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Looking at literature through a Biblical lens

o LIFE IS SHORT. ETERNITY IS FOREVER.
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2 Corinthians 4:18 TLB So we do not look at what we can see right now, the troubles
all around us, but we look forward to the joys in heaven which we have not yet seen.
The troubles will soon be over, but the joys to come will last forever.



THE VELVETEEN RABBIT

HERE was once a velveteen rabbit, and in the beginning he was really splendid. He was fat
and bunchy, as a rabbit should be; his coat was spotted brown and white, he had real thread whiskers, and his
ears were lined with pink sateen. On Christmas morning, when he sat wedged in the top of the Boy's stocking,
with a sprig of holly between his paws, the effect was charming.



There were other things in the stocking, nuts and oranges and a toy engine, and chocolate almonds and a
clockwork mouse, but the Rabbit was quite the best of all. For at least two hours the Boy loved him, and then
Aunts and Uncles came to dinner, and there was a great rustling of tissue paper and unwrapping of parcels,
and in the excitement of looking at all the new presents the Velveteen Rabbit was forgotten.

Christmas Morning

For a long time he lived in the toy cupboard or on the nursery floor, and no one thought very much about him.
He was naturally shy, and being only made of velveteen, some of the more expensive toys quite snubbed him.
The mechanical toys were very superior, and looked down upon everyone else; they were full of modern ideas,
and pretended they were real. The model boat, who had lived through two seasons and lost most of his paint,
caught the tone from them and never missed an opportunity of referring to his rigging in technical terms. The
Rabbit could not claim to be a model of anything, for he didn't know that real rabbits existed; he thought they
were all stuffed with sawdust like himself, and he understood that sawdust was quite out-of-date and should
never be mentioned in modern circles. Even Timothy, the jointed wooden lion, who was made by the disabled
soldiers, and should have had broader views, put on airs and pretended he was connected with the
Government. Between them all the poor little Rabbit was made to feel himself very insignificant and
commonplace, and the only person who was kind to him at all was the Skin Horse.

The Skin Horse had lived longer in the nursery than any of the others. He was so old that his brown coat was
bald in patches and showed the seams underneath, and most of the hairs in his tail had been pulled out to
string bead necklaces. He was wise, for he had seen a long succession of mechanical toys arrive to boast and
swagger, and by-and-by break their mainsprings and pass away, and he knew that they were only toys, and
would never turn into anything else. For nursery magic is very strange and wonderful, and only those
playthings that are old and wise and experienced like the Skin Horse understand all about it.

"What is REAL?" asked the Rabbit one day, when they were lying side by side near the nursery fender, before
Nana came to tidy the room. "Does it mean having things that buzz inside you and a stick-out handle?"



"Real isn't how you are made," said the Skin Horse. "It's a thing that happens to you. When a child loves you
for a long, long time, not just to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become Real."

"Does it hurt?" asked the Rabbit.
"Sometimes," said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. "When you are Real you don't mind being hurt."
"Does it happen all at once, like being wound up," he asked, "or bit by bit?"

"l suppose you are real?" said the Rabbit. And then he wished he had not said it, for he thought the Skin Horse
might be sensitive. But the Skin Horse only smiled.
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The Skin Horse Tells His Story

"It doesn't happen all at once," said the Skin Horse. "You become. It takes a long time. That's why it doesn't
happen often to people who break easily, or have sharp edges, or who have to be carefully kept. Generally, by
the time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved off, and your eyes drop out and you get loose in the
joints and very shabby. But these things don't matter at all, because once you are Real you can't be ugly,
except to people who don't understand."

"l suppose you are real?" said the Rabbit. And then he wished he had not said it, for he thought the Skin Horse
might be sensitive. But the Skin Horse only smiled.

"The Boy's Uncle made me Real," he said. "That was a great many years ago; but once you are Real you can't
become unreal again. It lasts for always."

The Rabbit sighed. He thought it would be a long time before this magic called Real happened to him. He
longed to become Real, to know what it felt like; and yet the idea of growing shabby and losing his eyes and



whiskers was rather sad. He wished that he could become it without these uncomfortable things happening to
him.

There was a person called Nana who ruled the nursery. Sometimes she took no notice of the playthings lying
about, and sometimes, for no reason whatever, she went swooping about like a great wind and hustled them
away in cupboards. She called this "tidying up," and the playthings all hated it, especially the tin ones. The
Rabbit didn't mind it so much, for wherever he was thrown he came down soft.

One evening, when the Boy was going to bed, he couldn't find the china dog that always slept with him. Nana
was in a hurry, and it was too much trouble to hunt for china dogs at bedtime, so she simply looked about her,
and seeing that the toy cupboard door stood open, she made a swoop.

"Here," she said, "take your old Bunny! He'll do to sleep with you!" And she dragged the Rabbit out by one ear,
and put him into the Boy's arms.

