How do you choose
Between the Sun and the Moon
Between your breath or your life

He is the one that I long for, that I crave
His arms wrapped around me
His chest moving in time with my breaths
The outside world disappearing into the mist with our whispers of affection

She is the one who I will spend my life with, my other half
She makes me chicken noodle soup when I’m sick
Her body folds with mine in a puzzle-like manner
Keeping me warm from the icy chill of the outside world.

Which to choose
My life or my heart
The decision has to be made
It’s pulling me apart at the seams
Like a teething puppy playing with a stuffed toy.
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