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				To my grandchildren. May your search for our Savior Jesus Christ be your life’s quest.
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				Note from the Author

				As a follower of Jesus Christ, it became apparent to me that Satan is doing everything in his power to remove Jesus from our lives and holiday celebrations. “Happy Holidays” has replaced “Merry Christmas,” and Easter is more about candy from a fictional rabbit than the resurrection of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. As in Jesus’ day, many are offended by His message, because it is not considered politically correct.

				This book is my attempt to reinsert the miracle of Jesus’ sacrifice and resurrection back into the Easter celebration. I pray that through this story, the Easter Bunny becomes a character who reminds people of Jesus Christ. His victory over death and sin is truly the most important story ever told. Share this simple story with others, so their hearts and minds will also turn to Jesus Christ during the Easter season.

				While Peter Cottontail is a fictional character, his witness of 
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				Jesus Christ is shared by Jesus’ disciples in the New Testament Gospels, which I strive to stay truthful to. Each of their witnesses is true and undeniable. The words of Jesus Christ and God the Father are italicized when they’re copied directly from the King James Version of the New Testament. When Jesus speaks in the book, and the words are not italicized, these are my own words. My heart and mind put much thought into what he would say, and hopefully you’ll feel this.

				Finally, this book does not completely cover the life, miracles, and mission of Jesus Christ. I encourage you to read and study the scriptures. Find everything you can about Jesus so you, too, can experience the peace and saving grace that comes from His gift, which was freely given to all.
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				Chapter 1 Rabbits

				Being a rabbit is hard. I’m a three-year-old cottontail. That is, three years old in human years—in rabbit years, I’m about 90 years old. We rabbits only live three or four human years. Can you imagine living only that long? Our lives can be much shorter if we’re not careful.

				That’s why, when we were only a few months old, Mother called us kits (baby rabbits) into the nest for safety school. You see, being a rabbit is dangerous. For some reason, when humans see a rabbit, they think of how yummy we taste.

				Now, I know if YOU saw me, you’d think I was the cutest little . . . fluffy animal. YOU would want to snuggle and pet me, because YOU are a nice person. Around Jerusalem, people see a rabbit and pull out their knives and spears.

				That’s what Mother told us in safety school. She told us about humans who throw rocks at you, humans who want to eat you, humans who will feed you to their dogs, and humans who might 
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				kick you just for fun. Mother gave us a list of animals we must run from too. Such a long list.

				Trust me when I tell you, we are cute, but we don’t taste great. Go eat some chicken. Or better yet, have some grass. It is soooo good! I could eat grass all day long.

				Did you know that many rabbits live in holes in the ground, called burrows? But we cottontails build small nests above the ground, like hares. Hares are quite a bit bigger than we are, though, and aren’t nearly as cute. I hear they taste better than we do too.

				Let me tell you a couple more things about rabbits. We understand humans when they talk. To make it even better, God gave us these huge ears, so we can hear even the quietest whispers. Our eyes are pretty good too. We can see well, day or night.

				Lastly, humans think we don’t talk. After all, when you sing, “Old McDonald Had a Farm,” do you ever sing about the rabbit? 
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				Occasionally, if we get hurt, we squeal. We ‘re pretty quiet, but we do communicate. We look into each other’s eyes and understand what the other is saying. I think humans call it mental telepathy. Awesome, right? 

			

		

	
		
			
				5

			

		

		
			
				Chapter 2 Beautiful Lily

				I come from a large family. You know how two babies born at the same time are called twins, and three are triplets? Well, my mom had 10 babies at once! I think they call that dectuplets, or decaplets, or something like that.

				My brothers are Flop, Hoppity, and Ezra. Whitey is the oldest girl. She was born first and teases me the most. Elizabeth, Dot, Hanna, Olive, and Sariah are my other sisters. Pretty big family, huh?

				Mother named me Peter after a human who followed someone named Jesus. She said he wasn’t like other humans; she never feared him. He looked into her eyes and talked to her, as if he were another rabbit. Peter was Jesus’ best friend.

				Around three months old—a teen in human years—I met the love of my life. As I hopped in the garden near our nest, this beautiful 
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				rabbit bounced over. “I’m Lily,” she said.

				I sat there staring at her pure white fur and adorable brown tail, speechless.

				“Are you trying to say anything to me?” she said after a long wait.

				Luckily, rabbits can’t read minds unless you’re talking to them. I choked at being caught staring at her but decided to play it cool. “Do you want to have a jump-off?”

				Occasionally, rabbits have jump-offs for fun. We count to three and then leap as high or as far as we can. Lily and I decided to jump for distance first.

				“One, two, three!” we yelled.

				Lily vaulted passed me. Easily. As she did, my eyes focused on that cute brown tail of hers, and I forgot about the landing. I turfed it.
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				Quickly, I picked myself up from my wreck, shook off the dust, and bounced over to her—doing my best to seem cool.

				“You can really jump!” I said, trying to turn the focus away from my clumsiness.

				She glanced back at me. “Thanks. You’re not so bad yourself.”

				I smiled. Most boys don’t like to be beaten by girls, but around Lily, it was fine.

				Lily smiled. “Do you want to hop around the garden with me?”

				She still wanted to be around me? “Sure!”

				We hopped in the garden the rest of the day, stopping occasionally to eat grass. It was one of the best days of my life. We agreed to meet the next day, and do it again.
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				Chapter 3 Jesus

				A few days later, Lily and I happened upon a small group of humans visiting with one another. Excited humans are entertaining to listen to, so we thought it safe enough to hide behind a bush and eavesdrop on what they said.

				“You have to meet him,” said one of the male humans. “Jesus is a masterful teacher.”

				“When is he teaching again?” a woman asked.

				“He will speak from the mount tomorrow afternoon,” the man said.

				I turned to Lily, the humans forgotten. “They’re talking about the human named Jesus. My mother met him, and I’m named after his best friend. We should go listen to him too!”

			

		

	
		
			
				10

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				11

			

		

		
			
				Lily took a step farther behind the bush. “I don’t usually leave the garden. I feel safe here.”

