LETTER TO ABBY 
FOR

LEE WEISS
Beautiful Girl, 

I sit here trying to do my homework but I’m lost looking at your picture and I can’t  even say how many times that has happened.  I know I could write a thousand songs to tell you how I feel but I think these words will have to do.  I realize there are things I did that may have bothered you. Maybe I was blind to them at the time, but now I see my mistakes. You’ve said, “don’t live in the past” and I agree to an extent, but the past is what brought me to you and without the past we have nothing to learn from, and I have a lot to learn. I’ve taken a long hard look at my life and what I come up with is loss and emptiness.  There is no one person or thing I could miss more than you, Abby.  I miss so many things about you and even the simplest moments and gestures touch me.  Without you, all I have is the past, and so I must live in the memories-The sound your voice makes when you smile, to the smell of your perfume, to the look you get in those beautiful blue eyes when you’re excited-even that “CHEEEEEEEZE” grin you do for the camera. Most of all I miss my best friend, my confidante- the only girl that I’m so in love with that, I’d go to the moon and back and anything else to bring that smile to your face-the real one-the cheesy photo one is really cute, but I really love the real, spontaneous full sparkling Abby smile-the same smile you had the night we went to see “Wicked,” the same smile you had when we cuddled on your couch. That smile fills my world and there’s nothing more that I would want than for you to want to share it with me.

We have traveled the world Abby, and have been lucky to have parents that wanted to expose us to its beauty and mystery; I’ve seen the great pyramids, I’ve gazed at the Sistine Chapel, but none of these works of impeccable beauty compare to what I see in you.
From the first day, I knew there was something special between us.  I’ll never forget that you wore a black shirt and tight jeans to show me that you would actually wear black, and I wore a purple shirt with a green dinosaur on it because I knew you’d love the purple. You probably don’t even know the lyrics to Los Bravos’ song…..”Black is black….I want my baby back. It’s grey it’s grey…since she went away….”  but I won’t go there (woops!  Guess I did! I now see what is meant by misery loves company….c’mon…did I get even a little smile out of that one??).

Abby, I can go on and on and on about all the things I love about you. I could write a book.  I’ve written songs. I can make lists and poems and paint billboards declaring my love, but the real truth is that I love you so much that my only wish is for YOU to be happy and to have what you truly want in life.  Of course, I would be honored if THAT were to be me, and so I write this to you.
I recently heard someone say, “The past is a foreign country.  They do things differently there.”  I now know what that means.  We don’t forget what’s happened-there’s too many great memories, like the first conversation we ever had.  Remember how we stayed up until 2am-6 hours of constant talking and getting lost in each other’s head, heart and soul. Or remember the first date we had in the parking lot of Starbucks? I held you in my arms and never wanted to let go, and then in the parking lot of the mall where we made out, when we were getting off the exit you grabbed me and kissed me like no one ever has.  Ahhhhhh…the memories!  Or how about when we went to the art museum and saw at all those strange exhibits, but the best part was being with each other and drawing together (on so many levels).  I remember the night before Valentine’s day when we celebrated and nothing could stop me from just gazing at your beauty .  YOU are still the one who stands out to me, and even in a crowd of lush red roses, you shine. You DAZZLE me.
You’ve made every day of my life special, whether at my birthday-YOU were the gift, or planning to go laser tagging but just driving around for hours didn’t matter.  It didn’t matter what we did as long as I was with you.  I could go on and on and on…from mosh pits to matzoh ball soup, I treasure every minute I’ve shared with you.

Living in the past?  I agree-not so good.  Treasuring precious memories?  That’s a priceless gift.  Someone once said this, and it haunts me…. “Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take, but by the moments that take our breath away.”  Abby, although we’re both young and have so much to see and learn in life, the moments I’ve spent with you really do take my breath away.  You have been such a gift in my life. 

The songs on the cd were the best way for me to express everything. It was a real challenge to learn to play those instruments and be able to sing in those keys, but nothing was going to stop me from illustrating exactly what I feel for you with music.
Someone also once said, “you can clutch the past so tightly to your chest that it leaves your arms to full to embrace the future.”  The only thing I want in my arms is you….and I want to know, what will it take for us to be together again?  My arms, my heart, my life is open for you.  Let’s find a way to be together in a new and fresh way-a way that works for both of us, because all I really want is your happiness…and maybe some more of your mother’s matzoh ball soup……I love you.  ♡ Lee.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
