Wake


Middle of the night, you gently shook me awake. I asked what was wrong and in half-conscious voice you explained you’d woken for some reason, watched me for a while, couldn’t see my chest moving. You said you’d been overcome by a swell of fear. Fear that I’d died in my sleep. You wanted, needed to check I was OK, and, having done so, mumbled goodnight and dropped straight back into dreams again. 

Afterwards, I couldn’t get to sleep myself, sober, shocked by your calm-as-fuck explanation for waking me. You’d imagined I’d died next to you, but, seeing I hadn’t, just left me to my own thoughts, then, a few months later, left for good.

But that was later. The next morning, you made the whole ‘dead’ thing seem funny. Said it was just a mid-night freak-out. Dreams getting out of control. Though sorry for spooking me, you didn’t think it was the least bit serious. 

I laughed along at the time, but I don’t see it that way now. Can’t forgive myself. How could I not see that you should’ve embraced, should’ve kissed me at least? Made some display of relief before leaving me alone in that bed again? Left me with more than a half-lit smile to go on. Told the truth. That we were passing each other in the night. Literally. Woken me earlier. 

