
      

The ice, my home, 

Cold, freezing, yet intriguing. 

Lace up my skates, 

Try to keep up the pace. 

Pucks shooting at me faster than light, 

It seems to go on all through the night. 

With the fun it has no end, 

The ice is my best friend. 

 

 

     

 

  By:  Nicholas Aniello Tirella 


