	Absolutely inconcievable, that's all I have to say.  I sit and constantly ponder where our relationship began.  I know I've said it in every imaginable way, but here I am again, describing my love for you, in hopefully some other way.


	As I was saying, like I've said so many times, never in my wildest dreams did I think that we'd end up together.  You were like a little brother to me, in a strange way of course.  Heck, if it wasn't for me and hardcore porn, where would you be in the bedroom?  (Word of the day..."hardcore") 


	Anyway, the mystery of fate has been weighing on me lately.  Think about the reality of it all.  A girl flies over the big blue ocean and comes to the podunk town of GP and me, in hopes of keeping her busy, invites you to go bowling, when we'd NEVER done anything the least bit social together, then not even 24 hours later, we're making out in the movies.  It's all Verena's fault.  God bless Germany.


	The one thing I'll never forget is when we first held hands.  The way you looked into my eyes as if to say "let's get it on" yet it was still so innocent.  


	Shawn, I'm gonna cut the crap.  You're my hero.  I admire everything about you.  Your boldness...you're NEVER afraid to be yourself, it's amazing to me.  You're amazing to me.  I can't believe how alike we are, it's so cool.


	I learn so much from you, we learn so much from eachother.  The most important thing though, is that I learned what love is and I learned how to do it right and although I never dreamed I would have fallen in love with you, I thank God every day, because if I could choose anyone to be in love with, it would be you.  I love you.


