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EASTER STORIES 
By Auntie Winnie
 
THE VERY BRAVE ROOSTER
I ‘M A ROOSTER. 
But not just any rooster. I don’t live on a farm, like other roosters; I live in the city.
But not just any city. I live in Jerusalem, the Holy City; that’s where I do my job. But it’s not just any job. The job God gave me is to get His people up and going every morning. 
“Errr-ka-errr-ka-errrrr!” I crow, which in rooster language means,
“WAKE UP, GOD’S PEOPLE! 
THE DARKNESS IS ENDING, THE DAYLIGHT IS NEAR!”
 
I’ve done my job every day since I was a new rooster — well, almost every day. Let me tell you about the time I didn’t do it.
 
It was a holiday week — the Passover holiday. Jerusalem was crowded with people who had come to celebrate. One of those visitors was a Man who stirred up the whole city.
His name was Jesus.
 
On the day Jesus first rode in, people rushed out to meet Him, shouting and waving tree branches. The crowd was so big I almost got trampled — but I wasn’t afraid. I smelled something wonderful. Mmhmm! Honeysuckle! with sweet nectar in the flower that I just love. But when I traced the scent I found that it came from Jesus’ toes. 
 
Jesus had some friends who stayed close by Him. One of them especially caught my eye — a man called Peter. He stood straight and tall beside Jesus, proud to be one of His best friends. Peter looked like a brave man. I liked him.
 
They could smell the perfume too. I heard one of them, they called him Judas, say, “What a waste! Imagine Mary dumping that whole bottle of perfume on Jesus’ head and feet last night at supper! We could have sold it and had enough money to feed the poor for weeks!”
 
“Don’t be silly”, said Peter. “If Jesus wants he can pray for bread to feed the poor. He said Mary did it for his burial. It is a little early if he is setting up his kingdom now, but still a nice thing to do.” I thought so too.
 
The next day Jesus threw some money-changers out of the Temple. He called them robbers, and turned over their tables. It was all very loud, but I wasn’t frightened.
 
The next day Jesus made some of the leaders angry, because He told the truth about the bad things they did. They looked mean, but they didn’t scare me.
 
I SAW Jesus’ friends listen to Jesus and obey Him and help Him. They called Him “Lord.” Once, when they were throwing me kernels of grain, I heard Jesus tell them, “In a few days, some people will put Me on a cross to die.”  But His friends didn’t seem to believe it. Well it seemed strange to me too. Only criminals, thieves, murderers and the like were killed on crosses. Anyone could tell, from looking at Jesus, and listening to him he was no criminal! Peter told Jesus he would never let it happen.  “Yes,” I told myself, “That Peter will never be afraid!”  I thought, “He was brave, like me.”
 
I liked following Jesus and his friends around. His friends talked a lot about the kingdom Jesus was setting up. “Yep, we are going to finally be free of the Romans”, they said. “And when Jesus sets up his kingdom we will probably be pretty important.” They even argued a bit about who would be the boss of the rest of them. I thought it should be Peter. He seemed a good organizer and very close to Jesus. 
 
But I noticed Jesus wasn’t real impressed with their arguing. In fact, he seemed sad a lot of the time. If he was going to have a kingdom, that would make him a king. I wondered where he would be king. Jerusalem already had King Herod.  Peter was the only one of Jesus’ friends who looked like he’d be of much use if they had to fight for this kingdom they were talking about. But Jesus called it the Kingdom of God, so maybe it wouldn’t be here after all.
 
“Where are we going to prepare the Passover?” they asked him. Now that I knew about. Every year it is one of the biggest celebrations in Jerusalem. People killed lambs, and the high priest went behind the big thick curtain in the temple and took blood for them all so God would forgive their sins. I didn’t think Jesus would have any sins to forgive. Why would he need to kill a lamb?
 
 
THE ROOSTER CROWS TWICE
On the last night of the Passover week, the sky was lit by a full moon. I went strutting through the bright streets to check on my city. I saw people everywhere staying up late. They should have been inside eating their Passover meal. At least they didn’t have to worry about the angel of death passing through the streets, like in Egypt at the first Passover. Lots of them still marked their doors with blood the way Moses taught them years ago.
 
Jesus and his friends had gone to a room upstairs for their Passover dinner long ago, and I couldn’t get up to the windows. I pecked at a few toes, to remind people to get to bed. They needed their rest—so they could be strong the next day, and do the jobs God gave them to do.  After all, who knows what will happen tomorrow? 
I stepped outside the city walls to a garden where olive trees grew. On other moonlit nights I’d often found olives there on the ground — my favorite bedtime snack. Tonight, under the trees, I found Peter and a few others sleeping.
 
Then I heard a strange noise —but I wasn’t afraid. I turned and saw Jesus on the ground, yet He wasn’t sleeping. In the moonlight I saw His face covered with sweat. He was praying.
 
I heard Him say, “I’m full of sadness, Father. And the sadness is so heavy!  But Father, whatever You want to happen, let it happen.”
 
I watched Him for a while. Then I got sleepy, and I took a nap right there.
 
