
HAVE GERMAN WILL TRAVEL Osterwoche 

WAS 1ST OSTERZEIT? 

das Ostern: Easter 
die Osterzeit: Easter season 

das Osterfest: Easter celebration 
die Osterwoche: Easter week 

Easter has a lot__!)[ meanings 
Easter is springtime. 
Easter is bunnies, and 

lambs, and chicks and all 
things cuddly and new. 

Easter is an album by 
Patti Smith. 

Easter is chocolate be
fore breakfast, and trying 
to figure out which foil
covered eggs are dark and 
which are milk. 

Easter is an island. An 
island with statues, which 
a whole generation of 
children now know from 
the talking head who 
says"Hey dumb-dumb. 
Give me gum-gum" to Ben 
Stiller in "Night at the 
Museum." 

Easter is a church filled 
with streaming light, and 
dozens of voices singing 

"Allel ijia." 
Easter is a break from 

school. 
Easter is a temperamen

tal, windy, spring sky, an~ 
squeezing a child into a 
too-tight last year's sweat
er, unworn then because 
Easter was hot and sunny. 
Or was that the Easter.be
fore? No wonder it doesn't 
fit her. 

Easter is plasticgrass 
getting stuck in the sweep
er, and in between toes, for 
the next five or six months. 

E aster is a c h urch 
breakfast, with small boys 
in rumpled Oxford shirts 
darting underfoot, and the 
smell of strong coff~, and 
a buffet line of one savory 
cheese-bacon-egg casse
role after the next. 

Easter is a mark on the 
calendar. "After Easter" 
we'll figure it out. We'll 
take that trip. We'll look 
ahead to summer. After 
Easter. 

Easter is the one time of 
the year when I truly crave 
ham. 

It's the one timeof year 
when I realize that I have no 
idea how to prepare a ham. 
I never remember if they're 
already cooked or not. Or is 
a ham basically a big hunk 
of lunch meat that you heat 
up and cover with slices of 
canned pineapples? 

Easter is coming up with a 
festive alternative meal for ev
eryone wlio doesn't like ham. 
(Two out of five in my house, 
thank you very much.) 

Easter-is thank goodness 
they have tomorrow off school. 

Easter is pastel-colored 
Peeps on every drug store 
shelf, for months now, and be
ing disturbed and appalled by 
how much my children enjoy 
them. (Give me a Sweet Tart 
chick any day.) 

Easter is always a surprise, 
even when it comes late in 
the season. What? Easter al
ready? So soon? 

Easter is little girls in 
gloves, clutching stuffed bun
nies, and flashbacks to uncom
fortable crinkly dresses and 
stiff patent leather shoes and 
those ornate sugar eggs with a 
window to a scene of a bunny's 
house inside. 

Easter is a kitchen table 
covered in newspaper, with 
cups of vinegary dye at the 
ready. And kids who get bored 
with coloring eggs halfway 
through the first batch. 

Easter is a bonnet, with all 
the frills upon it. 

It was at one time-appar
ently a parade. Although not 
during my lifetime, which has 
now clocked 51 Easters but 
zero Easter parades. 

Easter is the dividing line. 
The new beginning. 

Easter is the empty tomb. 
For Christians, the holiday of 
all holidays. The rest? Nice, 
but not necessary. 

Sorry, dark chocolate eggs. 
I love you; I do. But today I'm 
celebrating for other reasons. 


