My Time 

So short my time upon this spinning globe

Taking in the pleasures it has to offer.

Delicious food so much I might explode

To sweet tender ladies my body I proffer.

Music, the rhythmic beat moves my very core,

While players on stage with emotions peak

And tremendous life stories in novel implore

Greater accomplishment my part to seek.

What thrill I had skiing mountain to vale

Building nothing of importance to last all time.

The rush in variety will tell my tale

Excitement in moment written on my sign.
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