His Heart Will Do the Rest


I opened up the mailbox, saw one lonely card
with no return address as I shuffled through the yard.
I sat down on the porch, ‘neath that sky of blue,
opened it, all it said was once again, “Thank you.”

I turned it over but alas, there was nothing more
as I racked my brain, now age sixty-four.
This was not the first time, again what did I do
to receive those words, and again, from who?

Then I saw a car stop, a man came up the walk
with nervous in his voice, he began to talk.
“Sir, I’d like to know, are you William Shore?
Did you have a son in the Afghan war?”

I was caught off guard, why would he ask me that?
Then he slowly followed, “Sir, I’d like to chat.
When I was a young boy, my heart needed an assist.
The doctors couldn’t fix it, so put me on a list.

Back in 2012 when I was just a teen
they say found a donor; he was a marine.
He said that should he die, he had one request,
to help another live with the organ in his chest.

Every year on that date it became the norm,
to send a card of thanks to the address on the form.
This year I wanted more; I wanted you to see
that your son still lives, though inside of me.

If you have the strength, lay your ear upon my chest
and as you think of him, his heart will do the rest.”
