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The very first time,

Was like torrents of rain,

Washing my mind clear,

It left me in chains,

I was bound to you, 

Did not want release,

Contentment in drifting, 

Pure bliss and peace,

Deeper the lightning,

Which struck to my core,

Burrowed in further,

And in sank your claw, 

I really was captured, 

I stood no chance,

I was told it was deadly, 

Never gave it a glance.

But the very first time,

Was fire in the night,

You raised up my spirit to it's fullest height,

And hanging, a feather,

Upon a still breeze,

Always in balance,

Ever at ease.

But the Very first time,

Was like God coming Home,

I'll never again feel quite all of that warmth.

But the very first time,

Was melting of ice,

Spring into summer,

Love into Life.