That night, and for many nights after, the Velveteen Rabbit slept in the Boy's bed. At first he found it rather
uncomfortable, for the Boy hugged him very tight, and sometimes he rolled over on him, and sometimes he
pushed him so far under the pillow that the Rabbit could scarcely breathe. And he missed, too, those long
moonlight hours in the nursery, when all the house was silent, and his talks with the Skin Horse. But very soon
he grew to like it, for the Boy used to talk to him, and made nice tunnels for him under the bedclothes that he
said were like the burrows the real rabbits lived in. And they had splendid games together, in whispers, when
Nana had gone away to her supper and left the night-light burning on the mantelpiece. And when the Boy
dropped off to sleep, the Rabbit would snuggle down close under his little warm chin and dream, with the Boy's
hands clasped close round him all night long.

And so time went on, and the little Rabbit was very happy—so happy that he never noticed how his beautiful
velveteen fur was getting shabbier and shabbier, and his tail becoming unsewn, and all the pink rubbed off his
nose where the Boy had kissed him.

Spring came, and they had long days in the garden, for wherever the Boy went the Rabbit went too. He had
rides in the wheelbarrow, and picnics on the grass, and lovely fairy huts built for him under the raspberry canes
behind the flower border. And once, when the Boy was called away suddenly to go out to tea, the Rabbit was
left out on the lawn until long after dusk, and Nana had to come and look for him with the candle because the
Boy couldn't go to sleep unless he was there. He was wet through with the dew and quite earthy from diving
into the burrows the Boy had made for him in the flower bed, and Nana grumbled as she rubbed him off with a
corner of her apron.



Spring Time

"You must have your old Bunny!" she said. "Fancy all that fuss for a toy!"
The Boy sat up in bed and stretched out his hands.
"Give me my Bunny!" he said. "You mustn't say that. He isn't a toy. He's REAL!"

When the little Rabbit heard that he was happy, for he knew that what the Skin Horse had said was true at last.
The nursery magic had happened to him, and he was a toy no longer. He was Real. The Boy himself had said
it.

That night he was almost too happy to sleep, and so much love stirred in his little sawdust heart that it almost
burst. And into his boot-button eyes, that had long ago lost their polish, there came a look of wisdom and
beauty, so that even Nana noticed it next morning when she picked him up, and said, "l declare if that old
Bunny hasn't got quite a knowing expression!"

That was a wonderful Summer!

Near the house where they lived there was a wood, and in the long June evenings the Boy liked to go there
after tea to play. He took the Velveteen Rabbit with him, and before he wandered off to pick flowers, or play at
brigands among the trees, he always made the Rabbit a little nest somewhere among the bracken, where he
would be quite cosy, for he was a kind-hearted little boy and he liked Bunny to be comfortable. One evening,
while the Rabbit was lying there alone, watching the ants that ran to and fro between his velvet paws in the
grass, he saw two strange beings creep out of the tall bracken near him.



They were rabbits like himself, but quite furry and brand-new. They must have been very well made, for their
seams didn't show at all, and they changed shape in a queer way when they moved; one minute they were
long and thin and the next minute fat and bunchy, instead of always staying the same like he did. Their feet
padded softly on the ground, and they crept quite close to him, twitching their noses, while the Rabbit stared
hard to see which side the clockwork stuck out, for he knew that people who jump generally have something to
wind them up. But he couldn't see it. They were evidently a new kind of rabbit altogether.

Summer Days

They stared at him, and the little Rabbit stared back. And all the time their noses twitched.
"Why don't you get up and play with us?" one of them asked.
"l don't feel like it," said the Rabbit, for he didn't want to explain that he had no clockwork.

"Ho!" said the furry rabbit. "It's as easy as anything," And he gave a big hop sideways and stood on his hind
legs.

"l don't believe you can!" he said.

"l can!" said the little Rabbit. "I can jump higher than anything!" He meant when the Boy threw him, but of
course he didn't want to say so.

"Can you hop on your hind legs?" asked the furry rabbit.

That was a dreadful question, for the Velveteen Rabbit had no hind legs at all!l The back of him was made all in
one piece, like a pincushion. He sat still in the bracken, and hoped that the other rabbits wouldn't notice.



"l don't want to!" he said again.

But the wild rabbits have very sharp eyes. And this one stretched out his neck and looked.

"He hasn't got any hind legs!" he called out. "Fancy a rabbit without any hind legs!" And he began to laugh.

"I have!" cried the little Rabbit. "I have got hind legs! | am sitting on them!"

"Then stretch them out and show me, like this!" said the wild rabbit. And he began to whirl round and dance, till
the little Rabbit got quite dizzy.

"l don't like dancing," he said. "I'd rather sit still!"

But all the while he was longing to dance, for a funny new tickly feeling ran through him, and he felt he would
give anything in the world to be able to jump about like these rabbits did.

