Too Much Love 

Folks who believe “less is more” surely blunder,
Mae West suggests in a droll epigram:
“Having too much of a good thing’s a wonder—
Nay, the most wonderful wonder that am.”
Now, Mae’s rule may not follow for science or art.
But she gets it just right for the things of the heart.

You can have too much food
And fall into a mood.
You can never have too much love.
You can have too much drink
And clank around the clink.
You can never have too much love.

Overwork just might incite a heart attack.
Exercise too much? “Sweet Lord, my lower back!”
Blow too much on clothes, you’ll occupy a shack,
But you can never spend too much love.

You can take too much heat,
Go redder than a beet,
You can never take too much love.
You can take too much time,
Then find you’re past your prime.
You can never take too much love.

Study way too hard, you’ll find your brain’s gone numb.
Too much weed could lead you to delirium.
Too much time on social? That’s extremely dumb.
But you can never have too much love.

Back when I told you Mae’s thoughts on excesses,
How did I word it? You heard it all wrong.
Too close a focus on casual sex is
Not what I’m itchin’ to pitch in this song.
No, it’s love - only love that’s the one saving grace.
Without love, you’ll just land on your outlandish face.

You can have too much sport—
Then face your day in court.
You can never have too much love.
Too many midnight trysts?
Erase them from your lists.
You can never have too much love.

Date too many people, people start to talk.
Tell too many dirty jokes, the prudes will squawk.
Watch too many sexy movies—oh, the shock!
But you can never have too much love.

You can get too much “snooze”—
Prepare yourself to lose.
You can never get too much love.
Too many pharma pills
May magnify your ills.
You can never get too much love.

TV isn’t safe (too many cathode rays).
Swollen heads develop from excessive praise.
Kiddo, take it easy on the mayonnaise
But you can never spread too much love.

Performing umpteen songs?
Please add that to your wrongs.
You can never have too much love.
Adding just one more verse?
That makes things even worse.
You can never have too much love.

This is my opinion now— not the late, great Mae’s.
Two things I’ll believe until my dying days:
Can’t spend too much time in New York cabarets,
And you can never have too much love -
Oh love! You can never — never ever have too much love!

