On the Economy of Affection
The depth of a man’s love can be measured

Within his willingness to endure pain.
Affection from the one he most treasures

Is bought through sacrifice over n’again,

‘Cause love is made with the essence of self

Absorbed in the being of another -

Connected as though dependent on health,
Much like a baby held to its mother.

I dwell often on connections of love:

If it’s aloof from me, or I from it, 

If the cost be affordable enough,

Whether I can even be joined with it.

For the sinews which connect heart to heart,

Lest they both die, cannot be torn apart.
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