The strange rabbit stopped dancing, and came quite close. He came so close this time that his long whiskers
brushed the Velveteen Rabbit's ear, and then he wrinkled his nose suddenly and flattened his ears and jumped
backwards.

"He doesn't smell right!" he exclaimed. "He isn't a rabbit at all! He isn't real!"

"l am Real!" said the little Rabbit. "I am Real! The Boy said so!" And he nearly began to cry.

Just then there was a sound of footsteps, and the Boy ran past near them, and with a stamp of feet and a flash
of white tails the two strange rabbits disappeared.

"Come back and play with me!" called the little Rabbit. "Oh, do come back! | know | am Real!"

But there was no answer, only the little ants ran to and fro, and the bracken swayed gently where the two
strangers had passed. The Velveteen Rabbit was all alone.

"Oh, dear!" he thought. "Why did they run away like that? Why couldn't they stop and talk to me?"

For a long time he lay very still, watching the bracken, and hoping that they would come back. But they never
returned, and presently the sun sank lower and the little white moths fluttered out, and the Boy came and
carried him home.

Weeks passed, and the little Rabbit grew very old and shabby, but the Boy loved him just as much. He loved
him so hard that he loved all his whiskers off, and the pink lining to his ears turned grey, and his brown spots
faded. He even began to lose his shape, and he scarcely looked like a rabbit any more, except to the Boy.

To him he was always beautiful, and that was all that the little Rabbit cared about. He didn't mind how he
looked to other people, because the nursery magic had made him Real, and when you are Real shabbiness
doesn't matter.



And then, one day, the Boy was ill.

His face grew very flushed, and he talked in his sleep, and his little body was so hot that it burned the Rabbit
when he held him close. Strange people came and went in the nursery, and a light burned all night and through
it all the little Velveteen Rabbit lay there, hidden from sight under the bedclothes, and he never stirred, for he
was afraid that if they found him someone might take him away, and he knew that the Boy needed him.

It was a long weary time, for the Boy was too ill to play, and the little Rabbit found it rather dull with nothing to
do all day long. But he snuggled down patiently, and looked forward to the time when the Boy should be well
again, and they would go out in the garden amongst the flowers and the butterflies and play splendid games in
the raspberry thicket like they used to.

All sorts of delightful things he planned, and while the Boy lay half asleep he crept up close to the pillow and
whispered them in his ear. And presently the fever turned, and the Boy got better. He was able to sit up in bed
and look at picture-books, while the little Rabbit cuddled close at his side. And one day, they let him get up and
dress.

It was a bright, sunny morning, and the windows stood wide open. They had carried the Boy out onto the
balcony, wrapped in a shawl, and the little Rabbit lay tangled up among the bedclothes, thinking.

The Boy was going to the seaside tomorrow. Everything was arranged, and now it only remained to carry out
the doctor's orders. They talked about it all, while the little Rabbit lay under the bedclothes, with just his head
peeping out, and listened. The room was to be disinfected, and all the books and toys that the Boy had played
with in bed must be burnt.

"Hurrah!" thought the little Rabbit. "Tomorrow we shall go to the seaside!" For the boy had often talked of the
seaside, and he wanted very much to see the big waves coming in, and the tiny crabs, and the sand castles.

Just then Nana caught sight of him.
"How about his old Bunny?" she asked.

"That?" said the doctor. "Why, it's a mass of scarlet fever germs! Burn it at once. What? Nonsense! Get him a
new one. He mustn't have that any more!"



Anxious Times

And so the little Rabbit was put into a sack with the old picture-books and a lot of rubbish, and carried out to
the end of the garden behind the fowl-house. That was a fine place to make a bonfire, only the gardener was
too busy just then to attend to it. He had the potatoes to dig and the green peas to gather, but next morning he
promised to come quite early and burn the whole lot.

That night the Boy slept in a different bedroom, and he had a new bunny to sleep with him. It was a splendid
bunny, all white plush with real glass eyes, but the Boy was too excited to care very much about it. For
tomorrow he was going to the seaside, and that in itself was such a wonderful thing that he could think of
nothing else.

And while the Boy was asleep, dreaming of the seaside, the little Rabbit lay among the old picture-books in the
corner behind the fowl-house, and he felt very lonely. The sack had been left untied, and so by wriggling a bit
he was able to get his head through the opening and look out. He was shivering a little, for he had always been
used to sleeping in a proper bed, and by this time his coat had worn so thin and threadbare from hugging that it
was no longer any protection to him. Nearby he could see the thicket of raspberry canes, growing tall and close
like a tropical jungle, in whose shadow he had played with the Boy on bygone mornings.

