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		Description

Discord, being the curious Spirit of Chaos he is, decides to bring in Jesus to explain what exactly Easter means. The answer is more surprising than you'd think.
Yes, a story about Jesus, chill out and roll with it.
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	It was springtime in Ponyville. Birds chirped, foals played, old stallions yelled at said foals to get off his lawn, and Celestia’s sun graced the lands with tepid warmth without the sweltering after effects such as the summer. Yes, why it was just the perfect spring day, with the associated breeze rolling through the hills added on just to finish the picture.
However, two images that didn’t fit into the specific framework of a picture of a scenic countryside of the pony town were two out of place individuals sharing a cup of joe at a local cafe. Of course, the cup was neither named joe nor was actually shared between them. Heck, one of them was having trouble even drinking the caffeine-laden drink.
“Come now, Jesus, don’t tell me you can’t handle a little kick in your coffee,” Discord said, before pouring in most of the sugar container at their table into his cup. “You’re not a decaf type of guy, are you?”
“I’m not a type of guy on anything, actually,” Jesus objected. “Also, my name’s Jeshua.”
“Wait, seriously?”
“Yeah.”
“But…”
Jesus groaned, running a dark skinned hand through his scraggly beard. “Look, you know what, forget it. My name’s been translated from Hebrew to Greek to English and even more languages, so at this point, call me whatever.”
Discord smiled and gave Jesus a thumbs up. “You got it, Whatever!”
Jesus rolled his eyes, looking down his beak-like nose at his lukewarm coffee. “So, other than summoning me here to drink… well, this bitter concoction, what else do you need me for, Discord?”
“Oh, just to exchange a word or two, enjoy the weather, shoot the breeze.” Discord sipped his drink, smacking his lips on satisfaction. “Oh, and for you to tell em what Easter is all about.”
Jesus arched a brow. “You don’t know what Easter is about?”
Discord shrugged, pointing to a sundial strapped to his wrist. “I’ve been out of the loop for about a thousand years now, Jesus, I don’t even know what the Beatles are.”
“Neither do I.”
“Huh, well, apparently they were more popular than you. A boy band too.”
Jesus sighed, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “Well, it was bound to happen eventually.”
Just then, a certain purple coated and instantly known alicorn princess by the name of Twilight Sparkle trotted down the road, humming a merry tune to herself. Discord immediately, snapped his fingers, causing the peace-wandering Twilight to appear at their table, walking right into it, in fact. As she fell to her rump in a release of air after running into her neck on the table frame, Discord deposited a cup of coffee before her.
“Oh, Twilight, it’s just wonderful you could join us!” Discord said, clapping his paws together with a devious grin on his face. “Jesus was just about to tell what Easter is about!”
Rubbing her neck, Twilight glared at Discord, then her attention shifted to a look of utter shock at Jesus.
“Whoa, who and what are you?” Twilight asked, her eyes scanning the stranger draped in a white robe and blue sash.
“Jesus, Son of God, King of the Jews.” He raised his coffee cup and tipped his head to her. “Nice to meet you, Twilight.”
“Yeah, yeah, we already know,” Discord grumbled. Leaning close to Twilight and cupping a hand to her ear, Discord whispered, “Get him talking about himself and the dude just doesn’t stop, I tells ya.”
“But didn’t you want me to tell you about Easter, Discord?” Jesus asked, a small grin on his face.
“Wait, what’s Easter?” Twilight asked, looking to Discord as well. “And why is it that whenever I associate myself with you, something weird happens?”
“Well, calling Jesus weird is pretty insulting, Twilight,” Discord said, crossing his arms while staring at her slyly.
“Yet again, I point out I still don’t know who Jesus is.”
“Really?” Jesus asked. “I just said it not five minutes ago.”
“Okay, okay, everyone, let’s back up,” Twilight ordered, holding up her hooves. “What exactly are me and Jesus here for again?”
“Well, I was going to have Jesus explain about the holiday of Easter and what exactly it means,” Discord explained, extending a hand at Jesus. “And you’re here, well, because it made the conversation much less awkward. Plus, you’re the learning sort, am I correct?”
“I still don’t know what Easter is or why it’s a holiday.”
Discord grabbed Twilight by the shoulder and turned her to Jesus, who was staring at the two with mild interest. “And that’s what Jesus is here for. So please, Mr. Christ, tell us about Easter.”
“Actually, my last name isn’t Christ.”
Discord facepalmed and groaned loudly. “Don’t care, just carry on with the story!”
“You know, the story is all in a book you could just read,” Jesus reminded him.
Discord snorted. “You ever tried reading the Bible? Or watched any of the television versions? It’s definitely not an HBO original, I’ll give you that much.”
“I am so confused,” Twilight said, figuring that sipping at her drink and waiting for the two strange beings to continue on with whatever ploy they were playing.
Jesus sighed. “You’re not the only one.” Clearing his throat, Jesus dusted off some dirt from the shoulder part of his robe. “Well, Easter can be summed up as the day I was resurrected three days after dying for man’s sins on the cross.”
“Wait, so you were dead?” Twilight asked, her answer coming from Jesus’ nod. “Then are you a… zombie?”
