Severing Love’s Lasts Call
By Gwen Thomas

Poised, awaiting my service revolver, I was draped professionally in my uniform.
Unbeknownst to all in attendance, I was marinating in emotions that were out of my norm.

Plagued with the ugly reality that my request for emergency leave was denied;
Echoes of “your granny is in hospice,” had me rubbing my eyes, then I cried!

I recall reaching and stretching for the phone during the first ring.
My mother’s reassurance hadn’t lessened the sting…why mommy, why, was all I could sing.

It’s been two weeks, business as usual, I’m standing here waiting for my assignment and guess who stops by?
But the enemy, my First Sergeant, who I decried!

He was smirking and lurking, I saw him eyeballing me;
I became a python, filled with venom, ready to exact the mighty strike, you see!

The audacity to inquire about my dear granny was an insult, a total surprise;
“Oh, it’s too late sir,” I hissed.  “She’s already met her demise!”