				“We’ll stay together and be very careful,” I said. “Please come with me. I would love to see Jesus. Mother says he communicates with rabbits as if he is one.”

				Lily tilted her head and scrunched her cute button nose for what felt like a long time. Finally, she agreed to go.

				We left early the next day. It takes a human about an hour to reach the mount, but we took longer. Neither of us had ever been that far from the garden before. My heart pounded in both fear and excitement to see Jesus. Lily and I kept a close eye on our surroundings; Humans, dogs, hawks . . . safety class ran through my mind. Part of me wanted to turn back, but Lily was following my lead, so I needed to be brave.

				As we neared the top of the mount, humans gathered around a large rock. We hopped over to a bush and hid.
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				A large crowd gathered around us. I never saw so many humans in one place. We were surrounded. I looked at Lily with as much confidence as I could. “It will be alright.”

				She didn’t answer, staring at something ahead of us.

				I followed her eyes and watched a man stand on a large rock in front of us. His warm expression calmed all my fears. He smiled at the crowd and began to slowly speak.

				“Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be comforted.

				“Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God.

				“Let your light so shine before men, that they may see your good works, and glorify your Father which is in heaven.”

				Never had the words of a man or rabbit touched me the way Jesus’ words did. They penetrated to my heart. Mother was right. 
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				This human was different. He was special.

				I glanced at Lily, her eyes fixed on Jesus. I nudged her until she faced me. “Are you okay?”

				Lily smiled. “Do you think he includes rabbits among the blessed?”

				I wanted to say yes, but I really didn’t know for sure.

				At that moment, Jesus turned to face us, and his eyes met ours:

				“Every one that asketh receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be opened.”

				My heart stilled. Jesus spoke to us. Warmth washed over me, like being cuddled in my nest on a cold day. At the same time, confidence filled my mind, making me larger and stronger than I thought possible. Jesus invited us to seek these blessings too. A sudden sureness and resolve took seed in my heart. I must do everything possible to get to know him better.
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				After Jesus finished speaking, Lily and I lay under the bush for a long time while the humans slowly walked away. We didn’t speak while we waited nor on the way home. I was glad, afraid to dash the influence I felt from Jesus’ teachings.
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				Chapter 4 Mother’s Assignment

				The next morning, Mother nudged me with her nose. “You came home late. Where were you?”

				I shook my head, trying to wake up. We had returned late. Worry clouded Mother’s eyes. I knew I did something dangerous, but I felt so good about it. I decided to tell Mother.

				Her eyes widened as I told her. Hoping to ease her concern I said, “Oh, mother. I want to follow Jesus. The blessings he spoke of are meant for me too.”

				Mother smiled. “I’m glad you heard him.” She nuzzled me. “Go get your brothers and sisters. I want to talk with all of you.”

				Soon, I gathered them from the garden.

				Mother looked at us. “You’ve heard of the human named Jesus. 
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				He used to live far away—too far for us to travel—but now he’s here, and we need to learn about him. I believe he’ll bless our lives. He teaches of love and peace and of salvation in a better world. Yesterday, Peter went to hear him speak.”

				My family stared at me like I was crazy.

				Mother continued, “I feel you will never do anything more important in your lives than come to know this man Jesus.”

				My siblings clamored with questions. “Why is it important to follow Jesus?” “How can we get to know a human at all?” “Mother, did you forget that we’re just rabbits?” “Isn’t this dangerous and against what you taught us in safety school?”

				I had the same concerns, but I didn’t speak. The memory of Jesus’ soft voice and the warm burning in my chest filled my mind.

				Mother hushed us. “Peter, what do you think?”
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				I thought for a minute about how to say what I felt .“I’ve seen and heard Jesus,” I told my siblings. “He spoke to Lily and me, personally, just as if he were one of us. He loves us, even though he’s human, and he means his blessings for us rabbits too. What Mother asks is not impossible. Difficult, yes. But the joy in my heart makes me want to leap over the moon. I’ve never felt that way before, and I would make the trip again.” My voice rose with intensity.

				My sister Whitey smiled. “Are you sure it wasn’t Lily making you happy?”

				My nose and ears turned red with embarrassment. Everyone gave me that lifted-eyebrow, questioning look.

				Mother, bless her heart, changed the subject. “I want what Peter experienced for each of you. So, you all have an assignment: find out everything you can about Jesus, and when the time is right, we’ll find a way to go hear him.”
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				Chapter 5 Searching for Jesus

				I found Lily munching on leaves in the garden a while later. She watched me as I hopped toward her, and my knees gave out. My nose slammed into the turf, and I slid the rest of the way.

				She giggled. “Are you okay?”

				I rolled onto my feet. “Lily, I think gravity affects me differently when I’m around you.”

				“Gravity?” she questioned with a smile.

				I changed the subject. “My mother gave us an assignment to learn more about Jesus. Do you want to come with me?”

				Lily’s eyes grew serious. “It was wonderful to listen to him. I never felt such peace and love, but I didn’t like being close to those other humans.”
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				I cocked my head. Was she hesitating? “I know what you mean, but I think we need to learn all we can about Him.” I really wanted her to come with me.

				Lily was silent for a moment. She finally spoke, slowly, “He said those blessings could be ours too.”

				I nodded. “He said we would need to seek them.”

				She nodded.

				I tried again. “We seek the food we eat every day. There’s a level of risk in that too—in everything we do. This is no different.” I realized I needed to be honest with her. “Of course, it will be a little more dangerous.”

				“I feel a need to seek Jesus,” she said, “but I don’t want to die in the process.”

				My heart sank a little. “We’ll be very careful, and we’re fast!” I blushed, remembering our first day together. “Especially you.”
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				She looked at me long and hard. “I think you’d go learn about him even if your mother hadn’t said anything.”

				That brought me up short, and I considered her words. I nodded slowly. They were true.

				Lily rolled her shoulders slightly. “Aren’t you nervous at all?”

				I thought about it. “Following Jesus will probably be dangerous, but if we have more days like yesterday, isn’t it worth it?”

