Merry Christmas Lesley.
While thinking of a gift for you,
I realized nothing could compare to you.

If all I offered was a dinner for two,
If all I offered was to care for you,
I knew that would be not enough.
A gift for you is just too tough.

Make her something, "Crochet!" I thought.
But the apprentice' gift to the master would be all for naught.

Buy her something, "Jewelry!" of course!

Jewelry for the Jeweler? what a paradox.

To know someone for years, yet not know what she desires...

Christ, I wish I could just take you to Meijer's

Shall we then?  get some soy protein?

No, we shan't, nor shall we go to The Bean.

It is Christmas; you need a gift, we've had enough caffeine.

Although you yearn for no more than a friendship,
Although it seems I lost my chance with you...

…Nevermind, I've got nothing, a friendship must make do.
Because I like to be with you.
I want to spend time with you.

I want to walk down a road,

talk about how you sewed,

climb a large abode – and try to stay low with you.
So what gift will be suitable for you?

No gift is appropriate for you.

Giving a gift to you is like writing a poem for Shakespeare:

No matter how good it is, it will always be petty in comparison.

But maybe you wouldn’t mind spending time with me, too.
So, I hope you can accept this,

this

Lame excuse for a gift.

It was the best that I could do:

Two tickets, just me and you,
A date, if you will, to Oliver's debut.
