The Dawn
I am awake.
It is 3.45am and the puppy is clawing at the door, a cute, Jurassic-kind of clawing. If I don’t move there will be no paint left in an hour, an hour and a half, possibly no door. So, I slide my body from the bed, sloth down the sock-strewn-stairs wearing a cookie monster jumper and my husband’s half eaten slippers. 
It is good to be awake.
Shadow hugs the corners of the patio. I stand a while in an unjudgmental silence. This darkness is all encompassing. But, here I am, alive inside it. Breathing despite the carbon crusted facts, heart beating despite a lack of site. Hearts have eyes of their own after all.  
I am awake.
The mountain hasn’t risen yet and only cats and mice creep round the fringes of stone walls, bear testimony to the woman and her energetic dog, both dressed in reaching porch light. She is wearing a jumper that overwhelms and a stillness that will not last.
In an hour or so the sun will begin its climb over a thick and sleeping hill. The mountain will start turning in an ever-lighter stage of sleep. Birdsong will break in, forcing trees from their beds and when the sun has flung off the mountains covers, it will make for windows. Ready itself to jump at them, tap, tap, taping across the bedclothes, announcing to their resident the kettle-bubble of a brand-new day.
But for now, it is all dark. And, it is all ok.
When the day does manage to force the latch and light streams in across the beds of those who, through no fault of their own, knew so little of this night. New only of their dreams, their sweet and subtle sleep. I will think of you.
How we stood and hung thoughts on the line at 3am. The cold air of your palm stroking tense muscles in my face. Keep breathing.
I will remember how good it is to be awake.
How it is because of you,
I am not sleeping.   