THE SOUND of fast and heavy footsteps woke me up. Won’t this city ever get quiet tonight? I wondered. A group of men had entered the garden — some leaders and Temple soldiers. I was surprised to see Jesus’ friend Judas with the soldiers. He was sort of hiding his face like he was afraid. They all had cranky faces, and the soldiers carried swords and clubs. Peter at first tried to fight them, but then he slipped off. The soldiers grabbed Jesus and led Him away.
 
Jesus needed help! I followed Him back through the gate and into the city. One of the soldiers tried to kick me out of the way. But he didn’t scare me. We entered a courtyard lit by torches. Lots of people were there— more soldiers and leaders and servants and others. They tried to shoo me away, but I wasn’t afraid of them. I wondered where all of Jesus’ friends were, now that He needed their help more than ever.
 
Were they frightened?
 
I saw Peter sneaking into the courtyard. I flapped my wings to say hello, but he held his hands in front of his face. He was acting like he was afraid!
 
People in the courtyard asked Peter if he had been with Jesus. But Peter answered, “No!” He said he was absolutely, positively, certain without a doubt, that he didn’t even know Jesus.
 
I could hardly believe my ears! Peter was so afraid that he didn’t tell the truth! And he didn’t do it just once — I heard him do it three times! After the third time, I decided to crow. The night was nearly over, and daytime was coming. In the morning light, I thought, maybe Jesus’ friends would stop being afraid to help him.
 
I let out my loudest crow: “Errr-ka-errr-ka-ERRRRR!”
Then I did it again: “ERRR-KA-ERRR-KA- ERRRRR! 
 
WAKE UP, GOD’S PEOPLE! 
THE DARKNESS IS ENDING, THE DAYLIGHT IS NEAR!”
 
I was about to crow a third time, but through the doorway I saw Jesus again. The soldiers were taking Him to another room. As He passed the doorway, Jesus turned His head. For just a moment. He looked straight into Peter’s face. Then the soldiers shoved Jesus away. Peter turned and walked out. I wondered where he would go.
 
I hopped on the wall, and looked. I saw Peter slumped over in the street, crying harder than I’ve ever seen a man cry. 
 
 
ONE SCARED ROOSTER! 
“ERRR-KA-ERRR-KA- ERRRRR! 
WAKE UP, GOD’S PEOPLE! 
THE DARKNESS IS ENDING, THE DAYLIGHT IS NEAR!”
 
Soon the sun came up, and people were awake and out. But no one came to help Jesus.
I followed along as the soldiers and leaders took Jesus to different places in the city. They slapped Him, and beat Him with their fists. They whipped Him, and spit on Him. And they laughed at Him. They put a twisted wreath of long thorns on his head and pressed it down. They put a dirty purple robe on him and bowed to him calling him “King of the Jews.”
 
Even the crowds of people who had cheered for Jesus a few days earlier were now screaming that they wanted Him killed. “Crucify him! Crucify him!” they shouted. On a cross, just like Jesus had said. I didn’t like the sound of that. Not one bit! Yet Jesus didn’t scream back. He didn’t hit back. He didn’t yell at them or tell them to stop.
 
I think Pilate the governor wanted to help, because he brought out a REALLY bad criminal and asked which one should go free for the Passover feast, Jesus or Barabas. The priests got everyone to holler for Barabas. Pilate got disgusted and washed his hands of the whole business, but he didn’t free Jesus.
 
Some soldiers made Jesus carry a heavy crossbeam made of wood. At the top of a hill outside the city, they laid Jesus on the cross. Then the soldiers nailed Jesus’ hands and feet to the wood.
 
When I tried to get closer, they threw a hammer at me. But I wasn’t afraid of them. I’m sticking by Jesus, I told myself, no matter what!
 
I noticed that one of the other friends of Jesus was there, John was his name. Jesus talked to him from the cross once, and told him to look after his mother. But Peter wasn’t there, or any other friends of Jesus.
SUDDENLY — in the middle of the day —the sky got as dark as night. But there was no moon. There were no stars.
What’s this? I wondered. It’s not time to get dark! Didn’t I crow this morning? And whenever I crow, don’t we ALWAYS have a FULL day of daylight? Something was terribly wrong, and terribly scary. My skinny rooster-legs started shaking.
 
The darkness got darker and darker and darker. Finally, I heard Jesus let out an awful cry...and then He was silent. I knew that He had died.
At that very moment the ground started shaking — HARD! I scampered down the hill.
“I’m afraid! I’m afraid!” I squawked. I found some rocks for a hiding place. I slumped down behind them, and told myself I would never ever come out, and never ever make another sound. I’ll never crow again!” I said. “NEVER!”
 
It finally did get light again, sort of, but I could tell it wasn’t proper morning light. Toward evening two men came carrying Jesus’ body and they took him into a cave just across from my hiding place. I heard them talking and I could smell that same delicious honeysuckle perfume and strong spices. A couple of the ladies who had been by the cross came and looked into the cave and went away crying and talking about perfume. I didn’t stir one inch from my rocks. No sir-ee!
 
From my hiding place I saw daylight come and daylight go; but I stayed as quiet and still as the rocks.
 
