A Mother’s Wait.
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I wait at home, 
anxious and frustrated.
I pray for my sons to be with me 
Though the war has just started.
The scene goes over and over in my head,
The day my loved one departed.
I can no longer sleep in my bed,
Every time I see a policeman,
I get a sudden feeling of dread.

Still, I sit quietly,
Sick of all the hurtful things I’ve read
What's a mother to do? 
But wait the war through.
For another hug from my sons 
Is much overdue
Please remember 
I love you.
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