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HAPPINESS



























Certain









Nothing before had seemed so potent


and self-contained –


surely the onion was beautiful.







Its hung cloud of acid worked


in his nose and throat


as the knife bisected







like a maker of names passing


between twins, calling one half Perfect


the other also Perfect.






























Spring









              is here so now the plants and animals


are starting to have sex again. We’ve unblocked


the drain of its crud and bumf; the smell is waning.


We’ve washed the gravel, and piled the fox turds


in a far off corner. We are wearing slightly fewer clothes.


Our bodies, newly exposed, are strangers to themselves.


They chime against the air. A thought arrives of our life


together, yet to come. It configures like a beam of dust.


Look, this plant has made it through the winter you say,


as millions of photons whoosh through my hands.






























Happiness









Yesterday it appeared to me in the form of two purple


elastic bands round a bunch of asparagus, which was


a very small happiness, a garden variety, nothing like


the hulking conversation cross-legged on a bed we had


ten years ago, or when I saw it as a thin space in a mouth


that was open slightly listening to a friend pinning them


with an almost-cruel accuracy; the sense of being known


making a space in their mouth that was happiness.


There was the happiness of my mother as we sat on


a London bus, her having travelled alone to visit her son,


and she seemed more present which might have been


the luggage I was carrying for her that weighed heavy


as her happiness, or was her happiness. It is rare you see


a happiness so nut-like as that which we permit my


father to pass around when he is talking sentimentally,


embarrassing us all. And of course, the goofy ten gallon


hats of happiness that children plant on us everytime


they impersonate knowledge. Or when I am standing on


a step breathing it in and out, staying death and the deadness


that comes after dying, sighing like a song about it. Or


privately with you, when we’re watching television and


everyone else can be depressed as rotten logs for all we care,


because various and by degrees as it is, we know happiness


because it is not always usual, and does not wait to leave.






























Sometimes your sadness is a yacht
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