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 Water your garden and watch your mind bloom


A collection of poems inspired by nature to remind you


—you are enough, you are strong and you are healing.









I choose me.


I choose to come home to myself.









Like the flowers in your garden,


don’t forget to water your inner child—


with love, with patience, with the gentle hands of care.


Let them bloom in the sunlight they were once denied.


As a child, I learned to shrink myself,


to silence my voice, to tiptoe through a house of thunder—


all to keep a storm from breaking.


But no matter how small I became,


it was never enough.


Nothing was ever enough.


So I grew up before my time,


traded childhood wonder for wisdom


too heavy for small shoulders.


My friends called me mature,


but they never saw the wilted petals beneath my smile,


the way I curled inward, hiding from the wind.


They loved my home; I loathed it.


Because they only saw the polished garden,


never the roots tangled in sorrow,


never the invisible scars that ran deep beneath the soil.


For twenty years, I ran—


let anxiety, depression, and grief steer my life,


like weeds creeping through every crack.


But rock bottom has a way of whispering,


It’s time.


Time to dig my hands into the earth,


to nurture what was once neglected,


to meet the child within me and tell her—


You are enough.


You always were.


You never had to beg for love.


This collection of poems, born from my own garden,


from the rhythm of nature and the love of life,


is a gift—


to my inner child, to my own children,


to anyone who needs to hear it:


You are enough.


You are strong.


You are healing.
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the seed






What we can learn from the seed…


There are countless kinds of seeds—some no bigger than a grain of sand, others round and full, some wrapped in delicate casings, and some locked within tough, unyielding shells. Each one carries the promise of life, yet no two awaken in quite the same way. Some seeds, like those of the olive tree, must be sanded down—gently worn, softened by time and touch—before they can drink in the water that will stir them to life. Others, like the whisper-thin lettuce seed, need only the lightest kiss of moisture to awaken.


Isn’t it the same with us? We are not made to follow a single, rigid path. Growth is not a “one size fits all” journey. Yes, there are guides, frameworks, and wisdom passed down like ancient soil, but in the end, we must learn through patience, through trial and error, through listening to our own needs. What works for one may not work for another, and that is not failure—it is nature. It is life.


I’ve seen it in my garden, and I’ve felt it in my heart. If something no longer serves me, I shift, I try again. The seed does not despair when it takes longer to sprout; it does not compare itself to the seedlings rising beside it. Some seeds break through the soil in mere days, their tiny leaves trembling in the breeze. Others take weeks, even months, resting in the dark before they are ready. But no matter the time it takes, the potential remains. The promise of growth is always there.


So be kind to yourself. No matter how small your progress may seem, no matter how slow your unfolding, you are still growing. You are still reaching. And one day, just like the seed, you will break through, stretching toward the warmth of the sun, stronger than you ever imagined.
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“This is such a mess,” she mumbles, her voice like a soft breeze caught in the tangled wildness of her curly hair. She combs her fingers through the spirals, grounding herself as her eyes sweep across the table. Seed packets lie scattered like tiny envelopes of possibility—sunflowers, chamomile, wild thyme—each one whispering stories of seasons past and those yet to come.


She’s trying to make sense of it all: the summer seeds, the winter seeds, the way they once lived separately in two garden tins, safe and sorted. But now, like a garden in riotous bloom, they’ve mingled, entwining roots and dreams, leaving her with a delightful yet daunting puzzle. She huffs out a breath, her mind sowing solutions, and then—a light flickers on inside her. A binder.


That’s what she needs. She rummages through her shelves, fingers grazing over old journals and sketchbooks, until they land on a green binder, dusty yet sturdy, waiting to be of service.


She brushes off the thin layer of dust, watching the motes dance in the sunbeams, tiny faeries swirling in the golden hour.


Inside the binder are four-sectioned plastic pages, clear pockets like windows to the future blooms. She smiles, feeling a sense of rightness as she sets to work, her slender fingers plucking packets from the chaos and arranging them by their botanical kinship. She hums a little melody— something old, something that sounds like spring.


The seeds seem to settle, content with their new order. An hour passes, and she leans back, letting out a deep, contented sigh. The binder feels alive now, buzzing with quiet potential. Her gaze lands on the Posca pens in the center of the table, and with a spark of inspiration, she reaches for them, fingers tracing the smooth barrels. On the binder’s cover, she begins to draw—delicate violets, towering sunflowers, twining vines, and a few small bees humming along the edges. Her hand moves with purpose, each stroke a spell of care and creativity.


