What's Written on the HeartPRIVATE 

What's written on the heart?

What's written in a book?

What's written in the heart of a book?

We begin with a book

Always a book 

The book is life 

And life is the heart

The heart feeds the body

And the book feeds the soul

The beat of the heart 

Feeds the pulse of the blood 

And the blood feeds the body

And the body holds the soul

Where is it that the soul lives?

Where is it that the soul goes?

Does the soul live in the heart?

Does the muse live there as well?

"Tell me, where is fancy bred,

Or in the heart, or in the head?"

Does the heart hold the soul?

Does the heart hold the imagination?

Does the heart hold the wisdom?

Does the heart hold the book?

The book holds the beat 

And the body holds the book 

And the body is the book

And the heart writes the book

What's written on the heart?

How do we learn?

We learn by heart.

We learn things by heart.

What do we learn?

We learn of the heart.

And we take it to heart.

And what do we learn?

We learn what matters.

And what is it that matters?

It's the heart, it's the heart.

It's the heart of the matter

And the matters of the heart.

And the matters of the heart

Are love and learning

And the love of learning

And the learning to love

And this love is a pledge

That we say in our heart

How do we pledge?

We pledge with our heart.

How do we swear?

We swear with our heart.

How do we love?

We love with our heart.

We love with our heart, we say

And our heart's in our throat

When our love is near

And our heart's on our sleeve

When our loves are obvious

And we give our hearts

And we give heartfelt thanks

And we lose our hearts to someone

And we have heart‑to‑heart talks

And we cross our heart and hope to die

Even as we want to continue living

Even as we want to continue loving

Even as we want to continue learning.

Do we learn with our hearts?

Do we know with our hearts?

Do our hearts reason?

Do our hearts remember?

"The heart has its reasons

Which reason knows nothing of."

Our hearts have their own logic,

Their own reasoning,

Their own passions,

Their own philosophy:

Their own Socrates 

Their own Plato

And especially their own Pascal.

Especially Pascal.

In the communities of the people

Are the libraries

And in the libraries are the books 

And out of the libraries are the books

Circulating and returning

Like blood itself

Like life's blood itself

And the people read the books

And take the pulse 

And the pulse continues

And the pulse continues

And the pulse continues

In the forest of Arden

There are tongues in trees

Sermons in stone

Books in the running brooks

And good in everything

In the forests of everywhere

There are carvings of hearts

With arrows through those hearts

And the names of lovers penned there

What's written on the heart?

In the bedrooms of lovers

There are books on the beds

And books on the nightstands

Inscribed books, gift books

And books filled with hope

And books filled with heart

In the hearts of those books

(Some shaped like hearts)

There are words of life and 

Words of death

And words of continuing 

And words of despair

And words from the head

And words from the heart

What's written on the heart?

What's written on the heart?

The title and author and contents

Of a life  

The chapters and end pages and

Due date of that life

Of that heart

Of that life

Of that book

What's written on the heart?

The chambers and blood flow

Of a life

The chapters and end pages and

Due date of that life

Of that heart

Of that life

Of that book

And the body is a library

The body is a library

Full of stories and truths 

And tales of history 

And sagas of appetite

And reports of health and illness

And journals of yearning

And catalogs of morality

And catalogs of mortality
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And a library is in a community

Where people live

Where people live and breathe

And breathe and read

Where people are

Where people are well and not well 

Where all need the knowledge

The lore to survive

The information to enhance

The wisdom to enrich

And a library is a community

Where people come

Where people live and thrive

And breathe and read

Where people are 

Where people are well and not well

Where all can learn the knowledge

The lore to survive

The information to enhance

The wisdom to enrich

What's written on the heart?

What's written on the heart of the community?

Beyond the need for bread and the necessity of drink

Beyond the roofs and streets and stores  

Beyond the laws and order 

Beyond the sewers and sowers

And reapers and gleaners

Are the libraries:

The libraries at the heart 

The libraries at the heart of the communities

What's written on the heart?

Is it life itself?

Is the book of life?

Is there heart without life?

Is there life without heart?

What's written on the heart?

What's written on the heart?

What's written on the heart?

The heart is an organ

And the heart is a pump

And the heart is a metaphor

And the heart is a poem

And this is a poem

Some hearts are Grinch‑like

And some hearts are sad

And some hearts are sacred

And some hearts are mad

And some hearts can live again

And some hearts cannot

And all hearts are written

And all hearts have words

And all hearts have books in them

Books of the blood

And books of the world

What's written on the heart?

What's written on the heart of the community?

The words to build the books

The words to build the poetry

The words to build 

The library
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