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 This is abstract

Like a seagull circling above your head
 Shrieking with joy
  For one year
   I have been working artistically with
  And researching the subject of happiness
 And how to approach it, become happy
While I have personally been striving for it my whole life

I have been talking to people on the street, made podcasts 
 And video interviews about it
I’ve read many books and watched many films about it
 All this material has turned in to a collage-like film with the working title

What is Happiness to You?
This text is a long poem about what I found

 This is body, everybody

We are like trees stretching for the sunlight
We stretch our arms and fingers
And legs and toes outwards and upwards
Towards connection and warmth and happiness
Through our roots we are deeply connected with our ancestors
Our tangible and intangible cultural heritage, 
Inclusive traditions bind us together 
And creates a sense of rootedness and happiness
Like when Yinlin from my year-group 
Talks about the celebration of Children’s Day in China
It is a day to celebrate the children in your life, 
By spending the day with them
And by cooking their favourite meal1

Or in Yinlin’s case, by her grandfather buying her a chicken

This heritage does not necessarily have to do with
Belonging to a specific nationality
That is just the thin varnish of what we call culture
Our roots seem to be reaching for something deeper
These deep roots of family and evolution are part of us
A continuous line of becoming
Looking into a bonfire calms us down
Our attraction towards dense forests and open grasslands
Our fascination with other animals
Parks are created to look like the Savannah

The Savannah Hypothesis
Explains that this landscape
Is a universally preferred landscape among humans
Following this theory
We all originate from this landscape
The early hominids came down from the trees
And started inhabiting more open plains
Here we learned to run and hide from predators
Developing bipedalism along the way
Enabling us to run faster and for longer distances2

The hypothesis seems to be debatable
Early hominids might more likely have developed
In mosaic ecotones ranging from
Forests, Riverbeds, Wooded Grasslands and Grasslands 
At least according to one study,
The preferred landscape,
Was the lushness of the dense green rainforest
But this study was carried out in Brazil, 
It might be biased3 

Almost everyone I talked with
Says that being in nature brings them happiness
There is something about looking at landscapes
About moving through landscapes
In one recent study from Japan
They had participants walk through
Urban environments and forest areas
And comparing the results
Forest walking seem to have a calming effect on
The cardiovascular system
The heart rates of the forest walkers
Were also comparatively lower
Participants walking in forests experienced less
Tension-Anxiety, Anger-Hostility, Fatigue and Confusion
And they felt more
Soothed, Natural, Comfortable and Refreshed4

These are just some of the benefits 
That natural environments provide us with

Being part of a tribe, belonging
Feeling connectedness with others
The importance of family and friends
The sensation of physical and spiritual attraction
The joy of using our bodies for work or for pleasure
Walking, running, swimming, diving or driving across open plains
Floating through the landscape like a rumbling river
Which has just broken through a dam

Like the trees we find nourishment 
From our immediate surroundings
From where and how we stand in the world
The trees need the fungi to supply them with minerals,
Trees are unable to retrieve these nutrients from the ground themselves
The fungi can drill into stones and retrieve minerals from them 
Which is then distributed through the mycorrhizal network 
As a payment for their services the fungi get some sugar in return
Which they in turn are unable to produce themselves
Roots and fungi combine to form mycorrhiza
Through this hyphal network of fine roots
The Wood Wide Web
The older Mother Trees are sending sugar, water and minerals 
To the trees that might be suffering in the forest
The ones that are too small to reach up into the sunlight for instance
The ones who are standing in bad, or polluted soil
In the forest the oldest trees are the most connected ones5 
The forest is one big organism with a collective mind6

If you fell a tree, all the surrounding trees suffer
From the ripple effects of one less node in the grid

Just like a suicide sends ripples of loss and pain 
Through the surrounding social fabric of the deceased 
Through the hearts and minds of their relatives and loved ones
Through schools and universities and workplaces
The effect is always bigger than we might think
The ones that are left behind
Must carry the burden of moving on
Keeping on living until the end
Finding happiness and meaning again
Like the ants that must work harder to close the gap in the anthill
Where a stupid boy has pierced the megastructure with a stick
Worker ants are carrying pine needles to the hole 
To seal it off again, as if, in time, nothing ever happened
An easy task for a creature
That can withstand payloads of up to 5000 times its own body weight7

We are, in much the same way 
Sending kind words of support, money and resources
To the people that are suffering
By cooking for Ukraine for example
Nettle, sorrel and wild garlic soup8

Ukranian dumplings - Varenyky
Ukranian Apple Cake - Yablutchnyk9 
Humanity as a colony of termites

Termites build a complex mound together
Using whatever materials readily available in the area
Making little spherical bricks called boluses 
Out of soil, water and spit
Which they create and carry in their mouths
The termite mound is a bi-layered construct
With strong dense cores
And porous outer walls
The termites live off just one fungus
Which they are growing and farming inside the mound
And because this fungus needs a constant temperature to survive
The termites have built a complex ventilation system
Allowing for the warmer air during the day
To increase the levels of CO2 inside the mound
And during night for the CO2 to slowly be released
Through the porous outer walls
Like a slow daily breath
This have inspired architects
To build more energy efficient buildings
That can regulate the heat through
Constantly opening and closing vents around the building
Instead of spending money on fans and air conditioners10 