				It was Lily’s turn to think for a minute. Finally, she glanced up. “Yes.” She gave a brave smile. “And it will be worth it to spend time with you too.”

				I couldn’t believe what I heard. Lily, the most beautiful rabbit in the world, wanted to spend time with me!

				Lily suggested we learn more about Jesus by listening to humans in the garden. They knew his whereabouts and could help us find him. My shoulders slumped in disappointment—something in 
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				me wanted to leave the garden and find Jesus that very moment, but I saw the wisdom of Lily’s words. We decided that whenever humans came into the garden, we would creep close enough to hear their conversations.

				Humans shared our excitement about Jesus. His name came up often, but for days we heard nothing of where he spent his time.

				My siblings also listened. They came back with wonderful accounts. Jesus forgave a paralyzed man of his sins and commanded him to walk. Jesus said a person’s greatest love was his willingness to lay down his life for his friends. Jesus said those who keep his commandments are his friends. A woman touched Jesus’ clothing, and an illness she suffered with for years disappeared. Jesus went to a man named Jairus and commanded his daughter to rise from the dead—and she lived! He also taught in parables, simple stories used to teach spiritual lessons.

				My family experienced the same excitement I felt—we all sought Jesus. Everyone wished to see him do miracles. I just wanted to be near him again, to feel the love and peace emanating from 
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				him. It irritated me to be stuck in the garden. I would have gone as far as Galilee—a three-day journey for a rabbit—to see Jesus heal Jairus’ daughter. At the same time, I knew my chances of getting that far were not good, so I hoped Jesus would come back.
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				Chapter 6 A Personal Invitation 

				Early one gray morning, I was munching on some grass for breakfast. Something stirred at the garden’s entrance, and I reared up, my fur bristling. The birds twittered loudly, hiding any other sound. My eyes darted back and forth, and my nose wiggled nervously, trying to pinpoint the source of the noise as I backed farther into the bush.

				A male human walked into my line of vision. His back was toward me, but I knew him at once, and my heart leaped. It was Jesus—here, in my own garden! He came back, alone this time. Maybe I could ask him some questions. I thrilled inside and jumped from the bushes.

				He knelt and bowed his head. I stopped short, deciding not to interrupt him. For a long time I sat and watched him as he prayed. A special peace settled over Jesus and the surrounding area, including me. There it was. I felt it again: love, peace, and 
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				something else—an unexplainable, certainty that everything about Jesus was true!

				At last Jesus rose and sat against an olive tree. His eyes closed, he appeared deep in thought. I hesitated to approach him, again.

				Then Jesus opened his eyes and looked at me. “It is a beautiful morning, wouldn’t you agree?”

				I hopped closer. “Where are your followers?”

				“Asleep,” Jesus said. “This gives me time to gather strength and communicate with my Father about what lies ahead.”

				I twitched my nose. “Ahead?”

				He smiled. “Even Jesus Christ needs quiet time to gather his thoughts and seek his Father’s will.”

				Seeing no one else around, I asked, “Where is your Father? Is he coming here to talk with you?”
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				Jesus shook his head. “Bring your family to the mount today, and you will meet him.”

				I peeked back in the direction of the nest. This was a perfect chance for my entire family to meet Jesus. When I turned to Jesus again, he was walking further into the garden. Somehow, I knew I shouldn’t follow him. It would take my family and me the better part of the day to make it to the mount, so I bounded off toward our nest.
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				Chapter 7 Jesus is Changed

				We decided to travel in smaller, separate groups. Lily and I led the way. When I told her about my experience with Jesus and that he wanted us to go to the mount again, she seemed reluctant but decided to come with me. She stuck close as we traveled.

				Thoughts of Jesus pushed the memory of safety school out of our minds. We didn’t travel quietly, and several humans tried to chase us down. Thankfully, we were fast.

				When we reached the top of the mount, we found a grassy area and had lunch. No humans were here today, which was fine by me. A short time later, Jesus walked up the hill with three men.

				Mother turned to me and said, “The human next to Jesus is Peter.”

				I stared at the man I was named after. He looked nice but didn’t 
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				appear to be anything special. But then, Jesus didn’t either, so I imagined there was more to Peter than met the eye.

				Jesus glanced in our direction. “Welcome, my furry friends,” he said without moving his lips. My brothers and sisters fidgeted with excitement at finally meeting Jesus. I feared all this activity would give us away, but Jesus’ friends didn’t seem to care about us.

				Jesus turned toward the three men. “Peter, James, and John, behold!”

				As he spoke, Jesus changed in front of our eyes. His face grew bright as the sun. His clothes glowed stunning white. He was glorious—like a god.

				Two men, also glowing brightly, appeared and began to speak with Jesus. Jesus called them Moses and Elias. Then a bright cloud moved over us in the sky. A powerful voice came from the cloud. “This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased; hear ye him.”
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				That voice penetrated deep into my body, and my heart hammered. Lily trembled beside me. We fell to the ground and covered our faces. I peeked through my paws and watched Jesus walk over to Peter, James, and John and help them stand. They, too, had been overcome by the voice.

				Jesus now stood by himself, and he looked like he had this morning. The shining prophets and cloud were gone. Jesus said, “Tell the vision to no man, until the Son of man be risen again from the dead.” Then Jesus led his speechless friends down the mountainside. He smiled at Lily and me as he passed.

				Lily nuzzled against me, placed her face next to mine and hugged me with her front paws. “I’m glad I came with you,” she said, her voice soft and filled with wonder.

				My family hopped toward us once they were gone, everyone talking at once. Jesus was definitely more than a prophet. What did he mean, “until the Son of man be risen again from the dead”? Who was Jesus speaking of?
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				As the sun set, we dashed back to our garden. Humans would have a hard time seeing us at night, so we felt safe. We stopped along the way to ask each other questions about what we saw. My siblings talked nonstop about Jesus. They asked me to retell the blessings Jesus promised. I did my best to share what I learned.
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				Chapter 8 Who is Jesus?

				The next day, my siblings still spoke about the experience.

