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AVHA T s HAPPUNESS




WHAT IS HAPPINESS

Happiness is the heart at play, a
revel of the spirit, a crocus on a
winter's day. It is a spell of lyric
joy that lifts the veil of discontent
and reveals a hint of how life in
heaven will be spent. Then buoys
us like a luminous summer cloud
above a frozen plain, a relief from
the dismal mundane.



The self implodes in a fragile
flurry of delight. Happiness
cannot be disguised. It twinkles
in the eyes and rises like the sun
to shine on everyone.

How high young hopes for
happiness, but few are realized.
Some live their lives as silhouettes
in shadowed pantomime.

We cannot find happiness.

It must discover us.



Unhappiness envys happiness for
all the joie it brings. It can never
hear the music that makes happy
people sing. Fickle happiness
found another friend and left me
forlorn. I played myself the
double fool for I had been
forewarned. The ancients were
all melancholy and distressed
until that shining hour when
Terpsichore discovered happiness.



While twirling in a Dervish
spree, she suddenly became a
joyous presence like a sensation
of eftervescence. And this grand
elation she called happiness,
because it rhymed with "I am
blessed." Terpsichore then cast
this euphoria into the air upon
a breeze for all to share.



And this wandering wind was
then dispersed everywhere
around the earth.

But how could Terpsichore have
been aware that man can never
catch this joytul air.

Happiness for them like virtue
1S most rare.



WHAT IS TRUST
OR

WHY MIKE DOESNT TRUST JOHN

