He thought of those long sunlit hours in the garden—how happy they were—and a great sadness came over
him. He seemed to see them all pass before him, each more beautiful than the other, the fairy huts in the
flower-bed, the quiet evenings in the wood when he lay in the bracken and the little ants ran over his paws; the
wonderful day when he first knew that he was Real. He thought of the Skin Horse, so wise and gentle, and all
that he had told him. Of what use was it to be loved and lose one's beauty and become Real if it all ended like
this? And a tear, a real tear, trickled down his little shabby velvet nose and fell to the ground.



And then a strange thing happened. For where the tear had fallen a flower grew out of the ground, a
mysterious flower, not at all like any that grew in the garden. It had slender green leaves the colour of
emeralds, and in the centre of the leaves a blossom like a golden cup. It was so beautiful that the little Rabbit
forgot to cry, and just lay there watching it. And presently the blossom opened, and out of it there stepped a
fairy.

She was quite the loveliest fairy in the whole world. Her dress was of pearl and dew-drops, and there were
flowers round her neck and in her hair, and her face was like the most perfect flower of all. And she came close
to the little Rabbit and gathered him up in her arms and kissed him on his velveteen nose that was all damp
from crying.

"Little Rabbit," she said, "don't you know who | am?"

The Rabbit looked up at her, and it seemed to him that he had seen her face before, but he couldn't think
where.

"l am the nursery magic Fairy," she said. "l take care of all the playthings that the children have loved. When
they are old and worn out and the children don't need them any more, then | come and take them away with
me and turn them into Real."

"Wasn't | Real before?" asked the little Rabbit.

"You were Real to the Boy," the Fairy said, "because he loved you. Now you shall be Real to everyone."

The Fairy Flower

And she held the little Rabbit close in her arms and flew with him into the woods.



It was light now, for the moon had risen. All the forest was beautiful, and the fronds of the bracken shone like
frosted silver. In the open glade between the tree-trunks the wild rabbits danced with their shadows on the
velvet grass, but when they saw the Fairy they all stopped dancing and stood round in a ring to stare at her.

"I've brought you a new playfellow," the Fairy said. "You must be very kind to him and teach him all he needs to
know in Rabbit-land, for he is going to live with you forever and ever!"

And she kissed the little Rabbit again and put him down on the grass.
"Run and play, little Rabbit!" she said.

But the little Rabbit sat quite still for a moment and never moved. For when he saw all the wild rabbits dancing
around him he suddenly remembered about his hind legs, and he didn't want them to see that he was made all
in one piece. He did not know that when the Fairy kissed him that last time she had changed him altogether.
And he might have sat there a long time, too shy to move, if just then something hadn't tickled his nose, and
before he thought what he was doing he lifted his hind toe to scratch it.

And he found that he actually had hind legs! Instead of dingy velveteen he had brown fur, soft and shiny, his
ears twitched by themselves, and his whiskers were so long that they brushed the grass. He gave one leap
and the joy of using those hind legs was so great that he went springing about the turf on them, jumping
sideways and whirling round as the others did, and he grew so excited that when at last he did stop to look for
the Fairy she had gone.

He was a Real Rabbit at last, at home with the other rabbits.

At Last! At Last!



Autumn passed and Winter, and in the Spring, when the days grew warm and sunny, the Boy went out to play
in the woods behind the house. And while he was playing, two rabbits crept out from the bracken and peeped
at him. One of them was brown all over, but the other had strange markings under his fur, as though long ago
he had been spotted, and the spots still showed through. And about his little soft nose and his round black
eyes there was something familiar, so that the Boy thought to himself:

"Why, he looks just like my old Bunny that was lost when | had scarlet fever!"

But he never knew that it really was his own Bunny, coming back to look at the child who had first helped him
to be Real.

The End

*Project Gutenberg. (n.d.). Retrieved March 20, 2025, from
Minor changes to the text were made for today’s audience. Definitions added are within brackets.
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Looking at literature through a Biblical lens

1. The velveteen rabbit began as a new, beautiful stuffed toy that Christmas morning, but he found
himself discarded after only two hours of play with the Boy, and was put into the toy cupboard with
all the other toys where “some of the more expensive toys quite snubbed him. The mechanical toys were
very superiot, and looked down upon everyone else; they were full of modern ideas, and pretended they
were real.”

He was totally unaware that he wasn’t a real rabbit and had to hear all about how superior the other
toys were compared to him. “Between them all the poor little Rabbit was made to feel himself very
insignificant and commonplace...” What a difference in feeling from those first two hours he had!

Have you ever felt that way in your life? What can you do? The psalmist of the Bible advises the
following:

Psalm 43:5 NLV Why am I discouraged? Why is my heart so sad? I will put my hope in God! I will
praise him again—my Savior and my God!

“Maybe you're experiencing a season of life right now where you feel the same way: tossed aside, rejected,
abandoned, disappointed, unwanted, alone.” - Tracie Miles

Looking at literature through a Biblical lens

Think Above the Box: Have you ever felt like the author Tracie Miles did in the above post? If so, how
did you deal with it? Did you turn away from God or draw close to Him?

