On Being Half

The first time you fall in love

Two formless souls join together

And take on a permanent shape

For the rest of their lives

If something destroys that love

The two souls separate

While keeping the same shape

A unique and delicate maze

Of interlocking ideas and emotions

Once this happens, a soul is incomplete

Without another to fill the space

Created by the first lost love

It will most likely fall in love

And the new piece will almost fit

One angel may be slightly off

A corner a bit too sharp

An edge a little too long

And because each one is unique

A soul will spend all its life

Searching for that one perfect fit

It remembers all too well

And will never find again

