TIME

Such a precious thing, yet not a thing.

It is just an ideal that is eternally counting.

Time

Is an odd concept with many a lineament,

It can be used, made, wasted, taken, saved, killed, or spent.

A very powerful consummate having no beginning or end,

Yet “since the beginning of time,” or “to the end of time” are commonly said

Time

Can be against you or it can be with you,

Has no limits and abides by no rule.

It can seem to pass you by without warning,

But it loves to linger ‘round when all seems boring.

Time

What happens to it when it expires?

Does it cash in its chips and stay retired?

Or perhaps yesterdays recycle into tomorrows.

Do you have a minute that I may borrow?

