
A Watering Can by Aria Watson

If I have learned anything thus far,

It is that a human being

Isn’t, nor will ever be,

A watering can.

But rather the stream that flows from it.

Gushing, expanding ever outward

Like an elegant lotus flower

With each passing season

Another petal

Stretches its beautiful body

Into the beyond.

If I could say anything to you

I would say this:

Be eminently vulnerable.

Give to yourself

The love you so crave from others

And that which within you feels so feeble

Is actually the source of your greatest strength.
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