


Mommy’s Deployed

Three years old,
Stuttering on the phone,
“Mommy, when you coming home?”
I’ve only been gone a day.

Five years old,
Sharing the phone with dad,
“Mommy, the buildings fall down.”
As I watched on 9-11.

Seven years old,
Yelling into the phone,
“Mommy, what’s it like over there?”
My first trip to the desert.

Nine years old,
Begging over the phone,
“Mama, will you be home for my recital?”
Missed too many events already.

Ten years old,
Rushing to the phone,
“Mama, I can’t talk right now.”
Friends have become more important.

Twelve years old,
Praying over the phone,
“Mom, will you be home for Christmas?”
No, not gonna make it this year.

Fourteen years old,
Irritating mood on the phone,
“Mom, I’ll email you. I have soccer practice.”
Oh, the teen years are starting.

Sixteen years old,
Demanding into the phone,
“Mom, you don’t understand, forget it!”
Ready to kill her when I get home.

Eighteen years old,
Hanging up the phone,
“Glad you’re home, I’m off to college.”
Used to Mama not being around.
