
 

 

 

Happiness is coloured yet 

clear, solid but wobbly. 

It comes and goes as it pleases. 

Sometimes you’ll get a visit 

And sometimes you’ll be missed out 

Of its winding journey. 

If you’re lucky, it might take residence 

But only the truly fortunate 

And those who have found 

what they are looking for 

Get a little bit all to themselves. 

Happiness 


