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The musing one night of how my teacup is more than just its utility.
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My beautiful teacup is chipped, not whole
Anymore. But it still does its duty.
I pour in hot water, making it full.
The heat evokes sweet taste. Brewed tea
Now fills the cup, fulfills the cup’s purpose.
It is still chipped but silently it speaks,
Louder than all my entire known corpus,
To the simple beauty that leaks
From being able to do well its task.
I asked for tea, and it gave me eth’real
Flavor to enjoy. I, overcome, bask
In the simple wholeness that the cup’s real
Beauty proves. And then I understood it.
Imperfections embraced make it perfect.

