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Way More Than Luck




Depression is a kind of quantum physics of thought and emotion. It reveals what is normally hidden … it is still more characterised by what we don’t know than what we do. It is 90 per cent mystery.


                                                   Matt Haig,


                                                   Reasons to Stay Alive


I’ve learned that finishing a marathon isn’t just an athletic achievement.


It is a state of mind; a state of mind that says anything is possible.


                                                   John Hanc,


                                                  The Essential Runner





The Catch



For you, the catch wasn’t something caught –


not word or contender, attention or fire.


Not the almost-missed train, or the sort


of wave surfers might wait an entire


lifetime for. Not the promise that leaves


the old man adrift for days, his boat


creaking, miles offshore. Nor what cleaves


the heart in two, that left your throat


parched and mute for taking pill


after yellow-green pill, the black-blue


taste the price you paid to kill


the two-parts sadness to one-part anger.


No. The catch was what you could never


let go. It’s what you carried, and still do.





To David Foster Wallace



Since I was old enough to know myself


I’ve been trying to figure it out –


the constant gnawing sense of having


had and lost some infinite thing,


like half the time I’d chuck it all in;


throw the whole lot for a song.


I’ve been thinking it over again,


but more than that – it’s always there


though you can dupe yourself into


thinking it’s not, but dupe is wrong:


it’s good as gone just so long


as I keep on, know that it’s waiting.


You know what I mean. You know


like you knew what everyone with an ounce


of self-reflection feels or will feel,


can’t put into words – my chest


bumps like a dryer with shoes in it.


I feel despair. The word’s overused


and banalified now, despair,


but it’s a serious word and we’re using it


seriously. It’s not desiring the fall;


it’s fearing the flames. It takes
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