The First Time, The Last Time
Open your eyes, and look for the first time,
Look on the things you’ve seen before,
Then move away again, like the last time
You have seen something more.
See as the morning wind lifts the curtains,

Watch as the mists all disappear,

Look on your world again, for the last time,

Knowing why you were here.
The moving waves have carried you to a farther shore,

And time is something you won’t be needing anymore.
Something is waiting, try to remember
Just what it was you came to find,
Look to the mountains, look to the river,

See what you leave behind…

The moving waves have carried you to a farther shore,

And time is something you won’t be needing anymore.

Open your eyes, and look for the first time,

Look on the things you’ve seen before,

Then move away again, like the last time

You have seen something more.
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