				My brother Hoppity said, “I felt the strongest love I’ve ever felt in my entire life,”

				Whitey nodded. “It was an experience I’ll never forget.”

				Flop piped up, “I want to see Jesus again!”

				Mother joined us. “When I was a young rabbit, I didn’t live here. I lived near the Jordan River. One day, Jesus came to the river to be baptized by a prophet named John the Baptist. As he came out of the water, the Spirit of God descended like a dove upon him. Then, just like yesterday, I heard a voice from Heaven say, ‘This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.’” Mother continued, “I did some thinking last night, and I believe that voice from Heaven is God and Jesus is His son.”
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				I thought about what Mother said. Jesus, the Son of God? He did say we would meet his Father on the mount. What was the Son of God doing here?

				I had to see Lily. I flew around the garden searching for her and discovered her eating in a patch of grass. Once again, I found myself captured by her beauty. Those whiskers were perfect in every way. As before, my back legs failed me as I gazed at her. I crashed to the ground and rolled over and over, finally coming to a stop in a prickly bush.

				Lily giggled. “Gravity again?”

				I changed the subject. “Lily, Mother just explained who Jesus is.”

				“Who Jesus is?” Lily asked.

				“Yes! Jesus is the Son of God!” I exclaimed.

				She stopped eating. “So, was that God’s voice coming from the cloud?”
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				“Yes,” I said. “Do you remember what he called Jesus?”

				She nodded. “He called Jesus His beloved Son.”

				“Yes,” I said. “Now we just need to figure out why he’s here.”
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				Chapter 9 Jesus is Here to Help

				Days passed before we heard more of where Jesus would be. When we did hear, the news was sad: John the Baptist had been killed. A king ordered his beheading.

				Mother wept. “John the Baptist and Jesus were close friends.”

				My heart sank. What would Jesus be feeling right now?

				Whitey brought the news. “Jesus is going to meet his followers in the desert tomorrow afternoon. I think people are shaken by what happened.”

				Mother nodded. “He will want to comfort them.”

				But Jesus needs comfort too, I thought. Truly, he was someone special. “We need to be there,” I said.
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				Mother nodded. “Let’s get a good night’s sleep. We’ll leave early in the morning, while it’s still dark. Not many humans will be out at that hour.”

				I couldn’t sleep. I waited until everyone else dozed off. Then I quietly made my way to Mother. “Every time Jesus does anything, he helps others—even now, when his friend is dead. Why?”

				Mother shifted in the darkness. “I think it’s as natural for him to help as it is for us to hop. Prophets for centuries have prophesied that the Son of God would come to redeem and save the world.”

				I was puzzled. “What do we need saving from?”

				She looked at me. “From death. From pain. From sin and its effects—both on those who sin and on those sinned against. From anything that keeps us from returning to God.”

				I scratched my ear with my back leg. “But how is Jesus going to do that? He can’t heal everybody, can he? Not everyone will 
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				listen to his teachings. And what about John the Baptist? Jesus couldn’t save him from death.”

				Mother settled farther into the nest. “He’s here. He’s the Son of God. He will do it. That’s why we need to follow him—so we will know when he does it.”
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				Chapter 10 Fish and Bread

				The next morning, we left for the desert with mixed emotions. John the Baptist’s death was another example of human cruelty—cruelty we were all too familiar with. I knew Jesus must be hurting.

				The trip took hours. As we arrived, the number of people who came to hear Jesus speak frightened us. There must have been 5,000 men, plus women and children. We never saw this large of crowd around Jesus before. Even I started trembling.

				Lily nuzzled me. “Jesus is here. It will be all right.”

				I stopped for a minute to think. She was right. We had always been safe near him.

				All eyes fixed on Jesus as he walked among the people, healing anyone who needed it, and teaching as he went. We watched 
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				him for hours, and miraculously, no one tried to bother us. My siblings remained quiet, laser-focused on Jesus. A change was coming over them, their eyes becoming soft and filled with light.

				Lily and I found a bush close to Jesus as the sun started to set. I watched him. His shoulders sagged, his eyes filled with sorrow, his smile small and sad. It was obvious he was hurting, but he was here, helping people.

				A few disciples came to Jesus. “It is getting late,” the human Peter said. “Send the people away so they can get food.”

				Jesus replied. “Give ye them to eat.”

				Another disciple shook his head. “We only have five loaves of bread and two fish. How can we feed 5,000 men and their families?”

				Jesus held out his hands. “Bring them to me.”

				His disciples brought him the food. Jesus told the crowd to sit 
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				down while he blessed it. He then broke the fish and bread into pieces and handed it to the disciples who passed it out to the people. Everyone ate until they were full.

				I stared at Lily. If it was anyone other than Jesus, I wouldn’t believe what we saw. After feeding thousands of people, there was food left over!

				When the people finished eating, Jesus sent his disciples away on a ship and all his followers too. He, in turn, walked toward the mountain, a stoop in his shoulders as he left.

				It was late, so we decided to gather together under a large bush between the desert and shore. I was surprised to find a large patch of tasty green grass growing near the bush. We hadn’t seen any other grass in this area all day. Jesus was caring for us as well.

				We spent the night taking turns keeping watch. As the night deepened, it started to get stormy. Hoppity scurried over to warn us that he spotted a human walking down toward the sea shore. We peeked out of our bush to watch him. By the way he walked, 
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				I knew right away it was Jesus. Then, to my amazement, he walked right into the sea. Except, he didn’t walk into the sea. He walked onto it! The wind blew, waves lapped at his knees, and Jesus walked on water toward the ship on which his disciples waited. I gaped wide-eyed.

				The rest of that night passed in a blur. We tried to sleep, but our eyes stayed glued on the boat until it disappeared out of sight. Then we continued to stare at the sea and talk about Jesus.
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				Chapter 11 Two Marys 

				Jesus did not come back to the garden, and we didn’t hear much of him for some time after that. It seemed he went traveling again.

				I spent a lot of time with Lily. We grew closer, and I imagined that soon we would start our own family. I couldn’t imagine life without her.

