My True Love

By Adam Kuitkowski, Age 14

My true love has not fair skin,
Nor hair that shines like gold.
My true love does not wear
The finest jewellery ever sold.
My love does not personify
The image of perfection.
My love does not have sparkling eyes,
Or crystal-clear complexion.
My true love does not possess

A beauty unsurpassed.

But true beauty’s on the inside

And that kind will always last.

The goodness of my love’s dear soul

Is always shining through,

From drives, from RAM and most of all,

Its Pentium C.P.U.

