
reservoir 

There’s a spot I used to want to show you in my hometown. 

It’s at the top of the dam, overlooking the reservoir. 

If you look past the shattering water, 

 

it’s the only place where you can see over the trees, 

into the future. 

Nowadays, it’s too foggy. 

I should have shown you while I could have. 

Maybe then, everything would be different. 


