The Ark

Built from wood, the ark had stood,

Because God had said, and it was good.

Many had laughed at the giant life raft,

But they had no ticket on Noah’s craft.

They came in pairs to produce their heirs,

Lives clean of sin, paying their fares.

For forty days crashed cleansing waves

Riding the earth of Satan’s slaves.

And God’s great might for forty nights

Flooded the world with raindrop’s flight.

But in the end Noah did send

A dove to find a trace of land.

After many days the sun’s bright rays

Had dried up the land, and all did praise

When the dove retrieved a twig and leaves;

A symbol of some distant trees.

The ark then docked on the island rock,

And unboarded the shepherd with his flock.

They went and multiplied, the two of each kind,

And repopulated the sphere born of God’s mind.

