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The Whisper of Water

By Ren Shihan

Ask not why | always flow downward —
Itis to kiss every parched throat.
Ask not why | am soft and formless —

It is to embrace every unyielding bone.

| am the curve of the willow bowing by the riverbank,
The clearest gurgle in a child” s nursery rhyme,
The tenderness in a mother’ s fingertips as she rinses rice,

The sunrise churning within a father’ s teapot.

Yet in the unguarded corner,



What do you hear?

Itis the faucet sobbing against the wall,

A sigh that can never be screwed tight —
Drip, drop, drip, drop,

Like a clock that can no longer tick forward,

Draining patience away, drop by drop.

Until a hand — perhaps yours —
With a gentle twist

Stops this endless ache.

The faucet laughs through tears,

Its spray sparkling brighter than fireworks.

So remember, my heart’ s desire is simple:
Let me flow freely when you need me,

Let me catch my breath when you do not.

Do not let me weep alone in the deep of night,
Do not let me cry out my own name in vain

On the parched earth.

When every drop of water finds its way home,
When every parched lip tastes sweetness,
When flowers bloom on every barren shore —
Our longing

Will grow into a breathing,

azure ocean.



