Garrulous Gal

Incessant chatter ‘gainst my ears of pain

Swelling up with innocuous crap.

With a polite nod here I’ve much to gain

So half listening to her ramblings I nap.

What must a person like that think

That we must know her every detail?

I’d sooner clean toilets and sink

Then spend another minute in this jail.

Oh, the end is near,

As my eager heart awaits in trepidation.

But, lo another branch do I hear

Of her endless story to my consternation.
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