In the story, there was a very old toy named the Skin Horse who “was wise, for he had seen a long
succession of mechanical toys arrive to boast and swagger, and by-and-by break their mainsprings and
pass away, and he knew that they were only toys, and would never turn into anything else. For
nursery magic is very strange and wonderful, and only those playthings that are old and wise and
experienced like the Skin Horse understand all about it.”


https://proverbs31.org/read/devotions/full-post/2018/11/23/i-feel-forgotten

The Book of Proverbs offers wisdom too! It’s a great place to turn to when you are feeling unloved,
sad, lost and defeated as our little Velveteen Rabbit friend was.

Proverbs 15:1-14 ESV A soft answer turns away wrath, but a harsh word stirs up anger. The tongue
of the wise commends knowledge, but the mouths of fools pour out folly. The eyes of the Lorp are in
every place, keeping watch on the evil and the good. A gentle tongue is a tree of life, but
perverseness in it breaks the spirit. A fool despises his father's instruction, but whoever heeds
reproof is prudent.

“Proverbs is the accumulation of wisdom from generations of godly insightful people. It promotes a life of
virtue and “fear of the Lord,” so that you can truly experience the good life. Proverbs is one of the three books
that explore these themes of biblical wisdom.” -

EXTRA CREDIT: What is chokma?

Who said that you weren’t beautiful and that you didn’t belong in your own skin? / Who said that you were all
alone and you’re never gonna find love again?
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2. "What is REAL?"” asked the Rabbit one day, when they were lying side by side near the nursery
fender [a protective gate] , before Nana came to tidy the room. "Does it mean having things that buzz
inside you and a stick-out handle? "Real isn't how you are made,” said the Skin Horse. "It’s a thing
that happens to you. When a child loves you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but REALLY
loves you, then you become Real.”

So, what is REAL? According to the Oxford Dictionary, it is “actually existing or happening and not
imagined or pretended.” So how can we relate this to our relationship with God who “REALLY loves
you?”

“God is alive and active. Nothing is hidden from him. He sees into the deepest reaches of our minds. He knows the
depths of our souls. He knows the truth about our thoughts and attitudes. He understands the most intimate
secrets of our hearts. He knows what is fake and what is real.” - Dr. Guy Saffold

3. Very understandably, the Velveteen Rabbit had an important question for the Skin Horse because he
was very concerned that the process might be painful.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Gab04dPs_uA
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WfUkEgG5rEk
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Proverbs+15%3A1-14&version=ESV
https://bibleproject.com/
https://thelife.com/devotionals/be-real-with-god

“Does it hurt?” asked the Rabbit. “Sometimes,” said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful.
"When you are Real you don't mind being hurt.” Further on in the story, “At first he found it rather
uncomfortable, for the Boy hugged him very tight, and sometimes he rolled over on him, and sometimes
he pushed him so far under the pillow that the Rabbit could scarcely breathe.”

That certainly doesn’t sound very inviting! The following post gives us some clarity on the subject.

“Because God loves us, He desires our conformity more than our comfort. Allowing troubles, trials and pain is
one way our loving God makes that so. No one likes getting stuck with a sharp needle, but if the needle brings
healing or prevents greater suffering, it’s just what we need. Faith in Jesus Christ does not guarantee an easy life
but a perfect eternity. - Sharon Jaynes

When Love Hurts | Sharon Jaynes | {Encouragement for Today}

Looking at literature through a Biblical lens

Think Above the Box: “Standing in the corner watching my little boy cry, I wondered if that’s how God feels
when I'm going through a painful situation that’s for my ultimate good. I cried out, “God, why are You letting
this happen? Don't You love me? Don’t You care about what’s happening to me? Why don’t You make it stop?”

Think about a time in your life when something bad happened that turned out to be good for you in the
long run, like the rabbit getting squashed in bed and the sick three year old kid getting an IV. Were you
able to see the benefit from the experience right away or did it take some time (even years!) to see what
God was doing was the best thing for you?

EXTRA CREDIT: ‘Cuz this is a difficult concept!

o Why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?



https://proverbs31.org/read/devotions/full-post/2018/04/17/when-love-hurts

“God allows things to happen for a reason. Whether or not we understand His reasons, we must remember that
God is good, just, loving, and merciful (Psalm 135:3). Often, bad things happen to us that we simply cannot
understand. Instead of doubting God’s goodness, our reaction should be to trust Him. “Trust in the LORD with
all your heart and lean not on your own understanding; in all your ways acknowledge Him, and He will make
your paths straight” (Proverbs 3:5-6). We walk by faith, not by sight.” - Got Questions