				Lily and I were eating in the garden one day when two women walked in. One was older than the other. It turned out that both shared the name of Mary. The older of the two said she feared that someone would hurt or possibly kill Jesus.

				As we listened, she told how Jesus rode a donkey into Jerusalem as followers placed palm leaves on the path in front of him. This was similar to how a king is welcomed to a city. People came from all over and welcomed him.
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				“Surely he is in no danger, then, with so many welcoming him,” the younger Mary said.

				The senior Mary shook her head. “He went to the temple as soon as he arrived and drove out those selling animals or changing money there. Afterward, he stayed to teach and heal. The Jewish leaders challenged Jesus and asked him where he got the authority to do these things.”

				The young Mary grabbed the other woman’s arm. “And he told them, right? He told them God gave him the authority?”

				“He refused to tell them. Instead, he told them a parable, and that upset the rulers even more.” She shuddered.

				The young woman bowed her head and folded her arms tightly against herself. “Why didn’t he tell them?”

				“They wouldn’t believe him. And you know what they do to those they call blasphemers.”
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				The younger Mary’s head shot up, her eyes wide. “They can’t! He won’t let them!”

				I glanced at Lily. A dark feeling settled over the garden. My fur stood on edge, as if a predator lurked nearby, but I knew the predator was not for me.

				The two women stirred, and we turned their way as they left. “They’ll leave him alone for Passover, won’t they?” the youthful Mary asked as they walked.

				The older woman didn’t smile or answer the question. “We have much to prepare for his supper,” she said.

				I gazed into Lily’s eyes and . . . lost myself in them.

				“Are we going?” asked Lily.

				“Going where?” I replied.

				Lily said, “To Jerusalem.”
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				I pulled up short. “We don’t know where Jesus will have Passover.”

				Lily cocked her head at the two retreating women. “They just said they knew.”

				I missed that part. “Then, yes! We will follow them.”

				We both hopped home to tell our mothers what we were doing.

				When I told Mother about what the women said, her eyes widened. “I had no idea he was unpopular. And to be disliked by the rulers . . .”

				“We need to go, Mother, to see what happens,” I said.

				She shook her head. “It’s too long and dangerous a journey for twelve rabbits. Especially during Passover week. Jerusalem will be full of humans celebrating. That always makes them more careless with others’ lives—rabbits and men both.”
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				Disappointed, I knew she was right. “Lily and I will go, then,” I told her. “We’ll be careful.”

				Mother’s eyes filled with worry, but she nuzzled me before I left.
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				Chapter 12 The Last Supper 

				Following the women turned out to be a challenge. They were, after all, human and could walk right into the city. We, however, had to bound from one hiding place to another. Hungry humans spotted us a couple times and chased us. In the pursuit, we lost track of the Marys, but rabbits have a great sense of smell, too, and eventually we found them again.

				When the women finally stopped at a large house, Lily and I sank in exhaustion, our nerves raw. A donkey cart nearly ran me over during the last chase, and Lily nursed cuts on her left hind leg where a cat pounced. I hurt for her as she trembled, struggling to catch her breath, her eyes wide with fear. I wondered if following Jesus was too dangerous. We came so close to dying today.

				I nuzzled close, trying to comfort her. It was hard, because I still fought fear myself. “It will be all right.” She didn’t speak or even look at me. I nuzzled her again. “Jesus is here,” I said. “We’ll be 
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				safe.” At that reminder, her breathing slowed.

				Shortly after the Marys entered the house, a light shone through the window of an upper room. We leaped onto a ledge that overlooked the window and peeked in.

				The room was almost empty except for the ladies and a large table with seating for fourteen or fifteen humans. A large pot sat in the corner. Pots never meant good things for rabbits, but as the best hiding place in this room, we snuck behind it.

				While we hid, the Marys set the table. Soon Jesus and his disciples entered the room, and I felt the nerves roll off my fur like raindrops. Lily, too, seemed more calm.

				The men gathered around the large table, and we watched them eat. Our own stomachs rumbled. Since no grass grew inside the city gates, we hadn’t eaten for hours.

				After the women cleared the supper dishes, Jesus asked the younger Mary to bring him bread and wine. He took the bread, 
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				gave thanks, broke it, and passed it around the table. “This is my body which is given for you: this do in remembrance of me.” Then he took a cup of wine and blessed it too. “This cup is the new testament in my blood, which is shed for you.”

				A shudder passed through me, and I glanced at Lily. “Why is he talking like this?”

				Lily’s eyes glistened with tears. She nuzzled against me.

				The peace I usually felt around Jesus vanished. Instead, fear filled my heart. I sensed something foreboding in his words. The humans shifted uncomfortably in their seats, their faces somber. The air hung heavy in the room.

				Jesus didn’t elaborate. Instead, He stood, took the pot we hid behind and filled it with water. My heart leaped in my throat as we became exposed. Jesus gave us a little smile before he turned away, but no one else noticed us. The disciple’s attention was with Jesus. Lily and I kept still.
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				Jesus washed his apostle’s feet with the water in the pot. Once he finished this task, he regarded the men. “One of you will betray me tonight.”

				Heads shook as the disciples conferred among themselves, giving each other loaded glances. The man called Judas squirmed under Jesus’ gaze, and then he rose and left. All eyes followed him, but when Peter rose, Jesus told him to sit. “You need not stop him, Peter.”

				Lily shuddered. “I’m afraid this is going to be a terrible night.”

				I couldn’t speak. A hot lump grew in my throat.

				Jesus gathered the apostles around him. “Love one another; as I have loved you. By this shall all men know that ye are my disciples.” Just like that, the peace returned. This was the Jesus I knew.

				Lily tugged on my ear until she had my attention. “Can you imagine a world where everybody loved each other as Jesus 
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				loves us?” She glowed at the thought, and my heart flipped in my chest. She was perfect, in every way.

				The group quietly sang a beautiful song. Afterward, Jesus dismissed the men except for Peter, James, and John. He invited them to come with him to the Garden of Gethsemane.

				Our garden! I smiled at Lily. “Let’s hurry home, so we can tell our families he is coming.”

