Your heart is a pump not much bigger than a sweet potato.
It weighs about half a pound. It is a hollow
          ball of muscle of butterflies of stone
connected to your arteries and veins.

Your heart is a steel wrecking ball, glove
unbuttoned at the wrist. Slip it off, see your heart
dented flat in places. Winking,
          a mirror ball all night tossing stars

Until pound becomes gush and sigh and heart settles
          down to feeding cells, firing the dark
regions of your hungry brain, moving blood
steadily, without fail.

But we are all so deceived by the heart as a pump we forget
the heart itself is alive! Odd to think, the heart must pump
          blood to the heart. Feed
its own lush cravings. Dream no matter

          how fast your heart beats it's how
hard your heart beats that's wildly important.
(For while everyone knows that the heart beats,
very few of us know why.)

Your heart is tough but it can suffer
          injury, like any other part of the body. Luckily
given half a chance, a healthy heart will heal itself
if the cause of the hurt is lessened or removed.

Did you know, if all the work your heart does in one day
could be used to lift you off the ground, it would raise you
twice as high as the Empire State Building, twice as high
          as the lowest clouds in your sky on a brooding day?

