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John 1:12-13 

...to all who received him, who believed in his name, he gave power to become children 

of God; who were born, not of blood nor of the will of the flesh nor of the will of man, 

but of God. 

 

I want to share parts of one of my favorite stories with you.  It is shelved in the children's section 

of libraries and bookstores, but it really is a story for the child inside all of us. 

 

The story is about a velveteen rabbit who is given as a Christmas gift to a little boy.  He 

becomes acquainted with the toys in the nursery and in awe of those who had moveable parts and 

wind up springs and seem very sophisticated as they pretend they are real. The little rabbit begins 

to wonder how he can become real. 

 

'What is REAL?' asked the Rabbit [to the Skin Horse] one day, when they were 

lying side by side ... [in] the nursery....  '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?' 

'It doesn't happen all at once,' said the Skin Horse.  'You become.  It takes a long 

time.  That's why it doesn't often happen 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.' 

'I 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. 

 

The rabbit eventually becomes the boy's favorite toy and goes everywhere with him.  One night 

when the rabbit becomes misplaced and the boy won't go to sleep until he is found, his nanny 

says: 

 

'Fancy all that fuss for a toy!' 

........................................ 

'You mustn't say that. [said the boy]  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. 

 

Once when the boy and the rabbit had been playing make-believe games outdoors and the boy 

goes to another part of the garden, some wild rabbits happen by and invite the velveteen rabbit to 

jump and play with them.  Realizing that he has no real hind legs and cannot jump and dance, he 

tells them he doesn't like to dance.  They discover he has no hind legs and come close enough to 

smell him. 

 

'He doesn't smell right!' [one of them] 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. 

 

One day the boy becomes ill, too ill even to play with his beloved rabbit.  As he recovers from 

scarlet fever, the doctor says all the toys must be burned because they are filled with germs.  The 

rabbit is put into a sack with the other toys and taken to the gardener to be destroyed.   

 

The sack had been left untied and the rabbit was able to get his head through the opening and 

look out.  He thought of all the happy times he had spent in that garden with the boy. 

 

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.  .... 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 I 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. 

"I am the nursery magic Fairy," she said.  "I 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 I come and take them away with me and turn them into 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." 

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

************************************************** 

"I've brought you a new playfellow," the Fairy said [to the wild rabbits.]  "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 for ever land 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. 

**************************************************** 

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. 

(Margery Williams, THE VELVETEEN RABBIT, New York: Doubleday, pp 16-20, 24, 

25-30, 37-41.) 

 

Listen again to the Scripture. 

 

We, like the Velveteen Rabbit, were specially made--not by a toy manufacturer, but by the will of 

God.  Think of it: God willed that each of us should be born. 

 

'To become sons of God' means to experience that state--that good state of delight and enjoyment 

that is intended between all earthly fathers and sons, and most especially between you and God. 

 

'To become sons of God' is to experience our realness.  We always have been real, had the 

capacity for experiencing our realness.  God made us in His image--He begot us as His own 

precious children and wants us to experience that. 

 

To experience our real-ness is to experience the tragedy and comedy of life in greater depth than 

we can imagine--it is know the heart of God--to be in communion with Him--to experience all 

that it means to be fully alive. 

 



Notice in the story that the boy's saying that the rabbit is real doesn't make it fully so. 

 

We are the rabbit and the boy: the rabbit wanting to be real and the boy saying it's so.  But we 

need God, just as the rabbit needed the magic fairy--to make it so--to recreate us in our 

realness--recreate us so we can experience our realness. 

 

Like the Skin Horse, we have parts that have rubbed off and we are worn in places--perhaps not 

with being loved too much but rather by the circumstances of our lives--mostly perhaps from our 

trying to love ourselves and make ourselves lovable to others. 

 

Back to the Scripture verse: "receiving him, believing in his name" can be interpreted in one 

sense as receiving the good news of the possibility of something better than what we have 

experienced.  To receive him (Jesus) is to receive God and all that He stands for: goodness, 

truth, beauty, love.  To receive and believe is the same as to want. 

 

The Velveteen Rabbit wanted to become real.  The Skin Horse said it happens -- that we have to 

let it happen.  Want and then allow. 

 

Go down inside to the place where feelings begin, the place where you want to feel real--that is, 

joyful--like the real dancing rabbits in the story. 

 

Deep inside where we want to feel joyful is where the sadness is--where the tears come from.  

Just as the shed tear in the story brought forth the beautiful flower and the magic fairy who 

granted the little rabbit his most important wish, so your sadness and tears will bring forth the 

magic that God has for you--the magic He is able to work in you so that you experience being his 

precious child--which is the most wonderful kind of 'being real' there is. 

 

Meditate on: 

You were born of the will of God. 

 

 

 

 


