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Objects: 

· A clock
· A chair
· A light

His Task

The clock was still ticking. 

Not that he noticed. What was time to him? Whether he kept his schedule at 10:43 or 10:44, it really made no difference. His only requirement was to do it. The ticking was just noise, synchronizing to his dull, lifeless heartbeat.

His head facing downwards, too tired to look up. His head and body still aching after all those years. Not that it mattered. He had gone beyond the migraines, the insomnia, the fatigue, the chest pains, the exhaustion, the passing out. Whatever the world could do physically bore nothing on what had already happened and more importantly, how he felt in that moment. 

The clock continued ticking. 

Refusing to move his head up, he stood thinking of her. All the would-be memories they could have made. Every film they would miss, every joke they would not hear, every food still untried, every birthday or Christmas erased, every holiday erased, every bowling tournament erased. He knew how much she loved bowling. She was always so competitive and any problem she had, she could work her way around. Anything. She was his rock. He needed her in that moment.

The clock carried on ticking and he tightened his nooce. 

It seemed somewhat silly, even comical, that the chair he stood on was the difference between life and death. The gatekeeper between this world and the next. A final destination predicated upon mere flimsy wood. The chair had travelled all the way from Ikea to aid him in his last minutes on earth and was willing to sacrifice the rank of tree in order to do so. His last minutes were fated within its very oak. 

He adjusted his right foot, eager to kick back the chair he stood on. He clenched his fists, closed his eyes and breathed deeply. All thoughts of her were gone and all that remained was the determination to alleviate his pain. He was not afraid. Nor was he angry. His pulse and the ticking of the clock were one and the same, never out of sync. He would leave the world calm and on his own terms. 

Yet before he could continue with his task, he heard the sound of a key in his front door. He knew full well only two people owned a key to his house. It was her. Rising his head up towards his ceiling light he felt as though he were a new man. A man, void of physical ailments and a man glowing with potential. Transfixed with his ceiling light, he could see all the possibilities of what they could both become; each possibility radiant throughout time. He smiled for the first time in years and the light reflected reverently off his face reawakening him. 

As she opened the door he stood still and waited for her to speak. 

“Dad? I’m home”. 