At last, in the center of it all, she writes her name in a soft, graceful script, “sunshine.” The binder is no longer just a collection—it’s a garden in itself, a promise held between pages. She holds it close to her chest, feeling warmth bloom within her, a quiet affirmation that the world can be messy and beautiful all at once.


I have to let go of this heavy vine,


the belief that it’s my burden to carry everyone,


to be the roots that hold them steady—


because it’s not my duty,


and the soil I’ve tilled can’t bloom under such weight.


It’s time to focus on the garden of me,


tend to the flowers I’ve neglected—


my heart, my soul, my mind—


before I can nurture others.


For in this sacred plot,


I must plant the seeds of self-love,


water them with patience,


and watch them grow strong and wild.


My children and my husband,


they are my sun and rain,


and together we’ll cultivate a lush, vibrant garden—


where love blooms in every corner,


and we’ll harvest peace from the soil we share.


We’ll make a home of growth,


where each root is nourished,


and each bloom is cherished.


“Am I doing enough?”


“Am I doing too much?”


These questions swirl within me,


like a storm gathering on the horizon,


clouds heavy with doubt,


the winds of insecurity whipping through my thoughts.


I feel it rise,


a fiery dragon,


breathing flames of fear—


will they stay, or have I already burned the bridge?


“Did I speak too soon?”


“Did I open my heart too wide, too fast?”


I am caught in the tide—


too little, or too much—


never finding the shore.


But somewhere,


beneath the turmoil,


I sense the quiet pulse of nature—


a river flowing, finding its course,


neither rushing nor slowing,


but flowing steadily,


trusting the current.


One day,


I’ll rest like the trees,


roots deep,


branches free.


No longer questioning every leaf I shed,


every storm I weather.


For I’ll know


I am enough—


balanced between the earth and the sky,


living in harmony with my own rhythms.


It is not your fault—


the soil you were given was laced with weeds,


roots tangled in places they never belonged.


You did not plant them,


yet they grew, unbidden, unwelcome.


But now, with steady hands and tender care,


you hold the power to choose.


Will you let the weeds take over,


twisting, choking, claiming all the space?


Or will you pull them, one by one,


clear the earth,


and plant something softer, something strong,


something that blooms with almost every season?


Growth is yours to nurture.


Your garden, your choice.


“But your home is so nice,”


they would say, eyes tracing


the polished floors, the picture frames,


the walls that never spoke.


And I’d force a smile,


swallowing the truth like a bitter seed.


You don’t know what happens


behind closed doors,


where silence is a fragile thread,


where every step is measured,


every breath, a calculation.


Is today a good day or a storm brewing?


Is his voice a whisper or a distant thunder?


Will he rage about the world,


or about the ghosts of his own failures?


Will I be one of them?


Little Lissa thought,


“If his life is a failure, then what does that make me?”


So she became more, did more,


much more than a child should.


A sapling bending under the weight of a forest,


a seedling forced to bloom before its time,


roots tangled in fear,


stretching toward approval like sunlight.


But a child is not meant


to be a caretaker of their parent’s wounds,


to be the hands that patch together


a broken man’s spirit.


A child should be free


to run barefoot in wild meadows,


to chase dreams, not shadows.


And now, I let myself run.


Dear self,


I long to be a sunlit soul,


radiant, casting warmth in every step,


spreading joy like golden rays,


simply by being.


I dream of feeling at home in my own skin,


to bask in the quiet peace of my existence,


where happiness blooms, not from reasons,


but from the pure essence of just being.


I yearn to stand in harmony with myself,


like a tree deeply rooted in its truth,


its branches swaying in alignment with the breeze,


finding my way back to the heart of who I am.


I know I’m walking the right path,


one step at a time,


as the earth heals beneath my feet,


and the sun guides my every move.


My father did support me, yes,


But it was more like a storm—


fierce, unpredictable,


never steady like the earth beneath  me. 


His love, though there,


was tangled in control,


like vines choking a fragile bloom.


He spoke good things,


but silence screamed louder—


the words left unspoken


hung in the air,


thicker than fog on an autumn  morning.


