Unmake Me

How many times have I damaged what we started?

How many times have You had to restart with me?

Started, halted, unmoulded, smoothed out again in Your hand

And here I am again

A shapeless mass

A lump of wet brown clay

Lacking symmetry

Awaiting form 

But, is life about the shape, or substance of who we are?

Are shapes just a shell behind which people hide?

For each time You take me

And unmake me

Each time You fold me

And smooth me down

Each time

I become

A little more malleable

And each time

A little more comfortable 

in Your hand

