better than “happy” 1999

Ridges spines

Tearing from leafs of paper,

Local kids play 

In the fountain of 102( heat,

Your mouth moves

In a gentle quiver

As

A

Moth dries and comes to life

In her hand,

The mountain of months

Laughing at a mirror on 

The lake bed.

You,

Proclaiming to be so tired—

You,

Answering the phone to drama you hate

And so willingly create.

I heard a 

Story about how a woman from the 

“happy people coalition” contacted

Govoners in all 50 states

for 

“come out and proclaim your happy day on August 8th”—

Only 15 responded,

New York said,

“We’re not prepared at this time to say if we’re happy or not.”

Some say in 1999 ..

I know better than so.

