With a coffee cup by one hand, a pen in the other
She sits at the nurses station.
Writing away at the pad on her knee
To her co-worker's she is a nurse of mystery

Between checking on her patients and their BP's
She's thinking of dialogue and scheming plots
To regale us, the reader, with the Sentinel Pait
With her her AU where Jim is a Dad to the younger

And we, the readers wait with bated bre
For each and every chapter to appeat
But me, I'm one of the lucky
Sometimes to read it before o

What is the reason for this y
What's so special about me
Ah, but see I email her, hound
Between each one of n

Although my emails ma
My aim is always to dc

So that sooner do




