
FIRST KISS


My ideas of kissing came from watching movies
Where lovers looked longingly into each other’s eyes
And then…and then…

When passion’s fire spoke, their hot lips touched and melted
Into one gratifying, tingling mass of true love’s gift.

How romantic! How ideal! How perfect!

And I knew with some ancient knowledge
That my “first kiss” would be just like that.

However—

When it happened
The only thing resembling my dream
Was that it started at the movies.

He and I got paired off together - by default perhaps
And I did not know that while we were holding hands
Our teen-aged hormones
were pulsating back and forth between us.

Now I was satisfied with this new feeling
Of holding hands
But it seemed he had more things in mind
For after the movie, while walking with our friends
He proceeded with his plan

He pretended a car was about to run us down, so he
Pushed me into the ditch and the long tall prairie grass
Falling in beside me, and without asking, stole a kiss.

Now as first kisses go, this was a pretty nice one
What was lacking in the build-up, he made up for on the delivery
His lips were firm, yet gentle and sweet
And by the light of the full harvest moon that night
I saw his smile
That told me all my practicing 
On the bathroom mirror 
had been worthwhile.

