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That was the question on everyone’s mind
as they tramped and chattered along, like ducklings
trailing their mama. “I just watched him resurrect
Lazarus!” squealed a woman, her fine jewelry clinking
in excitement. “Do you think he’ll do more miracles?”

“He’s going to gather an army!” growled one man

to the other, gripping an old spear. “Count me
in!” “If the power machine falls, we’ll belong

again!” hissed one beggar to another.

v

For generations and
generations, God'’s
people had shared
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the old stories and asked
/ the old questions and wrestled,
wondering, Is God still with us?Is God
still good? Are we still loved? What
about this Roman power machine? Are we
forgotten? Have we forgotten?
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Someday God would send a rescuer, the old
stories said. And he will ride on a donkey into the city. He
will rescue the people and create a new place of belonging.
Someday God will return to the city. Someday God

will free them. Someday God will bring a new king-
dom to earth.

God had destroyed a power machine before, rescu-

ing them from Pharaoh. Was Jesus the new Moses?
Was this the beginning of another great rescue?
Nobody knew for sure, but when a donkey
was brought to Jesus, he
climbed on it, and the
crowd’s excitement bubbled
into a frenzy. The procession <™
continued, picking up more
followers with every village
they passed. The people be-
gan to sing and dance, waving
palm branches and throwing












