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HIPPITY HOPPING TOWARD EASTER AGAIN 

         Here comes Peter Cottontail Hopping down the bunny trail,    

    Hippity, hoppity, Easter’s on its way. 

 Easter was not on my mind when I went to lunch last Tuesday in Ashland. The waiter announced 

a “Fat Tuesday” special. I was either caught readjusting my hearing aids or looking otherwise a bit blurry 

when he added, “You know…Mardi Gras.” I got it. And to get the Easter season off to a good start I 

ordered one of the New Orleans menu specials of the day.  

 While we observed the day as Fat Tuesday, the Episcopal Church on the corner was advertising 

Shrove Tuesday. Pancakes, I think. If this was Fat Tuesday, then tomorrow would be Ash Wednesday. I 

remembered that Methodists were running an ad offering drive-through applications of a cross of ash on 

your forehead. I’m not that religious. It used to be a Catholic thing, but others have also gradually taken 

on the tradition. 

 It was then that I had a “Yikes!” moment. There are few established days in my life schedule. 

None are on Sundays, except two brunches: one around Advent Sunday, the other on Easter. On “Fat 

Tuesday I sighted Easter on the near horizon. Thus, “Yikes!” I must prepare to prepare. 

 In my more regular church years the whole Easter season felt more like careening than anything. 

Hippity hop works as well to describe how ministers feel before Easter. I can understand how the Pope 

decided to quit before Lent began. Just seeing all that is on the holy calendar for those 40 days would 

make retirement very tempting. What to give up for Lent? He gave up being Pope! 

 Let me conclude with…(preachers are known for offering the hope in those four words before 

continuing for who-knows-how-long)…a true story about a bunny.  

 It was on the occasion of the memorial service I was conducting for Norma, the wife of my good 

friend and mentor, Hayden Stewart. The service was held in an old gray stone chapel on the grounds of a 

cemetery in the hills overlooking Vancouver BC. As people gathered, Hayden and I arranged the front of 

the chapel. There was a pulpit and small table. Nothing else. Rather stark it seemed. There were no plants 

or flowers. I found a candle on the shelf under the pulpit. We set it on the table and went looking for a 

match. The chapel was filling and the service was about to begin.  

 At the same moment Hayden and I both saw a lady known to Hayden as one of Norma’s 

caregivers. She was carrying something in her arms with green foliage. No one else had brought flowers 

or plants or anything. He accepted the plant which was contained in a large ceramic rabbit. We looked at 

each other and smiled our conspiracy. The rabbit and plant would replace the candle in the center of the 

front of the chapel. 

  Let me make a case for bunny rabbits, a tradition dating back before Christianity was ever 

invented. They were part of the pre-Christian spring equinox renewal of life festivals. They were even 

called “Easter” bunnies, the word “Easter” tracing to the goddess of fertility. I doubt any have chosen a 

bunny as a Christian symbol at a funeral. I forget all that was said that day, but I’ll never forget that 

rabbit.  

 Hippity hop, hippity hop, here comes Peter Cottontail to remind us that Easter’s on its way. 

    Art Morgan —The first Saturday after the beginning of Lent, 2013 

 

SHARED CONCERN: I include this report because my list may reach people beyond the NW who 

have not already been notified of the death of friend and colleague, Jack Naff, on February 13 in Keizer 

Oregon His memorial service will be held on Friday, Mar. 1 at 1:00 pm at Hood River Valley Christian 

Church in Oregon.  

Jack’s son, Ron Naff and his wife Kay, will also have a memorial service for Kay’s mother on Saturday, 

March 2, at Kern Park Christian Church in Portland. Kay Naff's mother, Edith Crewse, died on Monday, 

February 11.  

FINAL NOTE: I may be sending out a few extra Blue Sheets during the Easter season. Be alert!   

  


