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My great happiness

is the sound your voice makes

calling to me even in despair; my sorrow
that I cannot answer you

in speech you accept as mine.

You have no faith in your own language.
So you invest

authority in signs

you cannot read with any accuracy.

And yet your voice reaches me always.
And I answer constantly,

my anger passing

as winter passes. My tenderness

should be apparent to you

in the breeze of the summer evening
and in the words that become

your own response.



