Beating Heart
By Charles Hood

Cold Friday night my world changed
I held a twig, a speck of a child
The first time I would be known as Dad
I stayed up all night just watching him willing my love to him

Every time he would sleep
I would watch I couldn’t lose him
I held him to my heart so he would know me
I made so many mistakes

The second time I would be late
Not because I was lazy but because of duty
I held him a week later
I longed for him to be strong

His heart would stop as he slept
He had a monitor it kept him awake
I held him to my heart so he would know me
I kept making mistakes

As my youngest came along I stayed close
I wanted to be a prt of everything
Again, I was the first to hold him
He couldn’t breathe so, again, I watched

I held him close to my heart so I could feel him
I loved the rhythm of his life
I held him to my heart so he would know me
My God, so many mistakes

Life has ups and downs
At times it feels like a min ride
There are even days when the safety bar is gone
Hang on and enjoy the time you have

Many of those I started with are no longer here
Their car fell from the track and is broken
Remember the feeling of your hearts beating as one
Forgive yourself for your mistakes
