I
I worry…
About college, about family, about school

To which I won’t be prepared, won’t return, won’t pass,

I can’t believe how cruel Time is

To make the things I enjoy fly by in a flash

I enjoy…
A good book, time alone, and relaxing 

I can now meditate, reflect, remember the good times

Too bad these moments are fleeting

And are never too simple to find

I love…
My boyfriend, my health, my Newspaper position

Without these my life is almost purposeless

These, sadly, are just temporary

Will slip away quickly, out of my grasp

I keep…
Hoping, wishing, dreaming

These I do not have to let go

Perhaps I’ll make a deal with Time

So the next year of life passes slow
