Blessed be, 1, winter
by athens?
December 28th, 2011

Jack and Patrick in their old age, many years after the photograph taken in April, 1897.

As usual, Jack in Courier New and Patrick in Verdana.

The pasture is mazaher's.

Jack

Not e: lyrics from M Y BLOODYVALENTINE, To Here Knows Wen, in Lovel ess, 1989.
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Then it ended, and everything started to fall apart

He watches me, constantly, but he never touches me.
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At these words, he shivers; the tremor reverberates
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“It isn’t to me”, he snarls through gritted teeth.

“l am leaving, Patrick. | am staying in Cornwall fo

be upset. It is just a temporary solution”, | say,
otherwise I'd get stuck after the first sentence an

to sidestep him, leave the room, but he closes the
leaning against it with his arms crossed.

“You are doing nothing of the kind.”

It is then that something breaks within me, like a

for too long.

“I'm doing it for you, you git!” | shout, slamming

“How could that ever be?!” he replies, as much loud
“You even have the gall to ask me? Since my... my i
sight! So I'm doing you a favour, and sparing you t
“You got it completely wrong, as per your usual!”
“Patrick” | sigh, passing a hand over my face. “Con
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Patrick

turn

your head

come back again

to here knows when

I do not think I'm overstating when I say that, upon hearing those words, my heart stops.

And then the sheer entity of what I asked him and what he granted me in return strikes me
with the heartbreaking force of an unexpected tidal wave, and I fall in love with him all over
again.

“Yes” I promise, and it’s like a thread of lead has been extracted from my stomach through my
throat, and the sensation is dreadful and exhilarating all at the same time.

“Yes” he echoes, and I kiss him, push him backwards until he falls on the bed, and I climb over
him, ripping all those hideous layers of fabric away and covering every inch of newly-revelaed
skin with my lips and my hands, desperate to commit every detail to memory, again and again
and again.

He writhes under me, trying to gain leverage, but I can’t let him. I must earn his forgiveness.
I start from his beautiful, so-very-expressive face, skimming my lips along the bold line of his
jaw, over his marked chin, and then lower, following his long, pale neck to the hollow at the
centre of his collarbone, where the twin scars streak the skin like a holy seal.

I reach his chest, bury my nose in the black, sparse hair I find there, smelling home, and
sandalwood, and the cold echo of the steppe, and how could this ever be enough?

I'd choose an eternity of this, two fallen angels alone in the waste land where the fire always
blazes and every kiss is the first, and it would not. Be. Enough. It wouldnt come even close to
it.

So down I go, outlining a one-way path across the flat planes of his quivering stomach and
groin, take him in my mouth until his tip touches my palate.

I taste him for a long time, while his hands keep tracing invisible, everlasting trails on my
scalp.

Then I release him, the solid weight of him still vivid on my tongue, I reach for the vaseline in
the bedside cabinet, and come back to him, my slick fingers sliding leisurely, effortlessly inside
his tight passage, while my other hand resumes where my mouth had interrupted.

He manages to stay quiet for a few minutes, my dearest, impeccable Stoic, but when I decide
to apply that peculiar twist that has yielded so many fascinating results in all these years, he
can’t but surrender: he cries out, thrusting his hips upwards and grabbing fistfuls of light blue
sheet.

"“Oh, oh, God, I can’t, I'm almost ---" he stutters.

I release his swollen cock, take hold of his balls, not hard enough to hurt but clear enough to
warn.

Not yet.

He swallows, inhales deeply.

“Go on, then. Show me” he nods, closing his eyes and spreading his legs.

And already I am penetrating him, deep and slow, not stopping until I reach his core, touch his
most inner places; until his heat is all I can feel, and I am no longer able to tell where his skin
ends and my own begins.

I am the sword, and he is my sheath, we are lead and counter melody; without his lucidity, his
composure, I am just a mass of exposed flesh and unbalanced weaknesses, a creep who
wastes all his energy on pushing back the outside world, until he succumbs to his own
paranoia.

“Patrick, Patrick” he moans, bringing me back from my flight of poetry.

He does love to call my name.



Back in our old (young) days, he used it as a means to ground me, to keep me afloat; an
appeal, an entreaty, a protective spell he turned against the totemic shadows chasing after
me.

These days, it feels like absolution, acceptance, recognition. And I can’t but answer with all my
being.

“I'm so close, Patrick, I ---" he embraces me, hides his face against the point where my neck
becomes my shoulder, not because he feels shame, of course, but because he so rarely allows
his own needs to overcome his passionate rationality.

He is a man of science, down to the bone.

“Yes, Jack, Jack,” I respond, taking his face in my hands, turning his name in a ritualistic
chant. “Jack, Jack, let me see you”.

He obeys, as always, looking straight through my soul.

“You make me feel blessed”, he exhales, and comes.

And just for once, it is I who follow.

Our hearts are still beating.

It's dark, but in the shared eternity of our bed, we see everything we need to.

It's late, but neither of us really cares.

“Winter is here, my love. But not for us, not this time” he says, his murmured words a mercy
for both of us.

I nod silently against his cheek.

It's a lie, or a prevarication at the very least, but for this moment, for this evening, I let myself
be deceived.

“Happy Imbolc, by the way” I tell him the following morning, as soon as he opens his eyes.
He laughs, and I understand that, in absence of eternity, these moments are more than
worthy surrogates.




