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To 
Lazer and Samson

Rejoice greatly, O daughter of Zion; shout, 
O daughter of Jerusalem; behold, they King 

cometh unto thee; He is just, and having 
salvation; lowly, and riding upon an ass, and 

upon a colt the foal of an ass.
 — Zechariah 9:9

Yeshua is the Hebrew name for “Jesus,”
Zaza is Hebrew for “belonging to all”

Rufus means “red” in Hebrew.



1
The Manger

The manger was warm and still when sleep sprinkled 

down from heaven that night.

“I feela funny,” whispered Blackie, a little lamb with 

big fluffy ears and a flattened tail. “It feela like there’s 

a candle in my tumma.” Blackie’s mother said she felt 

a warm feeling too. So did the chickens, which were 

nestled deep into the straw-filled corners of the dark 

and cozy room.

“What is it, Mother?” Zaza asked. “Why do we feels 

fire inside?”
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Zaza was only three weeks old the night He came 

into the world. And even though her legs were still a 

little wobbly, and she didn’t know how to do much 

but bray and eat, she was a smart and gentle little 

donkey and knew something very, very important 

was happening around them.

Quietly, the wide wooden door of the manger creaked 

open, casting silver starlight into the eyes of all of 

God’s creatures inside. Many of the animals rustled 

upright and watched in amazement as a beautiful 

young maiden, clutching the arm of her husband, 

carefully stepped in the manger and lay down upon 

on a bed of golden hay.

“What’s happening, Mother?” Zaza asked quietly, 

“why are peoples here in our home?”

Zaza’s mother nudged the young colt up under her 

belly. “The handmaid is going to have a baby, Zaza.”

“A baby! Like mees?” Zaza said excitedly. “In ours 

manger?”

“Right here in our manger,” her mother replied.
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Through the crack in the door, a brilliant star shined 

through the dark velvet sky, landing softly where 

the young girl lay. Zaza felt herself swallow, even 

though she had just had a nice drink of cool water 

with her dinner of oats and hay.

“Somethings very important is happening,” she 

whispered out loud. “Somethings very special.”

Zaza’s mother nuzzled her face close to her ear. “For 

hundreds and hundreds of years, we have had the 

job of carrying the prophets, priests, and kings of the 

earth, Zaza.”  — “We has?” Zaza said in amazement.

“Yes. Our ancestors carried a very important man 

named Abraham, another one named Balaam; the 

prophet Moses’s sister Zipporah rode on our back, 

and a man-prophet named Zechariah too.” 

Zaza’s long ears perked up. In the distance, she 

thought she heard singing. But it wasn’t singing 

like the old farmer did when he worked around the 

manger in the morning. It was pretty and light and 

softer, like the clouds.

Together with the other animals, Zaza turned her 

head and looked up at the old roof above where 

starlight peeked down on them through cracks in 

the wood. A quiet calm fell over the manger as the 

light beams seemed to grow brighter and brighter 

inside. The singing from above made Zaza wanted to 

bray really loud, but something told her to be quiet 

and still. So she watched and waited for the only 

manger-baby she had ever known to arrive.
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And then she heard a cry.

“The baby!” Zaza whispered excitedly.

“More than a regular people-baby,” Zaza’s mother 

whispered as she bent her knees and slipped down to 

the floor, “the most important baby ever. He is the 

King of all Kings and the Lord of all Lords.” 

“Rights here in ours manger?” Zaza said with a giggle.

“In our manger,” her mother repeated.

The special feeling inside Zaza got really big now. 

It was like all the starlight and music rushed in and 

filled her little heart up with love. 

And for some reason, which little Zaza didn’t 

understand, she bent her wobbly knees and joined 

her mother quietly on the hay below.

So while the manger glistened in silver and gold, 

and heavenly voices echoed through the sky, all the 

animals silently gloried over the birth of a baby-man 

whose name they called Yeshua.


