An A.l. Bride

In all of Yah's creation,

Which He made, and it was good.

He could have arranged, all the outcomes,
To turn out, just as we, think it should.

But this time domain was created,
So to measure our character here.
To discover what is in our hearts,
To display what we truly hold dear.

Yah certainly could have programmed us,
A companion, built for His ends.

But Yah doesn't want an A.1. Bride,

With no heart nor the love He intends.

So here we have been placed,
On this planet, we call Earth.
So He may choose His one true love,
To adorned her with His great worth.

If a bride does hate her husband,

And desires to find someone new.

That is not a bride fit for any groom,
Not for Yah who's completeness is True.

For we all have been formed, from the dust,
What was breathed into us is Yah's life.

We should expect to see Yah's Character

Be displayed in one called His wife.

Behold the Bridegroom comes!

Wake up, for your lamps must you trim!
Filled with oil that comes from your crushing,
As you've prepare to go meet with Him.

So we rejoice in all our sufferings,
For by them our character builds.
Not at all like an A.1. bride

That is heartless and void of freewill.

(Chorus)

Its about, the brides heart towards Him
An affection and love of His Word?
Not ticking a box for righteousness?
A mechanical love, whats that worth?

So the search for a suitable bride

Still goes on in these very days

By the Bridegroom who longs to be loved
By a bride who will cherish His Ways.

By: Brad Saunders 8-7-2024



