Jenuati
By Charles Hood

We met in turmoil in a driveway
I told you to be angry with me as it would come sooner or later.
You just laughed, and dragonflies saw us.

Years later you married my son and became daughter.
You were as close as any daughter could be, we were alike in many ways.
We fished, I taught you to shoot, we enjoyed art.

Later you called me and said your family of two would now be three.
I was the first call, then you stayed with us to learn from us for two weeks.
We had parented different, believed different, but you trusted us.

Later we would talk about God and your disbelief.
I told you God had not moved, He still loved you.
We talked about your life, and choices you had made, good and bad.

You traveled with my boys and scared me beyond measure.
Oregon was such a long way away, I could not be there if you fell.
I was so happy when you came home safe.

You then took a job two states away, you would be gone.
My boys would stay, my worry was no less till I heard you were safe.
I know what my mom went through during Desert Storm.

You made it home, got a position close by.
At least I knew how to get there.
Then January 2, 2023, came.

My son called, there were no dragonflies.
I will never hold my daughter again, my Grandson doesn’t get to hear his mama again.
She is gone forever, I can’t even drive that road.

We don’t know what happened, what she did wrong.
If she did anything wrong,
Someday I hope to ask God to show me that moment in time.

There will never be another Jenn.
She was special beyond measure.
God, please hold her in your arms.