I was one scared rooster.
 
The next day a couple of temple priests came with some soldiers. They put a big rock in front of the cave mouth and stretched ropes across and sealed them with wax. Two of them stayed after the rest left. “Make sure he stays in there”, I heard one of the priests say to them. “That trickster said he would rise again the third day. Well we know no one can do that, but make sure his disciples don’t come and steal his body away. We want to be sure we are rid of him for good!”
 
I guess those soldiers figured they had a pretty easy job. They built themselves a fire and sat there, roasting corn, frying meat, and playing cards. I don’t suppose they had much to fear from Jesus friends, not with all of them behaving like scared kids. Come to that, I didn’t blame them one bit. Things were terribly wrong. With Jesus dead I couldn’t see much point myself in announcing each new day.
 
 
BEST NEWS OF ALL!
I was still there, silent and scared, when early on the morning of the third day — well before sunup— a blinding light flashed all around me, brighter than the sun. I rushed out, ready to run again. But then I saw JESUS coming out of the cave! He wasn’t dead anymore; He was ALIVE!
 
Yes ! I saw Him — and I knew I should never be afraid again. What a morning! I fluttered back to the city, and crowed my biggest crow:
 
“ERRR-KA- ERRR-KA - ERRRRRRRR!
WAKE UP, GOD’S PEOPLE!
THE DARKNESS HAS ENDED, THE DAYLIGHT IS HERE!”
 
Now I really had something to crow about — and I’ll never miss a morning again!
 
I thought about Jesus’ friends after a while, the women and Peter and John and the others. Did they know yet that Jesus wasn’t lying dead in the cave? And the priests? What would they do to the soldiers who were lying there like dead men last I saw them? I remembered I had passed the women going toward the garden with bags of good smelling spices. They had been discussing how to move the big stone.
 
I scurried back out to the garden and the cave – not to hide in the rocks. Oh no! I had to figure out how to get people to go look in the cave and find out Jesus was not there. I wondered where he had gone.
 
When I got there the first person I saw was Jesus. He was comforting Mary. I gathered she had thought he was the gardener who might have moved Jesus’ body. I guess she was crying so hard she couldn’t see straight. As soon as she heard his voice she dried her tears. And then she started crying all over again because she was so happy to see him alive. Well, I guess women are that way. Jesus told her to go tell the rest of the disciples, and Peter, that she had seen Jesus. And that he was going to meet them in Galilee. Well, that’s too far for me to go, but I thought I would just sit there a little longer with Jesus. I was glad Jesus had mentioned Peter’s name especially. Peter might feel shy to meet Jesus again after swearing he didn’t even know him. I was sure Jesus understood. After all, hadn’t I got scared and run away too?
 
Pretty soon I heard some running footsteps. I waited to see who it was and what they’d do when they saw Jesus. It was Peter and John racing to the cave, and John got there first. But where was Jesus? He had disappeared again. John stopped and looked around, but Peter rushed straight into the cave, and then he came out again shaking his head. “Come and see,” he said, and John and I went right in after him. I could smell again all the spices and perfume I had noticed when I was cowering behind my rocks while the men buried Jesus. There was the big white cloth they had wrapped around Jesus lying on the stone bench in the side of the cave. A smaller piece of cloth was all folded neatly up by itself. 
 
The two men went outside again discussing the matter. “It’s got to be true, Peter. He folded up the burial cloth because he didn’t need it anymore. He rose, just like he said so many times that he would. But because we didn’t want to believe he would die, we never listened. How we must have disappointed him.”
 
“You never denied him like I did John. I wonder where he is. I just want to tell him I am so sorry.”
 
“Well, the women said we’d see him in Galilee. Let’s go tell the rest of the disciples and all go to Galilee.”
 
“Great idea. I would love to get in my boat and go fishing again.”
“Remember you fish for men now Peter. What a story we have to tell everyone. Now it makes sense that Jesus can give us eternal life. If he died and rose again, it means he has the power to raise us up. I am beginning to understand a lot of what Jesus said now.” 
 
I really wanted to go to Galilee to see Jesus again. But the Lord gave me a job to do. I am never going to miss a morning again. In fact, on such a special morning I think I’ll go back to the city and crow some more.
 
ERRR-KA-ERRR-KA- ERRRRR!
WAKE UP, GOD’S PEOPLE! THE DARKNESS IS ENDING, 
THE DAYLIGHT IS HERE!”
So that is the story of the very first Easter. And now kids, whenever you hear the rooster crowing to tell us to wake up! The daylight is here; it will remind you of the very best news of all. Jesus is alive! And if we believe in him, he’ll give us eternal life with God too. 
 
This story was recorded in four segments for Victory Radio in South Africa by my sister, Winnie, when she was a missionary there. She uses the voice of a rooster to tell the story. The rooster is at first fearless until Jesus dies and is buried. After Jesus rises from the dead and lives again he becomes bold and will never miss crowing again saying:
WAKE UP, GOD’S PEOPLE! 
THE DARKNESS HAS ENDED, THE DAYLIGHT IS HERE!”
Visit paulsparables.com for the podcasts – Paul Brown
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