I learned to read between the lines,


like tracing the cracks in a dry  riverbed, 


each one a sign of what was missing. 


When his voice rose like thunder,


his eyes stormed with disappointment,


and in that heavy silence,


the weight of his gaze was enough to break me,


like a leaf too delicate for the harsh wind.


Then came the punishment—


to take my favorite toys away,


until the roots of my soul learned the lesson,


until I behaved.


It’s not that he didn’t care,


not that he wasn’t trying,


but his best,


like a drought-stricken field,


was all he could give—


and it was the hardest kind of love.


His love, like the sun hiding behind clouds,


was there,


but I could never   feel its warmth.


But I have learned—


like a tree that grows through  cracked earth,


I will find my own sunlight,


reach past the shadows,


and let my roots grow strong,


untangled by the past.


The world hums softly outside,


the car’s tires whispering across the road,


and we—carefree—giggle in the backseat,


kicking our feet,


dancing with the wind that teases through the cracks in the


windows.


Then, a sudden halt.


The engine’s purr fades into silence,


a door swings open,


then slams shut.


Another door opens,


and his voice, like thunder over a summer field,


roars, “Stop kicking or get out of the car!”


And we, like flowers wilting under harsh sunlight, 


stop, bubbles of laughter caught in our throats 


We sit, still as the night,


staring out at the passing world,


our imaginations soaring like birds,


painting dreams of what could be,


far from the storm we knew.


And yet, the car halts again,


my sister, behind him,


the one who kicked his seat,


lifted from her place in the back


like a fallen leaf tossed by the wind.


I screamed, a cry that rang out,


a plea to the universe that fell on deaf ears,


and my mother’s voice joined mine,


a chorus of helplessness.


But the road was unyielding,


the earth indifferent.


he left her there,


alone on the side of the road,


the distance between us growing like a canyon.


 And when  he returned, 


her  tears like  rainfall  that soaked  the earth,


he  spoke  in  a voice  like  cracking    branches:


“Have you  learned  your  lesson now, huh?”


It’s not the first time you’ve left—


drifting like a storm-torn leaf,


only to return when the wind calls you back.


But the damage lingers,


fractured stems, petals bruised,


a garden I must tend alone.


I can’t let you in again,


not when I am still gathering


the pieces of what you shattered.


So this time, I’m the one leaving,


planting new roots where you can’t reach.


Please don’t hate me—


but this soil can no longer hold your storms.


No one talks about


how healing can feel like fire


before it feels like peace.


The anger isn’t a setback—


it’s proof that something inside you


is waking, stirring,


stretching toward the sun


after years of being buried in the dark.


Anger is the body’s way of saying,


“This wasn’t okay.”


Let yourself listen.


You’re not moving backward.


You’re unraveling roots that never belonged,


clearing space for something new to grow.


Of course it hurts.


Of course it’s messy.


But this is healing, too.


Let yourself feel it—


the past will loosen its grip,


but only if you stop running from it.


This won’t break you.


It’s breaking you open.


Like a seed splitting apart,


its tiny green tendrils pushing through the soil,


reaching for light.


And one day,


when you least expect it,


you’ll look back and see—


you didn’t just heal.


You bloomed.


No one fakes the weight of the storm,


the roots struggling beneath the soil,


the way shadows stretch too long in winter.


No—


they only try to fake the sunshine,


paint their petals bright,


stand tall despite the wind,


because saying “I’m not okay”


feels heavier than silence.


They don’t want to be a burden,


don’t want their trembling leaves to show,


so they tuck their pain beneath the surface,


even as they wither inside.


But even the strongest tree needs rain.


Even the wildflowers lean toward the light.


And no one should have to bloom alone.


I will never be the storm you were,


never let thunder rattle their small hearts,


never let love feel like something to be earned.


No—


I will be the sun on their skin,


the gentle rain that soothes,


the steady roots beneath their feet.


I will shower them in love,


wrap them in warmth,


fill their days with laughter,


with arms that never push away,


words that never wound.


I will tell them daily—


You are enough.


You are loved.


Because some things should never be a question.


Just hug me—


that’s all I need.


Wrap me in your warmth,


like sunlight cradling petals at dawn.


In your arms,


I am safe,


sheltered from the storm,


steady as ancient roots in the earth.