Why does God allow bad things to happen to good people? | GotQuestions.org*

“Even When it Hurts is a Praise Song — not exactly in the new-traditional happy-clappy-Sunday-morning sense
— no, this is the kind written to sound its loudest in the cold-lonely-silence of the darkest night, or the
heart-drenched-desperation of the heaviest of tears. It's a song that finds it’s voice in the moments and seasons
where to all common sense and logic, to sing, and be thankful for anything at all, let alone sing a song of praise to
God, makes no sense at all - when the fight seems lost and all strength gone with it - when it's hard to even find
the words -- louder then, this is that kind of praise song.” - Hillsong UNITED
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4. There are times in our life that we can feel left out of the crowd as our little rabbit friend was:

“The strange rabbit stopped dancing, and came quite close. He came so close this time that his long
whiskers brushed the Velveteen Rabbit’s ear, and then he wrinkled his nose suddenly and flattened his
ears and jumped backwards. "He doesn’t smell right!” he exclaimed. "He isn't a rabbit at all! He isn't
real!” "I am Real!” said the little Rabbit. "I am Real! The Boy said so!” And he nearly began to cry.”

Jared Dyson writes, “So many times we are caught in positions where it seems everything and everyone around
us is out to get us. It is almost as if we are prey and being hunted! That’s certainly the thought shared here in this
Psalm by David.”

Psalm 124:6-8 Blessed be the LORD, Who has not given us as prey to be torn by their teeth. We have
escaped like a bird from the snare of the fowlers; The trap is broken and we have escaped. Our help is
in the name of the LORD, Who made heaven and earth.

The Skin Horse, when trying to explain REAL to the Velveteen Rabbit spoke about how Real is viewed
by those that don’t believe:

“That's why it doesn’t happen often to people who break easily, or have sharp edges, or who have to
be carefully kept. Generally, by the time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved off, and your
eyes drop out and you get loose in the joints and very shabby. But these things don't matter at all,
because once you are Real you can’t be ugly, except to people who don’t understand.”


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hrSJwO5dJXg
https://www.bibleref.com/Psalms/135/Psalm-135-3.html
https://www.bibleref.com/Proverbs/3/Proverbs-3-5.html
https://www.gotquestions.org/
https://www.gotquestions.org/bad-things-good-people.html
https://open.substack.com/pub/digginganotherwell/p/when-you-feel-like-prey-pray?utm_campaign=post&utm_medium=email

This can apply to people that do not believe in God too. What does the Bible have to say about this?

Mark 8:11-13 NIV The Pharisees came and began to question Jesus. To test him, they asked him for a
sign from heaven. He sighed deeply and said, “Why does this generation ask for a sign? Truly I tell
you, no sign will be given to it.” Then he left them, got back into the boat and crossed to the other side.

Kent Hughes comments on the above verses: “What a terrible thing it is to have Christ turn His back on you
and sail away. But that is ultimately what He does to those who continually refuse His revelation. There comes a
time when He gives no more signs, no more help in understanding.” Those are some sobering thoughts!

“God’s Word is always true, but sometimes it comes across as confrontational when it exposes our erroneous
thinking. One truth that’s often considered challenging is the way God describes the desperate state of those who
are without Christ.” -

[Pro tip: Be sure to listen to the devotion as you read along!]

5. Once the Velveteen Rabbit became Real, he underwent a joyful transformation:

“That night he was almost too happy to sleep, and so much love stirred in his little sawdust heart that
it almost burst. And into his boot-button eyes, that had long ago lost their polish, there came a look of
wisdom and beauty, so that even Nana noticed it next morning when she picked him up, and said, "1
declare if that old Bunny hasn’t got quite a knowing expression!”

Psalm 90:14 Satisfy us in the morning with your steadfast love, that we may rejoice and be glad all our
days.

Just as even Nana could detect a change in the Rabbit once he became Real, others should be able to see
Jesus in us!

“...by embracing Jesus, we become so tight and intimate that people begin to see Jesus in my life. I don’t become

Jesus, but Scripture is strong on the concept that the Spirit of Jesus (the Holy Spirit) lives inside of my life. When
He comes into my life and begins to source my thoughts, actions, and words, I begin to disappear and His life and
nature become evident.” - N. R. Johnson

“Til everyone I meet sees Jesus in me / this is all I wanna be. / I wanna be mistaken for Jesus...”

Jia


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=C4VTN1l2g_I
https://www.intouch.org/
https://www.intouch.org/read/daily-devotions/how-god-views-unbelievers#:~:text=Unbelievers%2C%20even%20the%20ones%20who,2%3A3
https://deeperchristian.com/others-see-jesus/

Looking at literature through a Biblical lens

Think Above the Box: Matthew 5:16 ESV In the same way, let your light shine before others, so that
they may see your good works and give glory to your Father who is in heaven.

Time for some soul searching! Would Nana (or your family, friends, etc.) mistake you for Jesus?

