That Blue Vest


Sitting in the lobby I see each one arrive.
Some in cars, others trucks, while some no longer drive.
I see walkers, canes and scooters provide much needed care,
or a family member slowly push a wheelchair.

They represent all branches, from Army up to Space,
as well as every gender, ethnicity and race.
Some sacrificed their sanity, an arm or maybe leg,
but to a man and woman, I’ve never heard one beg.

As a volunteer, I show them due respect.
‘Sir’ and ‘ma’am’ are words that some do not expect. 
Each one gets the same from me, a smile and a wave.
It’s the least I can do for giving what they gave.

Most know where they are going, but that’s not true of all.
The VA has nine floors inside these concrete walls.
So, I stand ready to assist, show each that they matter.
Sometimes we walk in silence, sometimes light-hearted chatter.

Folks ask me why I do it since there is no pay.
I say, “Because they’re worth it,” that is no cliché.
Not everyone can be a VA volunteer.
One needs patience and compassion, and a listening ear.

When their visit’s over and they’re walking out the door
I tell them to enjoy the day, sometimes a little more.
Every now and then, one will say he’ll do his best,
followed by, “And thank you for wearing that blue vest.”