I breathe you in—


your scent, like wildflowers after rain,


soft, familiar, full of life.


You have always been my harbor,


my quiet in the chaos,


my refuge when the winds howled too strong.


I love you—


like the trees love the sky,


like the rivers love the sea.


So please, never let me go.


*this poem was written to my husband and my kids <3


Save yourself—


love is a storm, and I know its wrath too well.


You’ve never felt waves this wild, this unforgiving.


So go—


before the sea pulls you under.


I learned young—


sink or swim, no in-between,


but you can’t even bring yourself


to step into the water.


So save yourself.


If you’re drowning—


in doubt,


self-hate,


the weight of yes when you mean no,


let the tide pull you somewhere safe.


As for me—


I will choose the shore,


I will plant my feet in solid ground,


I will let the saltwater cleanse me.


You can live your truth.


I will outgrow the ache of your absence.


It’s clear now—


I never needed you.


That’s okay.


Drift away.


*this poem was inspired by the song ‘Save Yourself - Japanese Version’ from ONE OK ROCK.


I want to teach my children


how to nurture soft roots,


how to cradle the earth in their hands


and whisper life into tiny seeds.


In our garden, mistakes are welcome—


if little hands pluck a plant too soon,


we’ll press new seeds into the soil,


watch patience take shape in green.


Their laughter rings like wind chimes,


their curiosity, a gentle rain,


their joy, the sun that warms my soul.


And more than anything, 


I want them to  know—


this garden is more  than  soil and stems, 


it’s a lesson in love,   in care,


in how to grow something beautiful, 


inside and out.


*this poem was inspired by my kids and written for them <3


Like a steadfast sun, ever-waiting,


shrouded by clouds, soft and grating,


its golden fingers yearn to break free,


through whispers of sky’s tapestry.


The clouds may linger, heavy and vast,


but none outlast the sun’s bright cast.


Its warm embrace will find your skin,


inviting light and life within.


No matter how fogged your path may seem,


spring’s tender hues will grace your dream.


So trust, as shadows stretch and wane,


the sun’s embrace will shine again.


Maybe one morning, soft as the sigh


of autumn trees releasing their gold,


I will learn to let go, as they do—


whispering goodbye to their leaves,


giving them back to earth’s embrace.


The wind will carry them—


a tender hush, as winter calls them home.


Though their branches stand bare,


they cradle the promise of spring—


a secret vow wrapped in frost,


a hope that knows no season.


And perhaps, in the quiet ache of endings,


I too will find the healing touch of change—


in the way even dying things weep,


only to rise again, reborn in time,


their roots still grounded,


and the beauty of their journey unfolding.


The rain taps gently on the leaves and pavement,


wrapping the world in a whisper of wet earth,


a scent that lingers, soft and satisfying—


it is everything.


The air, fresh with dew, hangs thick with mist,


blurring the horizon, where the distance fades,


and droplets of water kiss the skin,


awakening something deep, something alive.


Bare trees and bushes stand like silent ghosts,


their silhouettes hazy, almost forgotten in the fog.


And then, the sun—


it breaks through, a gentle promise,


its first warm rays, tender as a lover’s touch,


grace the mist, and in that light,


when it meets your eye, you know—


you are loved.


It is magic,


and this season is a favorite song


the earth sings to me.


My sweet, soft child,


you did not deserve the storm,


the cold winds,


the weight of things too heavy for your small hands.


Come here—


let me wrap you in sunlight,


in the scent of wildflowers,


in the softness of moss beneath bare feet.


Let me hold you close,


rock you like the ocean rocks the shore,


whisper to you like the wind through the trees—


you are safe now.


Everything will be okay.


I promise.


No love—


it hollowed me like a canyon,


carving echoes where warmth should have been.


They say I love too deeply,


pour too much from hands that tremble with longing,


but how can I not?


When the drought has known only thirst,


does it not crave the rain?


I give, not from abundance, but ache—


a fire yearning to soften its own burn,


a river seeking to quench the barren earth.


For what I was never shown,


I long to plant in others,


to prove, through love,


that something beautiful can still grow.


I will never forget you.


You are the whisper of every wave,


the soft pulse of moonlit tides,


a breath that mingles with the sea’s sigh.


You live with me, always—


a quiet current that courses through my veins,


carried in the depths of my soul,


a love too vast to be lost.


