down at the bone.

As his eyes writhe from me to the curate
I see the flaky skin of my father’s hand
Fall like crumbling diamonds over the bed.

My father
Nods solemnly at what the curate has said.
And the empty oceans of his eyes don’t understand
Why I have come here to cloud his purest

death.



