(You Can’t) Follow Your Heart

Michael T Roberts
“Follow your heart,” said the greeting card

“Follow your heart,” said the TV show

Follow your heart, now you say to me

Under the willow tree

Gazing at me

(Sigh)

Well, I know a thing or two about anatomy

I know ventricles from vacuoles, it’s true

So you say:

“Follow your heart, and I’ll follow mine too.”

Bleh.

Where do I start

Explaining this to you? 

You can’t follow your heart

It’s trapped inside your thoracic cavity

It’s physically impossible to follow your heart

It goes where you go, honey

Technically speaking, your heart and you are a single entity

So, by definition, you can’t follow your heart

Sorry to break it to you

But wait!

Could it be I’ve misconstrued your trite communiqué?

Did you mean to relate Webster’s definition number 8

Where follow means to say:

“Imitate your heart

Or emulate your heart”?

Well, when I look at it that way . . .

You still probably shouldn’t follow your heart

Unless you enjoy pumping 83 gallons of blood per hour

It’s highly inadvisable to follow your heart

With so many more viable models of renewable power

If you don’t mind me saying, the emulation of hearts could be a dead-end industry

So, be practical and please don’t follow your heart

You’ll thank me later

And while I’m on the subject:

What’s all the fussing with everyone discussing

This following of hearts?

Why’s it so great to spend a date

Scrutinizing our body parts?

Let’s get back to what we were saying

Before your interjection caused this delaying

And logically enumerate the pros and cons

Of spending our lives as one . . .

Pro: We both like music

Con: There’s no key I can sing on

Pro: I write you lovely poetry

Con: You don’t speak Klingon

Pro: Your ideas are brilliant

Con: They leave me breathless

Pro: You ask me what I think, but

Con: I’m still speechless

Pro! Con! Pro! Con!

I’m going insane in my membrane... 
‘Cause the algorithm that I wrote for calculating pros and cons is insufficient

Almost as if eternal love can’t be expressed with a coefficient

I get hung up every time on the feeling I get inside

When your arms are open wide

My blood gets a-pumpin’

My heart goes a-thumpin’

Almost as if it’s telling me somethin’ . . .

But I’m not sure that I follow

Follow!

It’s definition number ten

Follow! 

And it means to comprehend

To understand

To catch the drift

Oh snap!

Oh, why didn’t I see it before? 

Now, it isn’t hard to follow my heart

For the physiological explanation

It longs to be forever beating next to your heart

Increasing the population

Just like lobsters that mate for life

We’ll be man and wife for the duration

I’m so ecstatic you insisted I follow my heart

‘Cause I only wanna be with you

And take you to

The country called marriage

So put a halter on my heart and hitch it to your carriage

I’ll go wherever you go

I’ll follow my heart

I surely will