BONUS TRACK: Jj o

6. After the Boy recovered from a scary bout of scarlet fever, the doctor ordered everything in his room
be disinfected or thrown out and burned, which unfortunately also meant our little bunny friend!

"How about his old Bunny?"” she asked. "That?” said the doctor. "Why, it’s a mass of scarlet fever
germs! Burn it at once. What? Nonsense! Get him a new one. He mustn’t have that any more! ... And
while the Boy was asleep, dreaming of the seaside, the little Rabbit lay among the old picture-books in
the corner behind the fowl-house, and he felt very lonely. The sack had been left untied, and so by
wriggling a bit he was able to get his head through the opening and look out. He was shivering a little,
for he had always been used to sleeping in a proper bed, and by this time his coat had worn so thin and
threadbare from hugging that it was no longer any protection to him.

He took a bold step by making his way out of the sack, feeling very nostalgic for the wonderful warm
days he shared with the Boy, never to be had again. He could have given up in despair and waited for
the flames of the rubbish pile to extinguish his existence, but it was time to leave his past behind him
and choose a new life. All was not lost. The same goes for people! God has some words of wisdom for
us:

Philippians 3:13-14 ESV Brothers, I do not consider that I have made it my own. But one thing I do:
forgetting what lies behind and straining forward to what lies ahead, I press on toward the goal for the
prize of the upward call of God in Christ Jesus.

Isaiah 43:18-19 ESV “Remember not the former things, nor consider the things of old. Behold, I am
doing a new thing; now it springs forth, do you not perceive it? I will make a way in the wilderness and
rivers in the desert.

“Choose to leave the past behind, and begin living a life filled with new possibilities!” - David Zerfoss

When I look outside my window, it's as dark as it can be, / but I know the Son is coming to wake the world from


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uOg-1JjAdGk
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Matthew+5%3A16&version=ESV
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Philippians+3%3A13-14&version=ESV
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Isaiah+43%3A18-19&version=ESV
https://faithgateway.com/blogs/christian-books/leave-the-past-behind?_pos=6&_sid=caedce0db&_ss=r

sleep. / I'm going away, going away, feeling fine and when you follow where He leads, / you ve got to leave the
past behind. / People looking for an answer. People wishing for Good News, so if you know the answer there is
one thing you must do / You must tell them what you know and you must live a life that's true.

- Larry Norman

Ready for some rockin’ blues with a message? Click below!

5o

7. “Of what use was it to be loved and lose one’s beauty and become Real if it all ended like this? And
a tear, a real tear, trickled down his little shabby velvet nose and fell to the ground.” No one said
starting anew would not have some sadness to it! Magically, the rabbit’s teardrop falling to the ground
produced a fairy in a flower! She explained to the rabbit that she turns worn out playthings REAL.
"Wasn't I Real before?” asked the little Rabbit. "You were Real to the Boy,” the Fairy said, "because
he loved you. Now you shall be Real to everyone.” She is somewhat like the Holy Spirit when a person
becomes a believer in Jesus Christ.

“The Holy Spirit’s role is to seal believers” salvation, reveal God'’s thoughts, and teach and guide believers. He fills
believers with strength and wisdom, intercedes for them, and gives spiritual gifts. As He dwells inside each
believer, He fulfills various roles and functions.” - Abundant Life

What Is the Holy Spirit’s Role in a Believer’s Life? - Abundant Life.

John 14:16-17 TLB “If you love me, obey me; and I will ask the Father and he will give you another
Comforter, and he will never leave you. He is the Holy Spirit, the Spirit who leads into all truth. The
world at large cannot receive him, for it isn’t looking for him and doesn’t recognize him. But you do,
for he lives with you now and some day shall be in you.

"I've brought you a new playfellow,” the Fairy said. "You must be very kind to him and teach him all
he needs to know in Rabbit-land, for he is going to live with you forever and ever!” And she kissed the
little Rabbit again and put him down on the grass. "Run and play, little Rabbit!” she said...He was a
Real Rabbit at last, at home with the other rabbits.”

This happy little ending scene is like how a new believer feels when in the company of other believers
as in the following link on fellowship.

Acts 2:42-44 ERV The believers spent their time listening to the teaching of the apostles. They shared
everything with each other. They ate together and prayed together. Many wonders and miraculous
signs were happening through the apostles, and everyone felt great respect for God. All the believers
stayed together and shared everything.