				Lily shook her head, and the brightness was gone. “I have a feeling this is not something we should wake everyone for.”

				At that moment, Jesus focused across the room, right into our eyes. “Lily is right. Please let the others sleep.” He smiled at us, but something in his expression unsettled me.
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				Chapter 13 The Garden of Gethsemane 

				We followed the men to the garden. A somberness settled over Jesus, a heaviness that set my nerves on edge. He found a spot more secluded than others and asked Peter, James, and John to pray while he moved farther into the garden.

				Lily and I followed Jesus and watched as he knelt to pray. Lily bumped me and pointed at Peter, James, and John. Unbelievably, they were nodding off.

				Jesus moaned, drawing our attention to his tense body and uneven breathing. I couldn’t understand it. There was no one else in the garden except his friends. What was hurting him?

				“O my Father, if it be possible,” he whispered, “let this cup pass from me: nevertheless not as I will, but as thou wilt.”

				Tears stung my eyes. Jesus needed help! I scurried toward him, 
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				but Jesus looked up and saw that Peter, James, and John slept. He rose and walked over to them, gently shaking them awake and asking them again to pray.

				Jesus passed as he walked back into the garden. He shook his head at me, his lips pressed together in a straight line. I had to obey and sank back into the grass.

				Kneeling once again, Jesus bowed his head. His body bent, the trembling renewed. His strained voice cried, “O my Father, if this cup may not pass away from me, except I drink it, thy will be done.” He began to gasp for breath.

				I couldn’t move or tear my eyes away. I could barely see him through the wetness running down my cheeks. Seeing Jesus suffer hurt me in a way I didn’t know possible. My whole body ached for him. At some point Lily sat beside me, and I leaned into her for support. I became aware of her sobs, her face wet with tears.

				The scene repeated—waking the disciples, praying for 
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				deliverance, and suffering when deliverance did not come. Jesus hunched into the grass as if the weight of the world crushed him. In the moonlight, his face and hands reddened as great drops of blood trickled to the ground. His fight for breath became rapid, shallow, and coarse. Lily sank to the ground, and I couldn’t hold myself up either. I didn’t want to watch anymore, but I couldn’t leave Jesus.

				Suddenly, an angel appeared and laid his hands on Jesus, staying with him as he continued to tremble and groan. A different sob caught in my throat—Jesus did have help.

				Just when I thought He couldn’t take any more pain, Jesus’ suffering eased. His body quieted, his breathing free. At last he struggled to his feet. He stumbled to the stream and washed the blood away. The angel left.

				After washing, he gazed at Lily and me. Leaning against a tree for support, he weakly spoke. “Thank you for being with me. I suffer for the sins and sorrows of the world, that all may find peace in me.” He then turned and walked toward his disciples to wake them yet again.
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				As the three rose, a large group of men approached. Swords glinted in the light of their torches, and some men carried staves. No one smiled. My heart leaped in my throat. I nipped Lily, and we scurried behind the closest tree.

				Judas led the group toward Jesus, leaned forward, and kissed him on the cheek. Then the men grabbed Jesus. He sagged into them.

				No, I thought.

				Without warning, the human Peter raised his sword and cut off the ear of one of the captors holding Jesus. The man screamed and crumpled to the ground, holding his head. Peter lifted his sword to strike another man.

				Jesus threw out his arm to stop Peter. “Put up thy sword: the cup which my Father hath given me, shall I not drink it?”

				A cold shiver ran through me. Was Jesus not going to fight these men?
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				Then Jesus tenderly touched the injured side of the man’s head. As he did so, he fixed his eyes on Peter, James, and John and gestured with his chin for them to disappear into the garden. They hesitated, and he glared at them, his mouth a tight line. That was enough. They evaporated into the night, the mob distracted by the screams of the injured man.

				The man stopped screaming, and Jesus let go of him. He brought his hand away from his head, revealing a new ear. The group jumped back with astonishment in their eyes, then slowly backed away, swords drawn.

				One of the leaders tried to show some bravado. “You are coming to Jerusalem with us,” he said with a high nervous voice.

				“Bind his hands,” said another.

				The men shifted on their feet and stared at each other. Jesus bowed his head. The gesture gave the group courage. Five of them leaped forward to hold Jesus and tie his hands. Jesus winced as they pulled the ropes hard. The men pushed him out of 
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				the garden and down the road toward Jerusalem.

				I looked at Lily, her eyes wide. “We need to follow him,” she said.

				I nodded, and we set off toward the road.
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				Chapter 14 The Chief Priests and Pilate 

				The men moved much faster than us, and it took Lily and me all night to find Jesus. Nearing daylight, people thronged Jerusalem but not for celebration. In their yelling and screaming, I knew none of them would hesitate to hurt or kill us. One human chased us with a knife, but we lost him by hiding behind baskets.

				We finally found Jesus at the palace of Pilate. A large crowd gathered in the courtyard, and Pilate spoke to them. Jesus stood bound beside him.

				“I find no fault in this man,” Pilate said. “You have a custom that I release one of your criminals to you during Passover. Should I release this man, your King of the Jews?”

				The crowd yelled, “No! Free Barabbas, the robber.”

				Then Pilate said to his soldiers, “Scourge him, and then bring 
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				him back to me.”

				The soldiers took Jesus and tore his clothes off. They tied him to a post and whipped him with a terrible whip. It had sharp pieces of glass and stone that tore at Jesus’s skin with each stroke. His torturers laughed at the sight. Lily turned her head, tears streaming down her cheeks. My empty stomach heaved at the sight.

				Jesus sank to the ground as his captors freed him from the post. His shoulders trembled as he tried and failed to lift himself. He groaned as the soldiers forced a crown of thorns onto his head. They placed a purple robe across his shoulders, lifted him, and marched him back.

				Pilate presented him to the group. “Behold, your King of the Jews!”

				The people and chief priests yelled, “Crucify him!”

				Pilate responded, “You crucify him, for I find no fault in him.”
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				The leaders responded. “It is Passover, and we may not shed blood today. But we have a law, and by our law he ought to die. We held his trial last night, and he made himself the Son of God. That’s blasphemy!”

