A PRECIOUS PROMISE
By Paralee Eadie

How I love the bumble bee.
A precious promise he is to me.
He’s constructed wrong, which is why
Science says he cannot fly.

But does that keep him on the ground?
No! He gets up and flies around
And does just what God made him for
No matter what he’s heard before.

So listen not to other voices,
For you’re the one who makes the choices
To listen to man’s point of view,
Or do what God says you can do.
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