Ode to the Coffee Bean

Oh great brown kernel of vivacious delight,

let me grasp for thy power in this morning's light.

My head is a brick and my eyes hurt

please tell me thou can still make me alert.

Thou need not trouble to primp or to sweeten

for I, in this morning want nothing within

thy succulent nectar brewed hot and strong

any additive to thy beauty would be just wrong. 

As I squint in the sun and wait for thee to grace

my kitchen with thy aroma's embrace,

I happen to ponder the origin of thou.

Who found thee and brought thee to me now?

Once, thy exotic charm was not known

for the jungles of legends was where thou roamed.

Did some great explorer find thee in deity's lair

then barter and haggle to buy thee from there?

Whatever thy reason for arriving with me,

I must humbly resign to ever thank thee

for giving me reason to be awake and on time

even in mornings which are less than divine.

I toast to thy caliber of exquisite appeal,

wrap my hand round my mug and drink you with zeal.

Thy hot sensual liquid runs the whole length of me

energizing every part of my fatigued body.

Thou may think thy place on this earth is not noted

but for centuries man will ever be devoted

to you. For thou hath established a glory well-known

and I sing thy praises by writing this poem.