				I glanced at Lily. “He is the Son of God.”

				She nodded. “The priests are afraid he will take their positions of power.”

				Then the chief priest quieted the crowd and spoke to Pilate. “He calls himself the King of the Jews. We have no other king but Caesar. If you let him go, you are not Caesar’s friend.”

				Pilate paled at this. I knew he worked for Caesar. Through narrowed eyes, Pilate peered from Jesus to the mob. “I am innocent of the blood of this just person.” He washed his hands and gave Jesus to the soldiers.

				Lily glanced at me with tears in her eyes as the crowd 
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				followed the soldiers out of the city. “I can’t watch anymore.”

				I nuzzled her.

				Suddenly, the flash of a spear streaked by us. I leaped away, from instinct, and didn’t stop until I reached a safe spot behind a crate. I looked to the left and right, expecting to see Lily beside me. She wasn’t there. Frantically, I searched for her, not realizing what happened until a human marched away, pumping his spear into the air, Lily’s lifeless body impaled on it.

				Sobs shuddered through my whole body, and I sank to the ground.
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				Chapter 15 The Crucifixion 

				I lay motionless for a long time, unable to make myself move. The crowd passed by in a blur. Once they were gone, terrible sounds floated from the hill; the screams of men, the chink of hammer against nails, the shouted directions of men as they heaved heavy objects into place.

				It wasn’t until the lightning and thunder started that I tore my eyes away from the spot where Lily last huddled beside me and limped my way up the hill. The street stood deserted, but I hopped from one hiding place to another, shaking from the memory of the spear that ended Lily’s life. Tears blinded me. I went by smell and by the desire to be near Jesus. I needed Lily. I needed peace. I needed comfort.

				I’d heard of crucifixions, but I’d never seen one before. As the sight met my eyes, bile rose in my throat.
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				Jesus hung from a wooden cross, suspended from his hands and feet by large nails. On top of his cross, a sign read, “Jesus Of Nazareth The King Of The Jews.” He still wore the crown of thorns. His head drooped, and his chest rose and fell with shallow gasps. Two men hung on either side of him.

				One of the crucified men taunted Jesus. “If thou be Christ, save thyself and us.”

				The other criminal defended Jesus. “This man hath done nothing amiss.” He turned to Jesus. “Lord, remember me when thou comest into thy kingdom.”

				Jesus lifted his head to look at the man. “Today shalt thou be with me in paradise.”

				Jesus’ words brought me up short, and the familiar peace blossomed in my heart. Would Lily be with him in paradise also? Jesus knew her. Jesus loved her. He wouldn’t leave her behind.

				The high priest yelled out, “Let Christ the King of Israel descend 
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				now from the cross, that we may see and believe.”

				I, too, willed Jesus to free himself. But he didn’t. Instead, he gazed down on the women who cried nearby and spoke a few soft words to the older Mary.

				The air chilled, the sky filled with dark, looming clouds, and rain started pelting us.

				Jesus looked to the sky. “My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?”

				I listened for the voice from the mount, but I heard nothing. The sky only yielded tears. Time passed slowly, marked by the agony of the three suspended men.

				Finally, Jesus looked to the heavens one last time. “Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit.”

				Then Jesus’ body went limp. The earth quaked, and lightning danced around us on the hill. The thunder shook me to the core. 
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				Humans cried out in fear and grief. Many fled the hillside. Jesus’ followers and the soldiers stayed and braced themselves. I hunkered down as the storm raged.

				Eventually, as the storm moved on, a soldier reached up with his spear and stabbed Jesus in the side. Water and blood poured from the hole in his side. Jesus had died, and there was nothing I or any of his followers could do about it.

				Utterly exhausted and filled with despair, I laid there on the hill under a bush. My beautiful Lily and now Jesus were both dead. I never felt so alone, so wasted, so hollow. Grief welled inside me. I squealed long and loud into the dying storm. I didn’t care if a human heard me. It didn’t matter anymore.
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				Chapter 16 The Tomb

				After what seemed like hours, some people came up the hill and joined the small group of Jesus’ followers. One handed the soldiers a message and asked for the body of Jesus. The soldiers let them retrieve it. Several women wrapped Jesus in linens, and the men carried him off. Two soldiers followed closely. My paws and head hurt as I rose to follow them too.

				We eventually arrived at a small cave with a large round stone in front of it. The humans called this cave a tomb. The men placed the body of Jesus in the tomb, and the women washed and wrapped it in clean linens. After they were done, four men pushed with all of their might to roll the large stone in front of the grave’s opening, sealing it shut. The two soldiers stood guard in front of the cave as the others left.

				Why they would stay to guard Jesus’ body, I didn’t understand. Did they think he would try to get out of the tomb? Or that 
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				someone else could come and roll that stone away and steal his body? That one seemed more likely . . . but why would anyone go to that trouble?

				Jesus’ followers walked away. No friend stayed behind. I resolved to stay, watching the soldiers until I fell asleep under a bush.

				When I woke, my body still drained of energy, I nibbled, halfheartedly, on some grass. Then my ears picked up a noise behind me. The memory of the spear set my heart racing, and I spun around to see what was coming.

				My brother Ezra bowled into me. “Mother heard about Jesus. She sent us to find you, to see if you were alright.”

				“How did you know to find me here?” I asked.

				Ezra shrugged. “I heard that Jesus was buried here and knew you’d follow wherever he went.” He glanced around. “Where’s Lily?”
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				I blinked hard and took a deep breath, forcing the tears back. My throat tightened, and all I could do was shake my head.

				Ezra’s face fell. “I’m sorry, Peter.”

				I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Go tell Mother I am safe and that I’m going to stay here for a while.”

				Ezra cocked his head and asked, “Why?”

				I shook my head. “I don’t know. I just can’t leave him yet.”

				Ezra nodded slowly and then was gone. I settled in to watch the tomb and wait . . . for what, I did not know.
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				Chapter 17 The Resurrection of Jesus

				Early the next morning, a bright light awoke me. An angel dressed in white stood near the tomb. He pushed the large stone away from the entrance all by himself. The soldiers cried out and fell speechless to the ground.

