ODE OF ETERNAL AFFECTION 
by 
L.D. Grubb 

My favorite lady deserves more praise 
Than my simple, unlettered mind can compose. 
I wish I were good enough to raise 
My voice, and sing to her beauteous prose. 

I'd sing of the sunlight in her auburn hair; 
Of the sparks of firelight in her dark eyes; 
Of her unparalleled beauty, so rich and rare; 
Of the spider web softness of her whispered sighs. 

I'd sing of the wonder of her beautiful face; 
Of her body, perfection in every detail; 
Of her manner and carriage, a picture of grace; 
Of her litheness, not unlike a sloop under sail. 

I'd sing of the magic her every word brings; 
Of the aura of warmth that envelops like a fog; 
The best reason I don't sing all these wonderful things 
Is that I have a voice somewhat like a frog.
