Dear Maple amber wood quitar, é& /]&

I never knew I could be co infatuated and in love with mucic until I met you.
Maybe it wae when you caught my eye in the corner of that quitar chop, with
your handcome honey like gloce and took my breath away. Or maybe it wase when
every time I picked you up, my heart wae full of euphoric blics, like fireworks on
the fourth of July. When I learned how to play my favorite cong on you and it
Felt like endlecs cummer nighte. But no, it was actually when I came running
back to you in a time of uncertainty when I truly realized you were my firct love.
When you were the only one that grounded me in a time when I thought I wag
going to float away. When your harmoniec chowed me beauty in the ctorm,
through dangerous winde and violent tornadoes, you were my life line. Your notec
took me into another world where there wae no anxiety and overthinking, where
there wacnt a war going on in my head. You were the place I went to if I
wanted to take a day off thic world that kille my cpirit. When your melodies
healed the bruices, cute, and wounde the world hag brought on me. You calmed
the ruckus qoing on in my heart. You touched the moct damaged parts of my coul
and chowed me how it chined. You were gentle, ctrong, mellow, deep, melodiouc.

You were home.

- Your future Rockstar
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