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 H
ave yo

u
 ever b

een
 to

 a p
arty th

at lasted
 a w

h
o

le w
ee

k? H
o

w
 ab

o
u

t a 

serm
o

n
 th

at w
en

t o
n

 all d
ay? W

ell, th
at’s w

h
at h

ap
p

en
ed

 to
 G

o
d

’s p
eo

-

p
le aft

er th
ey cam

e
 h

o
m

e fro
m

 b
ein

g slaves. Th
ey h

ad
 fo

rgo
tt

en
 h

o
w

 

G
o

d
 w

an
ted

 th
em

 to
 live, o

r w
h

o
 th

ey w
ere su

p
p

o
se

d
 to

 b
e. So

 Ezra 

an
d

 N
eh

em
iah

 read
 th

em
 th

e ru
les G

o
d

 h
ad

 given
 M

o
se

s. B
u

t so
m

e-

th
in

g o
d

d
 h

ap
p

en
ed

: th
e m

o
re th

e serm
o

n
 w

en
t o

n
, th

e sad
d

er th
ey all 

go
t. W

h
y? W

as th
e serm

o
n

 th
at b

o
rin

g? N
o

, n
o

t really. It w
as stran

ge, 

yo
u

 see. A
s Ezra read

 th
e b

o
o

k o
f ru

les, it w
o

rked
 like a m

irro
r. It 

sh
o

w
ed

 th
em

 w
h

at th
ey w

ere like, an
d

 th
ey d

id
n

't like w
h

at th
ey saw

. 

Th
ey saw

 th
at th

ey h
ad

 n
o

t b
een

 livin
g th

e w
ay th

ey sh
o

u
ld

. Th
ey saw

 

th
at th

ey w
ere cru

el an
d

 selfi
sh

. “W
e’ve b

lo
w

n
 it,” th

ey cried
. “N

o
w

 

G
o

d
 w

ill p
u

n
ish

 u
s!”  

Th
ey th

o
u

gh
t th

ey kn
ew

 w
h

at G
o

d
 w

as go
in

g to
 d

o
. B

u
t th

ey d
id

n
’t. O

f 

co
u

rse, th
ey m

igh
t h

ave p
icked

 u
p

 a clu
e fro

m
 Ezra

’s n
am

e
, w

h
ich

 

m
ean

s “H
elp

 is h
ere!” A

n
d

 an
 even

 stro
n

ger o
n

e fro
m

 N
eh

em
iah

’s 

n
am

e
, b

ecau
se h

is n
am

e m
ean

s “G
o

d
 w

ip
es aw

ay o
u

r tears.” A
n

d
 th

at, 

as yo
u

’ll see, is ju
st exactly w

h
at G

o
d

 w
as getti

n
g read

y to
 d

o
. Ezra 

lo
o

ked
 u

p
 at G

o
d

’s ch
ild

ren
. G

re
at, h

o
t tears w

ere w
ellin

g u
p

 in
 th

eir 

eyes an
d

 stream
in

g d
o

w
n

 th
eir ch

ee
ks. H

e sto
p

p
ed

 h
is serm

o
n

—
m

id
-

sen
ten

ce-an
d

 sh
u

t th
e b

o
o

k. “W
e’re h

avin
g a p

arty!” h
e sh

o
u

ted
. A

n
d

 

th
at’s ju

st w
h

at th
e

y d
id

! A
ll w

e
e

k lo
n

g. “G
o

d
 w

an
ts u

s to
 b

e h
ap

p
y!” 

Ezra said
. A

ll d
ay th

ey listen
ed

 to
 sto

ries ab
o

u
t th

e w
o

n
d

erfu
l th

in
gs 

G
o

d
 h

ad
 d

o
n

e fo
r h

is p
eo

p
le. H

o
w

 h
e m

ad
e th

e w
o

rld
. H

o
w

 h
e gave a 

sp
ecial p

ro
m

ise to
 A

b
rah

am
. 

  

   H
o

w
 h

e rescu
ed

 th
em

 fro
m

 slavery. H
o

w
 h

e sp
o

ke to
 M

o
se

s an
d

 

sh
o

w
ed

 th
em

 h
o

w
 to

 live. H
o

w
 h

e b
ro

u
gh

t th
em

 to
 a sp

ecial lan
d

. H
o

w
 

h
e rescu

ed
 th

em
—

n
o

 m
att

er w
h

at, ti
m

e aft
er ti

m
e, o

ver an
d

 o
ver 

again
—

b
ecau

se o
f h

is N
ever Sto

p
p

in
g, N

ever G
ivin

g U
p

, U
n

b
reakin

g, 

A
lw

ays an
d

 Fo
rever Lo

ve. Th
ey rem

e
m

b
ered

 h
o

w
 G

o
d

 h
ad

 alw
ays, all 

th
ro

u
gh

 th
e years, b

een
 lo

vin
g h

is ch
ild

ren
—

kee
p

in
g h

is p
ro

m
ise to

 

A
b

rah
am

, takin
g care

 o
f th

em
, fo

rgivin
g th

em
. Even

 w
h

en
 th

ey d
iso

-

b
eyed

. Even
 w

h
en

 th
ey ran

 aw
ay fro

m
 h

im
. Even

 w
h

en
 th

ey th
o

u
gh

t 

th
ey d

id
n

’t n
eed

 h
im

.  

Th
en

 G
o

d
 to

ld
 h

is ch
ild

ren
 so

m
eth

in
g m

o
re

…
 

I can
’t sto

p
 lo

vin
g yo

u
. Yo

u
 are m

y h
eart’s treasu

re. B
u

t I lo
st yo

u
. N

o
w

 

I am
 co

m
in

g b
ack fo

r yo
u

. I am
 like th

e su
n

 th
at gen

tly sh
in

es o
n

 yo
u

, 

ch
asin

g aw
ay d

arkn
ess an

d
 fear an

d
 d

eath
. Yo

u
’ll b

e so
 h

ap
p

y—
yo

u
’ll 

b
e like calves ru

n
n

in
g free in

 an
 o

p
en

 fi
eld

. I am
 go

in
g to

 sen
d

 m
y M

es-

sen
ger—

Th
e P

ro
m

ised
 O

n
e. Th

e O
n

e yo
u

 h
ave b

een
 w

aiti
n

g fo
r. Th

e 

R
escu

er. 

H
e is co

m
in

g. So
, get read

y! 

It h
ad

 taken
 cen

tu
ries fo

r G
o

d
’s p

eo
p

le to
 b

e read
y, b

u
t n

o
w

 th
e ti

m
e 

h
ad

 alm
o

st co
m

e fo
r th

e b
est p

art o
f G

o
d

’s P
lan

. G
o

d
 h

im
self w

as go
in

g 

to
 co

m
e. N

o
t to

 p
u

n
ish

 h
is p

eo
p

le
—

b
u

t to
 rescu

e th
em

. G
o

d
 w

as 

getti
n

g read
y to

 w
ip

e aw
ay e

very tear fro
m

 every eye. A
n

d
 th

e tru
e 

p
arty w

as ju
st ab

o
u

t to
 b

egin
... 