“The word fellowship denotes participative sharing and mutual encouragement towards Christ. It can often be a
forgotten part of the spiritual disciplines of a believer but it is so important that as God’s people we continue to


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jgZeDgt78aY
https://abundant-life.com/
https://abundant-life.com/blog/what-is-the-holy-spirits-role/#:~:text=The%20Holy%20Spirit's%20role%20is%20to%20seal,believer%2C%20He%20fulfills%20various%20roles%20and%20functions

spur one another on towards Him each day through true biblical fellowship. We need each other every day to walk
alongside each other and help one another to continue persevering in the faith”

Your love unites us. / Your love unites us, Lord. / Oh what can separate us from Your love? - Mike Donehey

Jio

REAL LIFE: Jesus gave us a command to let others know about Him called the Great Commission:

Matthew 28:16-20 NIV Then the eleven disciples went to Galilee, to the mountain where Jesus had
told them to go. When they saw him, they worshiped him; but some doubted. Then Jesus came to
them and said, “All authority in heaven and on earth has been given to me. Therefore go and make
disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy
Spirit, and teaching them to obey everything I have commanded you. And surely I am with you
always, to the very end of the age.”

Watch the following video to hear testimonies of people who have helped lead others to Jesus. Just
think - you too can be a Skin Horse to someone!

“You can help reach the world — one life at a time. Your one life can touch another and then another. Those lives
will touch still others. Before you know it, you'll have helped change the world in amazing ways! Along the way
you will meet people you could never have imagined and enjoy rewards you'll never forget. That’s the great thing
about it! When you let God take control, He will make your life extraordinary.” - thelife.com

APOLO-GET-ITS: Is God real? How about a fly-by of the main topics of proof? The following link
covers: Biblical Foundation, the Trinity, the Deity of Christ, the Holy Spirit, Logic and Design in
Nature, Religion and Morality and the Human Conscience. Plus you get a video where “Ken Ham
shares numerous evidences of God’s existence and makes a compelling case for why everyone should believe.”

EXTRA CREDIT: “While fairy stories can be charming and entertaining I would like to discuss two different
fairy stories that I find many adults believe in.” - Curt Blattman


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eLRTHgGOShQ&t=29s
https://raisingeverydaydisciples.com/
https://raisingeverydaydisciples.com/what-is-true-biblical-fellowship/
https://vimeo.com/39364272
https://answersingenesis.org/is-god-real/?srsltid=AfmBOoo4E0xnaCDCgfr8jIsdjWWKNmOE2LXhFwP2hnC-nsOLfKgpzDMg
https://bibleapologetics.org/two-fairy-stories/

EXTRA EXTRA CREDIT: “Detective ]. Warner Wallace joins Kirk Cameron to share how he found faith in
God by applying legal logic to the Bible. He examines the direct evidence found in the many eye-witness accounts
in scripture and discusses the reasoning that helps prove their validity.” - Kurt Cameron on TBN


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uZ8zUpuqwTo

LOVE TO LINK!

The depth of content offered in the Think Above the Box Study Guides would not have been possible
without the many talents and Spirit-inspired links that are included for each book. Isn't it great that while
you use the study guides you can click on a link and go to these great sites without searching for them?

We would like to express our deep appreciation and gratitude to all the Bible publishers, pastors,
bloggers, filmmakers, musicians and Christian media websites for the vast amount of information they
provide online. Your efforts are truly a blessing to all who access your sites!

TAB highly encourages students to explore each of the links at their leisure as it is like going down a
holy rabbit hole!

Project Gutenberg

Proverbs 31 Ministries
The Bible Project
Rachael Lampa Music
Oxford Learner's Dictionaries
The Life

Proverbs 31 Ministries
BibleRef.com

Got Questions

United | Hillsong
Digging Another Well
In Touch Ministries
Deeper Christian
Warren Barfield

JJ Weeks

FaithGateway
Abundant Life
Raising Everyday Disciples

MIKE DONEHEY


http://www.gutenberg.org
https://proverbs31.org/
https://bibleproject.com/
https://rachaellampamusic.com/
https://www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/
https://thelife.com/
https://proverbs31.org/
https://www.bibleref.com/
https://www.gotquestions.org/
https://hillsong.com/united/
https://digginganotherwell.substack.com/
https://www.intouch.org/
https://deeperchristian.com/
https://warrenbarfield.com/
https://jjweeks.com/
https://faithgateway.com/
https://abundant-life.com/
https://raisingeverydaydisciples.com/
https://www.mikedonehey.com/

Power to Change Ministries
Answers in Genesis

Bible Apologetics

Cold Case Christianity

Trinity Broadcasting Network


https://new.p2c.com/
https://answersingenesis.org/
https://bibleapologetics.org/
https://coldcasechristianity.com/
https://www.tbn.org/

Afterword

Please check out our site for more study guides, blogs, and links
to thought-provoking material.

And please leave us a note on our site about your experience!
We would love to hear your comments!

Looking at literature through a Biblical lens

~ LIFE IS SHORT. ETERNITY IS FOREVER.
Ko e

2 Corinthians 4:18 TLB So we do not look at what we can see right now, the troubles
all around us, but we look forward to the joys in heaven which we have not yet seen.
The troubles will soon be over, but the joys to come will last forever.


http://www.thinkabovethebox.com
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