2:24 a.m.

Clocks don't tick time anymore.
We are instead left with the mute wink
Of red numbers in the dark.
I noted this as my vigil ended that night.
The woman was gone, and so was the sound
She brought to the room, the rhythm of life
In her breathing and sighs.
I was her companion
On this, her first night.
My knitting needles had clicked in duet with her life noises,
And it seemed a charm had been cast.
She lay there now, my teacher of changes.
I watched the sunset of her lips—
pink, rose, lavender, plum, blue.
I watched her turn to wax.
I had the urge to go touch permanence,
Sift smooth stones from a stream bed
and press them to my cheeks.
Or carve letters deep into an oak
To last a thousand years.
Instead, I tucked her in
[bookmark: _GoBack]And walked down the hall to call her family
As the numbers flicked to 2:25.
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