Each ripple echoes your presence,


a rhythm that beats in time with my heart,


woven into the fabric of sky and sea,


reminding me that what we lose


is never truly gone—


it only changes shape,


flowing beneath the surface


of all that remains.


Some days,


it feels as though the seed you planted


will never break through the darkness.


The soil feels heavy,


the light impossibly far away.


But don’t worry—


give it time.


With tender care,


a whisper of water,


and the warmth of love,


that seed will stir beneath the surface.


It will push, ever so gently,


breaking through the tiny barrier of earth,


reaching toward the sun,


stretching its weary stem skyward.


And there it will stand—


a fragile sprout, trembling but alive,


a quiet miracle of your nurture,


ready to grow stronger,


ready to thrive.


Inside, there is life—


a wild garden waiting to bloom.


Her soul hums with color,


vivid and untamed,


roots stretching toward the sun.


But she clings to the withered leaves,


the careful facade,


afraid that if she lets go,


she will crumble like autumn’s last breath.


Yet the earth knows her truth.


Her body remembers—


she was never meant to shrink,


only to grow.


I walk alone through quiet streets,


the city asleep, wrapped in silence.


The full moon spills silver light,


soft against my weary face.


The roads are empty,


no footsteps, no voices—


only the whisper of the wind


guiding me forward.


But the sky is alive—


stars flicker like distant lanterns,


and the moon, ever watchful,


casts a glow upon my path.


In their quiet radiance,


I find company.


In their light,


I am never truly alone.


I know the storms have been relentless,


winds howling, roots shaken,


but please believe me when I say—


there is still light, still warmth,


still hands reaching for yours.


Somewhere, beneath the soil of sorrow,


seeds of love are waiting to bloom.


There are people in this world


who will see you as you are,


who will cherish every scar,


who will walk beside you through every season.


Don’t give up hope.


Like the river finds the sea,


like the sun finds the dawn,


you will find them,


and they will find you.


“This is not good enough,”


I’d say, crumpling the page,


like a leaf pressed too hard,


its edges torn by my own doubts.


“I’m not as good as my friend,”


and the joy of creation withers,


like a flower that doesn’t bloom.


I’d show my mother the petals of my art—


she would smile,


tell me she was proud,


but my father’s indifference felt like a storm cloud,


dimming the colors I once trusted.


I practiced, like a gardener tending a plot,


but the soil felt barren,


until I thought, “there’s no point,”


and let my hands fall still.


I stopped planting dreams,


telling myself I’d never sprout,


never rise like a seed toward the sun.


I’d tell myself no one would listen,


that my voice would be lost in the wind,


a breeze no one would notice.


But even the quietest seed,


buried in the dark,


knows it is meant to grow.


And the rain will come,


washing away doubts,


and soon, the garden will bloom again.


There is something beautiful


in the art of breaking—


tears falling like shattered glass,


each drop a mirror of the past.


In the fragments scattered on the floor,


a quiet promise: you’ll be whole once more.


Piece by piece, you gather what’s lost,


rebuilding yourself, no matter the cost.


And in the cracks, something new will shine,


a version of you, both tender and devine.


There is beauty in the breaking—


and in discovering yourself anew.


Let the rain wash away my pain,


let each drop fall like whispered grace,


a cascade of tears upon my skin,


cleansing the scars that lie within.


Let it transform me, soft and slow,


a healing touch from skies below.


Let the storm reshape my soul,


until I am whole, reborn, and whole again.


Dear little one,


you gave your all,


tending to others’ gardens


when your hands were already weary,


when you should have tended your own.


And so, it withered—


quiet and forgotten.


But fear not, sweet soul.


The earth remembers how to heal.


You can always re-grow.


With love as sunlight,


and water as forgiveness,


your garden will bloom again—


lush, vibrant, alive.


And when its petals open wide,


when colors burst from every corner,


only then,


may you reach out to water another’s garden,


freely, without losing your own.


Remember this, little one:


you cannot give


what you do not nurture.


How many times were you told


you were not enough,


that you’d never reach the heights you dreamed?


Those words—sharp as thorns—


took root, didn’t they?


But listen.


Feel the wind as it stirs around you,


gentle and unyielding.


Let it carry those heavy words away,


scattering them like brittle leaves,


far from your heart.


