Time For Introspection

In the life of a mortal,

Few things are for sure.

We hope and expect,

We think we’re secure.

We take things for granted,

Underestimate their worth.

Depend on machines,

And drag through the mirth.

To say you live well,

Do the best that you can.

These are mere words,

Now, unravel your plan.

The grand scheme of things,

Doesn’t ask, it just tells.

So do what you can,

Before the ring of the bells.

One day it will end,

There is no rewind.

But, when it does,

What have you left behind?
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