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Preface

Every spring, the town of Brookshire gathers for a grand celebration of Easter—a time when the streets fill with colorful eggs, laughter, and the joy of new beginnings. But this year, young Oscar has been entrusted with a task unlike any other: to paint 100 Easter eggs for the festival. What seems like a simple challenge quickly turns into an unforgettable journey filled with whimsical surprises, unexpected friendships, and important lessons.

As Oscar’s paintbrush dances across the eggs, he discovers that each egg has its own personality, its own story to tell. Along the way, he learns not only about the art of painting but about the deeper magic of creativity, sharing, and perseverance. 

The Boy Who Painted 100 Easter Eggs is a celebration of imagination, color, and the power of doing something kind for others. Join Oscar as he paints, laughs, and discovers that sometimes the journey is the greatest treasure of all.
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Chapter 1: The Grand Challenge
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Oscar stood at the edge of his grandmother’s garden. In his hands, he held a simple, plain basket. It was light—too light. It didn’t feel like much. His grandmother, a sprightly woman with a knack for making even the most ordinary moments extraordinary, had tasked him with a big responsibility: to paint one hundred Easter eggs for the town’s annual spring festival.

Oscar looked down at the empty basket and then back at his grandmother, who was busy tending to her rows of tulips. Her glasses sat low on her nose, and her fingers were deftly planting the last of the seeds. She was always doing something—baking pies, arranging flowers, or making homemade jam—but there was something about today that felt different. The air smelled fresher, and there was a certain sparkle in her eyes as she turned toward him.

“So, Oscar, what do you think?” she asked, wiping her hands on her apron.

Oscar’s heart skipped a beat. He had been waiting for this moment. He had always loved Easter, the bright colors, the springtime, the playful egg hunts, and the feeling of newness in the air. But painting one hundred eggs? That was a whole different challenge. A huge one. He couldn’t even decide how to paint the first egg, let alone ninety-nine more!

Oscar scratched his messy brown hair. He wasn’t sure he was ready for such a big task, but his grandmother had always believed in him. “One hundred eggs, huh?” he muttered, trying to wrap his mind around the idea.

His grandmother chuckled softly. “You’ve got the whole week to paint them. I know you’ve got it in you. The town will be relying on you. This will be your contribution to the festival this year. Plus, you know how much everyone loves your work.”

Oscar wasn’t so sure about that. Sure, he enjoyed painting, but a hundred eggs? That seemed like an awful lot of eggs to fill with creativity. As he stared into the empty basket, a flood of questions swirled in his mind: What colors would he use? Should he paint patterns or pictures? And how in the world would he come up with a hundred different ideas?

“Take it one egg at a time,” his grandmother said, as though reading his mind. “Start small. Use what you have in here.” She tapped her temple, winking at him.

Oscar glanced up at his grandmother, her silver hair shining in the sunlight, and nodded. He could do this. After all, she wouldn’t have given him the task if she didn’t believe in him. He took a deep breath and looked at the first egg in his basket. It was plain, white, and small, but it was his canvas, waiting for something beautiful to appear.

But before he could pick up his paintbrush, he was distracted by a rustling sound behind him. Turning around, he saw his pet bunny, Mopsy, hopping excitedly toward him. Mopsy, with her soft white fur and floppy ears, was always up for an adventure. She thumped her feet on the ground as if trying to get Oscar’s attention.

“Alright, Mopsy,” Oscar sighed, “I know you’re ready for something fun, but I need to focus on these eggs. One hundred eggs. Can you help me with that?”

Mopsy, who had no idea how to paint, simply wiggled her nose and hopped closer, as if offering silent encouragement. Oscar laughed. “Well, I guess I’m not alone, then,” he said, glancing at the small bunny who now seemed to be watching him intently, her ears perked up.

He took his first egg and carefully set it on the table. There was no going back now. Oscar took a deep breath, closed his eyes for a moment, and imagined what the egg could become. He imagined a sunny day, with bright rays of sunshine stretching out into a perfect sky. So, with a steady hand, he began painting, starting with a burst of yellow at the center, spreading out to golden orange.

Mopsy, always curious, hopped up onto the table and sniffed at the egg, her little paws gently tapping the edge of the bowl of yellow paint. Oscar giggled at her antics. “Don’t get into the paint, Mopsy! This is serious work.”

But Mopsy, ever playful, gave him a little bunny smile and thumped her foot. Oscar shook his head in mock disapproval, but he couldn’t help laughing. His first egg wasn’t anything fancy—just a simple sunburst design, with bright yellow, orange, and a few streaks of red. 

As he placed the painted egg aside to dry, he looked at Mopsy and grinned. “Well, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” he said. The bunny thumped her foot again as though agreeing. Oscar stood back and examined his work. The egg wasn’t perfect, but it had character, and it made him smile.

He was ready for the next one.

The town of Brookshire had a tradition of hosting the grand Easter festival every spring, with decorated eggs filling every corner of the square, from the tallest tree to the smallest nook. The egg hunt was always the highlight of the day, with children running around in a flurry of excitement, searching for eggs hidden by the townsfolk. Oscar’s grandmother had always been part of the festival, and now, this year, it was his turn to make the festival even more special.

“What should I do for the next egg, Mopsy?” he asked, looking down at the next egg in his basket. He turned it around in his hand, wondering what could make it as special as the first one.

Mopsy, being a bunny, had no opinions on the matter, but she did hop around in circles, drawing Oscar’s attention to a patch of wildflowers growing near the fence. The vibrant colors of the blossoms sparked an idea. Oscar grinned. “I think I know just what to do.”

With a quick swirl of his brush, Oscar began to paint delicate flowers around the egg. He mixed shades of purple, pink, and blue, trying to capture the beauty of the flowers in full bloom. Mopsy watched closely, her nose twitching every now and then as she hopped between Oscar’s feet.
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Chapter 2: The First Egg
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The first egg was done—a bright, sunburst yellow with streaks of orange and red. It wasn’t perfect, but it was a start. He looked at it and couldn’t help but grin. There was something about it that felt right. As if the egg had been waiting for him to bring it to life. But now, staring down at the next egg in the basket, Oscar’s sense of accomplishment began to fade into uncertainty.

He picked up the next egg—a smooth, white canvas, untouched and unmarked. This one would be different. But how?

Mopsy, who had been content nibbling on a tuft of grass near the fence, hopped up to the table again. She gave a little thump of her feet as if encouraging him to keep going. Oscar chuckled, appreciating his bunny’s support. But no matter how much encouragement he received from his furry companion, the pressure of painting 100 eggs weighed heavily on him. One hundred eggs. That was a lot of eggs to fill with ideas. His mind raced as he tried to think of the next design.

As the afternoon sunlight filtered through the open window, Oscar glanced around the room, seeking inspiration. His grandmother’s cozy cottage was filled with old knickknacks, colorful quilts, and paintings from artists long forgotten. There were framed photographs of family members, each with their own stories and memories. The room was warm and inviting, full of history and love. Surely, there was something here that
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