God’s Wrath

In some city, downtown,

There was a girl
Wearing her gown.

And in her bed,

Before her sleep,

She begged to God
Her soul to keep.

The girl was nice
And friends she had,

But there were times when she went mad.
Her eyes would become red with rage,

As gust of wind her mood would change,
And though young she was of age,

From her you’d like to keep some range.
One time a birthday that girl had,

And as requested from her dad,

With her parents, they tried to build,
A farm of ants as large as field.
After some weeks,
When all was done,

The farm had many mounts and peaks,
And busy ants walked on its roads

As happy children under sun.

And so they lived,
Doing their work,
Some would run
And some would walk.

The farm became their world,

And as the time flew by,

The ants transformed the farm

Into a paradise under the sky.

And when a shadow covered earth,
The ants their heads would raise.
They all would watch the skies above,

The great beyond they face.

They all believed that somewhere there,

Where sometime all ants go,
Lives their God who cares for them
And watches as they grow.
And as the ants all stare above,
Into the sky with two bright stars,

The girl would stand over the farm
And watch its sands as if it’s Mars.

She liked to see how the ants live,

To watch them do their work,

But most of times when she came near,

The ants would stop and stand in fear.

At the ants she would shout,

Order them to move,
But even though she tried to yell,

None of the ants could figure out

What was their God trying to tell.
As  time flew by,
Of the ants the girl grew weary,

And as the ants watched the sky,

The two stars became filled red with fury.

One time, on sunny, shiny day,
Ants saw the skies darken with clouds,

And in that happy time in May,

The girl ripped the farm to shrouds.

Sands flew away,

The ground was breaking,

And on that day,

All ants were shaking.

The ants were gathered all in prayer,

Asking forgiveness in their song,

Some of them thought it wasn’t fair,

Since they did nothing wrong.
But as the seconds passed,

An answer to their prayer was none,

And as the quiet came at last,
The farm was gone.

As rage left the girl’s face,
Her eyes were filled with tears,

She was sorry for the ants,

She cared for them for years.

But on next day,

The pain was gone,

And with her friends she went to play,

Having lots of fun.

The END.

