
Basking in the warm, brilliant light radiating from your sheer beauty, one can scarcely observe the flawless soul that lies beneath, enrobed in layers of pure perfection.  The soul, the being, the only piece more infallible than the whole, does not belong on this world, but rather deserves exaltation and ascension into the heavens themselves. Its amazing and exceptional artistry brings unfathomable exquisiteness to the earth, greater than that foretold ages before and yet to come. The mind holds matching allure, granting all who surround you an intricate display of all the divine gifts in Man. This mind gives nimble thought and astounding wisdom a habitat in which to live and grow, like a luscious, green tree thriving in succulent sunlight on a wide, heavenly plain. Your words sing to the soul and drive its movement like the smooth sounds of angels’ soft harps carried from the feathery, formless clouds high above. And these words come not from malevolence or malice, but from the kind, affectionate heart below. Your heart possesses grace and elegance rare and unique to any being, and to be combined with a soul so perfect and a person so utterly beautiful professes the absolute undeniability of the Divine Being’s existence.

Your unparalleled magnificence strikes deep within my existence, my entire soul quivering in your presence. To be in your graces is but a dream, so unattainable and out-of-reach, yet so desirable. Any being, upon viewing you from afar, would long to journey closer, merely to live within the influence of your loving reaches. Pure words cannot fathom the complete intensity of emotion that exudes from your soul; even hearts and minds turned solid stone by the perils of the world melt and dissolve at the slightest contact, left trembling in the wake of your brilliant benevolence.  To embrace you, therefore, is too much to ask for anyone but God himself, for no one possesses the perfection required save Him and no one can handle the great concentration of grandeur save Him. Any being witnessing your existence is changed for eternity, their essence permanently altered, closer to the righteous pureness you possess, but still so astonishingly distant from your perfection, which no living being could ever possibly hope to attain.  You remain so remarkably untouched by the spiteful atmosphere of the world that your mere existence purifies and cleanses all malice, its bright, white light permeating and defeating all darkness.

My words of adoration are unworthy to fall upon your ears or to enter your vision. To scribe language worthy of your glance would require inspiration from heaven above; even then, its lyrics could not draw near to your beauty, even when delivered by the most eloquent orator. Yet I must attempt to portray your beauty in mere words, for its effects on me are unending. And so this effort has come to pass, although its depiction fails miserably to encompass even the smallest fraction of the noble soul beneath your divine outer beauty, nor even the outer beauty itself.