Jesus raised his hand, examining it and taking a whiff. “Well, seeing how I don’t smell like dead flesh and have no intent on eating brains, no, I’m not a zombie.”
Twilight peered at Jesus’ hand, or more specifically, his hole, which was centered right in the middle of his palm and gave her a clear view of Jesus’ face looking back at her from the other side.
“Then what about those holes you have in your palms?” Twilight asked.
Discord appeared with his head popping up from underneath the table, holding up both of Jesus’ feet with him. “And don’t forget his feet!” Sniffing, Discord gagged and pushed Jesus' feet away. “Actually, do forget about them. Sheesh, Jesus, ever heard about athlete’s foot? Put some powder on that ranky stuff.”
Pulling his feet inward, Jesus laid both his hands on the table, the holes as clear as day. “Well, these were my parting gifts from my cruxifiction. Nasty experience that was. Plus, a good reminder of what I had to sacrifice for the people I love.” Shrugging, he put his hands at his sides once more. “Though I admit, the holes in the feet make walking on water pretty awkward.”
“You could walk on water?” Twilight asked, taking a peek at his sandaled feet underneath the table. “What type of magic does it take to pull that off?”
“Actually, it wasn’t magic, it was—”
“Ugh, give him a bone and he just won’t stop,” Discord complained, voicing his complaints with ample amount of whining and groans.
Jesus laughed, sipping from his cup to hold back his chuckles. “Fine, Discord, fine, I’ll get to the point.” Setting his cup down, Jesus said, “Basically, Easter is the day celebrating my resurrection, where my people feast and act merry after forty days of fasting and prayer. It is one of the most important aspects of my faith and is a time of rejoicing and the spread of hospitality and love.”
“Wait a second… that has nothing to do with Easter!” Discord objected, slamming his fist on the table and causing everyone’s coffees to jump and spin in the air.
“I beg your pardon?” Jesus asked.
“What about the eggs? The jellybeans? The candy in said eggs from before? The coloring of those eggs? And even the asinine hiding of those eggs?” Discord pulled at his ears, his mismatched eyes goggling Jesus with an even crazier look than usual. “It just makes no sense, even for someone like me!”
Jesus leaned down to Twilight, cupped a hand to her ear and asked, “Hey, do you have any idea what he’s talking about?”
Twilight shrugged, shaking her head. “After a while, you learn to roll with it.”
“Good point,” Jesus agreed with a nod.
Discord crossed his arms and huffed under his breath. “I knew I should’ve asked the Easter Bunny about this. Though he never was the same after prison…”
“Okay, now I’m the confused one,” Jesus said.
Discord slammed a few bits on the table, then saluted to the pair. “Well folks, I’ll be off! I need to find the Easter Bunny and hope that Santa Claus didn’t get him hooked on meth again! Peace out!”
The troublesome draconequus departed on a rainbow that sprouted from the ground before him, the multicolored ray of light flying high in the sky with Discord riding it while waving a cowboy hat in the air.
Ripping her eyes away from the more strange than usual Discord antic, Twilight looked back to Jesus, who was finishing off the rest of his coffee. “So… um… Jesus, is it? How exactly do you know Discord?”
“We go to the same poker game every Saturday night.”
“Whoa, for real?”
“Indeed. We have Thor, Hades, Buddha, and even Ra as the typical regulars,” Jesus replied, a frown appearing on his tanned features. “Though Discord’s stingy on the snacks, and I know for a fact he cheats. Always has an ace up his sleeve, that one.”
“Discord has sleeves?”
Jesus shrugged, getting up from his seat and adding a few copper bits to the pile Discord left behind. “Hell if I know.”
Before turning around to leave, Jesus smiled to Twilight. “Actually, if you don’t mind a bunch of old coots complaining about the old days and Discord eating all the chips, you could join in on poker nights if you want.”
Twilight perked up, a clear sign of a grin on her cheeks appearing. “Really? Playing poker among the gods? How can I refuse?”
“When you taste Thor’s dip, you’ll do it real quick,” Jesus laughed, Twilight joining in with a giggle. Walking down the road, Jesus waved over his shoulder, calling out, “Well, Twilight, I’ll be seeing you real soon. Hopefully not in the typical way I meet people, though!”
Twilight tapped her chin? “Huh… I wonder what he meant by that?” Looking back to his empty coffee cup, Twilight returned her gaze to where Jesus was last walking, the short, dark-skinned man nowhere to be seen. “Damn… I wish I had a cool exit like that.”
“Hey,” Jesus asked, surprising Twilight at his sudden appearance behind her. Pointing to her cup, Jesus asked, “Are you going to finish your coffee?”
Having nearly fallen out of her seat, Twilight turned around and stared with wide eyes at Jesus, then to her cup, then back to Jesus, and shrugged. “Uh… sure, go ahead.”
“Thanks. Weirdly enough, these drinks are growing on me,” Jesus said, taking her cup and taking a drink, walking back down the road while humming under his breath. “Happy Easter!”
Twilight sighed, staring up at the clear blue skies of the fair spring day. “Why would they hide the eggs?”
That question, like many other related to a marketing holiday related to a bunny with colorful eggs and jellybeans, has an answer much more obvious and anticlimactic than you’d think.
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