Just like we can regulate the amount of stress within us
By ventilating the right amount of 
Information and emotion and energy
Through sharing and talking about it
Finding happiness seems to be about finding balance
Within your system of ventilation
Anchoring yourself in your breath

I wanted to reach out beyond myself
To have the stories of my fellow artists, friends and family 
Intertwined with my own stories
Through the editing of audio and video clips
Though hearing the same stories numerous times
While figuring out which images play up against the audio 
In an evocative and mysterious way

I took inspiration from various films and books in this project
Notably The Happiness Hypothesis by Jonathan Haidt
In which it states that happiness comes from within,
And happiness comes from without11 
Meaning that the ancient wisdom of the east and of the Stoics
Stating that you cannot make the world conform to your desires
Needs to be coupled with
Modern science, which states that relatedness, 
The bonds we form to others
Is of great importance to our level of happiness12

Another source of inspiration is the film Chronicle of a Summer
By Jean Rouch and Edgar Morin 
In which they ask people on the street
In a vox pop style,
If they are happy13

From that I got the idea of changing the question
To a question of definition
What is happiness to you?
In the 2019 film, Just Don’t Think I’ll Scream
Written and directed by Frank Beauvais 
Frank takes clips from all the films that he watched
And juxtaposes them into a collage
That runs on top of a continuous monologue
About going from a place of loneliness and distress
To a place of hope and trust in people
And in the world again14

Lastly, I would mention the film Gritt
By Itonje Søimer Guttormsen
Gritt’s desperate search
For connection and meaning through her
Performative artistic practice15

Reminded me of my own homeless mania
My journey towards healing

Happiness is about enjoying things while you can
Moments of golden luminous sunlight
Without the lingering feeling of something
Being very wrong
In the back of your mind
In the feeling of exhaustion resting in your bones 
And in the frozen muscles of your face
When you have just woken up
From a sleep that felt like you were dead for a moment
Death was not something for you
Too peaceful, you said to the store clerk
Upon returning it to the store
I am afraid you will have to die anyway, he says
Smiling ever so slightly

Read what it says here on the signed contract, he says
Pointing his long, slender fingers
To the small letters printed on the bottom of the page
Ifyousleptwithdeathoncethereisnoescapingthefutureoccurenceofdeath.

Happiness arise by fully accepting
Ageing and Sickness and Death and Suffering and Shame
By forgetting that they exist for a little while
While you are floating in the wonders of that moment

You cannot plan it
Happiness just arises when you least expect it
Some people think they are dying for the happiness of others
They believe that whatever idea they are the proponent of
Whether it is Liberalism, Conservatism, Communism, Capitalism or Maoism 
Is the one which is going to bring happiness to all people

We should go to the masses and learn from them,
Synthesize their experience into better,
Articulated principles and methods,
Then do propaganda among the masses, 
And call upon them to put these
Principles and methods into practice 
So as to solve their problems
And help them achieve liberation and happiness16 

The above is from the Little Red Book Of Chairman Mao
Funny how he in his writings
Is so concerned with the wishes and dreams of the masses
While his military killed millions of his own people 
During the Cultural Revolution
Under the pretext of them being Western Imperialists17

Half of the people can be part right all of the time
Some of the people can be all right part of the time
But all of the people can’t be all right all of the time
I think Abraham Lincoln said that
I’ll let you be in my dreams if I can be in yours
I said that18

This is how Bob Dylan’s Talkin’ World War III Blues ends
Although I would like to have spent some time inside the dreams
Of Bob Dylan, or Robert Zimmerman
This is not what this poem is about
What Abraham Lincoln might have said 
Is not what Bob Dylan sings that he thinks that he said
What Abraham Lincoln or PT Barnum probably never said 
But what others later said that they said was:

You can fool all the people some of the time
And some of the people all of the time
But you cannot fool all the people all of the time19

Since this quote seems to be open for interpretation
I might as well try to make my own version of it

You can experience some measure of happiness all of the time
You can experience absolute happiness some of the time
But you cannot experience absolute happiness all of the time

As well as foolishly striving for absolute happiness
Absolutely all of the time
I have been trying to please all of the people all of the time
And that, of course, is impossible
I am a slowly recovering people pleaser
Finding it hard to say NO
Because I am afraid that people might leave me if I do

