A Sonnet for my Grandmother

It is the morning that you choose to die
the telephone awakes me from a dream
a voice advises to your bedside fly
as matters have declined since last I've seen
the night before when I was told to leave
for capable were hands that to you tend
and I without the energy to plead
away from you such good intentions send
me home to rest, your final night on earth
for you in love had brokered out a deal
Grandmother to the end—so filled with mirth
that one good night of rest my mind might steal
and in these waning moments that you live
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