				Then Jesus—yes, Jesus—stepped out from the grave.

				My heart leaped, and I rubbed my eyes to make sure this wasn’t some wonderful dream. He was alive! And not only alive, but clean and whole and unhurt again. He stood there for a moment, gathering in the world around him. Only peace and . . . something majestic showed on his face.

				He looked at the unresponsive soldiers and then crossed over to where I sat on my hind legs, dumbfounded. Lowering to one knee in front of me, he fixed his kind eyes on mine. “Peter, thank you for staying with me. These last few days have been hard 
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				for you. But I live again, and so will Lily . . . and you. Today I overcome death and sin for the world.”

				I remembered Mother’s words. He did it! Tears of happiness stung my eyes. A warm feeling, full of love, surged through my body. I knew what he said was true! Jesus, God’s son, had overcome death and sin for each of us.

				Jesus reached out and touched my paw. “Peter, you are a faithful friend, and you shall have every blessing you desire. That is the quality of your heart. I have a mission for you now. You must witness to the world that all can find peace, happiness, and eternal life through me.”

				Our eyes met. Love swelled in my chest—joy, hope for a better world, gratitude for what he did for me and my Lily. With all this, a desire—a need—to share. “Thank you, Jesus, for this special mission, but I am a cottontail rabbit. How should I do it?”

				Jesus smiled. “You will find a way, and I will help you when the time is right. My Spirit will be with you to comfort you, to 
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				lead and guide you, in the way you should go. Now, gather your family to the mount.”

				I blinked, and Jesus was gone. But that familiar peace remained with me.

				With new energy, I took off to find my family.
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				Chapter 18 The Risen Lord

				I hopped as fast as I could to the garden where my family soon surrounded me. “We don’t have much time,” I said. “Jesus is alive! If you want to see him again, come to the mount.”

				Mother led the way as we charged up the side of the mount. Near the top, we saw Jesus’ disciples also gathering together. In a safe spot under a large tree, we waited for Jesus to arrive.

				After a few more disciples joined the group, Jesus appeared. His broad smile radiated love. “All power is given unto me in heaven and in earth. Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost: Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded you: and, lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.”
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				I glanced around at my family. My heart ached for Lily, but I knew we would be together again.

				Jesus then lifted his hands in farewell and rose into heaven. We watched until he vanished into the clouds.
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				Chapter 19 Easter Eggs 

				For the next several months, humans told of Jesus appearing to others. We heard stories of Jesus’ believers being persecuted for following Him even after He’d gone. We also learned that Peter and the other disciples continued to heal the sick and spread Jesus’ teachings.

				Over those months, we tried to figure out how to testify of Jesus. The one-year anniversary of His resurrection approached, and I still had no idea how I should witness to the world.

				One morning, as my family and I ate our breakfast of grass, a chicken walked over, laid an egg in the middle of our nest and walked off. I looked at Mother. “What is she thinking?”

				“It doesn’t appear she wants it,” Mother said, following the chicken with her eyes.

				I picked up the egg and followed the hen across the garden. She 
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				settled next to her nest underneath a bush. Why is she next to her nest full of eggs and not on it? I wondered. As I pondered this, the most amazing thing happened. A small chick struggled from one of the eggs. The empty shell fell away.

				A vision of Christ emerging from the tomb filled my mind. The egg was like the tomb, and the tiny chick exited it—alive—just like Jesus had.

				I knew humans used eggs. An idea formed, and my heart exploded with excitement. Jesus sent the chicken to help me. With the egg hugged to my chest, I bounced over to share the plan with my family. I didn’t know how we would get the eggs needed, but together we prayed for an answer.

				Miraculously, over the next several days, more and more chickens came to the garden, laid eggs, and walked off. This was the answer. My family and I gathered them into a huge pile—hundreds of eggs. I knew what to do now. Jesus gave us a way to share His message.
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				The night before the anniversary of Jesus’ resurrection, we placed the eggs around the city, in odd spots where chickens don’t usually leave their eggs. We saw humans, but they didn’t see us. By the time morning came, we were spent and climbed into the nest. I slept all day and night.

				The next morning, I awoke to the sound of humans talking in the garden. The word “eggs” caught my ear, and I hopped over to hear what they said. Two women walked together. “. . . eggs all over Jerusalem yesterday morning!” said one.

				“It was strange,” the other replied. “Especially strange because it’s the anniversary of Jesus’ resurrection. Do you think there’s a connection?”

				Although they walked toward me, they couldn’t see me. I yearned to tell them the connection. With a little prayer in my heart, my eyes fixed on one of the women, trying to make contact with hers. I relayed the message: “The egg symbolizes Jesus’ victory over the grave.” Over and over and over again, I repeated the message, willing her to receive it. If she was a follower of 
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				Jesus, it might be possible. Mental telepathy.

				Finally, she turned to the other woman. “Do you think the egg represents the tomb and Jesus leaving it alive?”

				I wanted to leap in the air. But these were still humans, so I stayed still. My heart warmed as the women continued past me, talking about the miracle of Jesus’ resurrection.
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				Epilogue

				Word of the eggs, the empty tomb, and Jesus’ resurrection spread. We finished our second year of delivering eggs, and Jerusalem is abuzz with the message that Jesus lives. Many of my brothers and sisters have their own kits now, and they are raising them to be witnesses for Jesus also.

				This year, humans started calling the anniversary of Jesus’ resurrection “Easter”. His followers caught on to the egg idea and now pass out additional eggs to members of their family. Some decorate their eggs to remind them of the beauty of Jesus’ wonderful gifts to us.

				Humans started another tradition this year of gathering beautiful pink and white flowers called lilies to decorate for Easter. They call this beautiful flower an Easter Lily. I think that is the perfect tribute to my beautiful Lily. Soon, thanks to Jesus, I will see her again!
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				Peter, a cottontail rabbit, finds a true friend in a man named Jesus. From his garden called Gethsemane, Peter learns who Jesus really is and the purpose for His mission on earth.
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