But the hours spent talking with 
Or helping fellow artists
Never seem like wasted time
Good artworks, I think, don’t emerge from vacuums
Therefore, I have been enjoying
The ecosystem, the environment, 
The bubble, the beehive, the mound, the anthill
Of an academy of fine art
Being present with other people
Learning, living and growing with them
Branching out into a shrubbery of ideas
Like a hall of mirrors in which a sunbeam is reflected 
Back and forth off walls and floors and ceilings forever
It broadened my horizon beyond that of the Pacific Ocean
But this needs to be balanced, I think, 
At least if you are the type that gets more work done alone
With the blessings of a closed door
And no appointments for the day

I believe in mysticism
I believe that we are all one big consciousness
Experiencing itself from the inside, or from the outside
Depending on how you look at it
Which means that when you look at the other 
You essentially see yourself reflected
What is going on in our minds is the illusion of self
The Illusion that I am the one feeling happy
The universe is celebrating itself 
Through expressing happiness through you
A display of fireworks

What are you in the grand scale of things?
A microbe, a speck of dust
Existing for a nanosecond
On a tiny earthball floating in endless darkness
No strings attached
Or four elephants carrying
Our orange-peel half-sphere world on their shoulders 
Tortoises all the way down
Believe me when I say that this is not just
Some new age stuff that I’ve read in a coffee table book
This comes from direct first-hand experience 
Of having several mystical experiences
I had one just last week
Going down the hill with the tram
I was listening to Bach’s solo works for cello
And thinking about Leonard Cohen’s famous words
There is a crack in everything
That’s how the light gets in20 
And I found myself completely letting go of the guilt 
That I felt from all the bad decisions 
All the mistakes I’ve made in my life

Later that day
A sunny spring day
I was sitting on a bench in a park
Eating a green apple that I had just bought
And for some reason, suddenly I felt completely blissful
And peaceful
I became acutely aware of textures and colors and smells
The sensation of the wind against my face
The tingling and buzzing of life within my body
As if all my cells had come fully alive
The texture of moss on a stone
Or the bark of the tree
The complex abstract painting
Of long yellow grasses and sticks and pine cones
Covering the ground
Which had been recently revealed 
In all its pastel-colored meandering glory 
From underneath the many month-long cover of snow
Everything seemed meaningful and beautiful in its suchness
With an intensity which is hard to describe

The mystical experience can sometimes be described as
The experience of meeting God, 
Seeing yourself for the first time
The experience of belonging in, and becoming this world
With which I associate happiness

Going yet higher, we say that He is neither a soul,
Nor a mind, nor an object of knowledge
Neither has He opinion, nor reason, nor intellect
Neither is he reason, nor thought, nor is he utterable or knowable, 
Neither is he number, order, greatness, littleness, 
Equality, inequality, likeness or unlikeness
Neither does he stand nor move, nor is her quiescent
Neither has He power, nor is power, nor light
Neither does he live, nor is life21

The mysterious author Pseudo-Dionysius the Areopagite
A Greek Monk who lived in the 5th and 6th centuries

A theologian and a Neoplatonist
Wrote this in his short work, Theologia Mystica, 
He claimed to be Dionysius the Areopagite
Who in turn was a judge at the high court of the Areopagus in Athens
The original Dionysius the Areopagite 
Had a profound transformative experience
In Heliopolis in Egypt
He saw, in the middle of the day,
The sky darkened, and the sun disappeared
He wrote down the exact time and day
And noted: “God suffers, or everything is lost” 
Years later he heard the disciple Paul
Speaking about the sky darkening
At the hour of the crucifixion of Christ
He immediately converted to Christianity
And later became the patron saint of Athens22 

I think we can describe in detail what brings about happiness
We can talk about the circumstances that led to the experience
But what the feeling of it is, we cannot put into words
This is something beyond the realm of language
Just as the experience of God, is beyond language
The gospel of Thomas, saying number 3, says,

Yeshua said: If those who guide you say: 
Look, the Kingdom is in the sky 
Then the birds are closer than you 
If they say: Look, it is in the sea 
Then the fish already know it 
The Kingdom is inside you 
And it is outside you23 

The feelings of bliss, equanimity, inner peace and calm, 
Associated with happiness, 
Are felt individually without us being able to ever experience 
What it is like to be inside someone else’s mind
It is probably very similar experience
But the way to get there is manifold, unlimited and subjective
Some say family and friends bring them happiness
Some say nature and work or leisure activities 
Like exercising and being creative
Is a way to find happiness within
Some talk about traveling and new experiences
And some people about being Here and Now
I asked many people and found many answers
This poem is a poetic reflection of those answers
A stream-of-consciousness
Describing the things that fascinate and brings happiness
To me and to others
There are as many ways to happiness,
As there are people in the world

I will continue asking questions about happiness
And exploring the answers
For the rest of my life
Although I am already 34
Although I have already been making art for 20 years
And although life is so very short
I still see this as just the beginning
Of a quest for more happiness in our lives
I hope you will join me in this wonderful journey

There are two kinds of happiness 
There is that of an uncommitted life of sensual pleasures
And there is that of a committed life
Of going forth to a new consciousness
Of these, the happiness of going forth is greater24 
-Siddhartha Gautama
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