Now, plant new seeds instead.


Whisper to yourself:


“I am strong.


I can grow.


I can reach the sky.”


Don’t let the shadows of others’ doubts


or the echoes of your own fears


keep you rooted in place.


Stretch toward the sun,


even when it feels uncertain,


even when the horizon feels so far away.


Try something new—


something that makes your heart race.


Because you can do it.


Like a tree breaking through stone,


you can rise.


If you truly want it,


you can bloom.


I know you long for a happy ending,


a tale where everyone blooms,


even at the cost of your own roots,


but that, dear soul, is not where healing begins.


Some stories are like wilted flowers—


their petals, once vibrant, now faded,


leaving an unsettling ache within you.


There are chapters that do not fit into your garden,


stories that cannot be woven into the fabric of your peace.


And it’s okay to set that book down,


to close its pages without the neatness of closure,


for some endings are not meant to be rewritten,


just as a tree must shed its leaves


to grow stronger with the seasons.


Let go of what no longer serves you,


and in that stillness, you will find


a new chapter,


where your heart can bloom freely,


nurtured by the soil of your own worth.


For a change—


pause.


Stop being the one who always stirs the waters,


who rows the boat upstream,


against the current of your own needs.


Breathe in the air,


let it fill your lungs like fresh rain,


feel the earth beneath your feet,


rooted in stillness.


Sit back, and watch.


Let the ship sail on its course,


if it sinks, let it.


Sometimes, the river knows better


than the hand that tries to steer it.


In the quiet, observe—


the flow of the world,


the release of effort,


and in that surrender,


find the strength to rise again,


like a tree after the storm.


For many years,


I buried my feelings deep—


like seeds in soil,


afraid to let them sprout.


I thought no one would understand,


that I was too broken to be heard,


but in the quiet of the forest,


I’ve learned something precious:


most people are like trees—


rooted in their own struggles,


yet reaching for the same sunlight,


fighting the same storms.


You’d be surprised how many share the same wounds,


how many have felt the ache of a bruised heart,


it’s sad, yes,


but in that shared grief,


there is a gentle strength.


A strength in speaking your truth,


in letting the wind carry away your fears,


in letting the rain wash away the pain.


When you speak,


it’s like a wildflower breaking through the earth—


bringing light to the darkness,


creating space for healing to bloom.


So, please—


don’t be afraid to ask for help,


just like the trees lean on each other in the storm,


we can lean on one another,


and grow stronger together.


I grew up too fast,


like a seed forced to sprout in winter,


pushing through frozen ground


to reach a sun that never warmed me.


I became an adult


before my hands had even learned


the softness of childhood.


Instead of laughter,


I walked barefoot on broken glass,


patched up fires I never set,


held together a home that crumbled in my hands.


Too young to understand,


too small to carry your weight,


I became the “fixer”


while losing myself,


roots tangled in soil


that was never mine to tend.


But seasons change.


Now, I gather my own light,


growing beyond the past,


reclaiming the childhood


that still lingers in the wind,


waiting for me to run freely at last.


We cry—


tears pooling like rainclouds too heavy to hold.


Because if we speak of this storm inside,


we are met with thunder,


with silence,


with indifference.


If we demand change,


our roots are ripped from the earth,


our light taken away.


So, we fall in line—


dammed rivers, holding back the flood,


swallowing the tide.


But this is not love.


This is not how things should be.


We cry—


because resentment cracks like dry earth,


because anger burns like wildfire,


because we once thought you were shelter,


but you were only the storm.


Still, the rain will come,


not to drown us,


but to cleanse—


to break the dam,


to let something new grow.


As a child, in a world that never felt safe,


you learned to hold the cracks together,


piece by fragile piece,


trying to make sense of what was broken,


carrying a weight that should never have been yours.


But now, dear soul,


you can lay it down.


Feel the burden lift,


like leaves slipping from the branches in autumn,


carried gently on a summer breeze.


Close your eyes,


let the wind sweep through you,


soft and warm,


whispering of freedom, of healing.


You don’t need to carry it anymore.


Release it to the sky,


where it can drift beyond the horizon,


and feel the earth beneath your feet,


solid, steady,


ready to hold you as you grow anew.


You cannot change the past—


its stones are set,


its rivers have already run their course.
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