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There is a Weight to
Love

Martin Willitts Jr.
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There is a weight to love which deepens or
recedes depending on the emphasis given

or taken. It is like being called back at dark

by parents when you want to hold what’s left

of light before it retires. There are subtle notes
where love is an undertow of sadness. Leaves
shudder in abrupt, drenching rain, like this.

The moon reaches its climax, and now it wanes,

a kiss, like not enough kisses, kisses like haze.
When did that ever stop you? Tinderboxes of love
open to where a hug burns all the way to your toes.

There is a secret weight to love: all holy fire
found in the right person’s eyes, and is just as quickly

is stubbed out by a careless word, a misunderstanding.

This is when in a darkness of stars
lose all sense of direction, becoming obscure.

There is a lost weight to love, heavy flakes of love,
deserted roads plummeting into darkness of love
where no house lights exist, where no one calls us

to come inside, find yourself, rest.

We often crumble love into wads of paper, toss them
into a fire of our own making, and then expect
someone to find what is left of love among the ashes.
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We try to hold onto the weightlessness of love

like a kite in gasps of wind. In the unseen dark

there are never any easy answers, nothing to cling to.
We have the hard edges of love, its raw burnt beauty,
the smokeless memory of love and what it means.

Just that ounce of love, a hawk’s breathe before strike.
Like a drizzle of moths in lamplight finding light and
death, like groves in a familiar record, like the smell
of fresh pine needles, things come all together

in an apex.

It is always better to experience love than to weigh it.

| have known the absence of love,

like trees know when their leaves have gone.
Incantations never brought forth someone to love.
Consulting a field guide never found love.

Knowing names of things, never added to emptiness.

Nothing to remind us
of the source of beginnings or endings.





