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ILLUSTRATION BY TORI ABSHER

Celebrating the resurrec-

tion of our Lord and 

Savior, Jesus Christ, is 

a day unlike any other. From 

overflowing church sanctuaries 

to Easter egg hunts, Easter Sun-

day is spectacular. But, as always, 

there are two sides to every story. 

The day is not merely one with 

a normal visit to a church or a 

simple family meal. Oh, if only 

it were that simple! For most of 

us—at least for most of us moth-

ers—Easter Sunday goes a little 

something like this:

The average mother will spend 

approximately 70 hours, lit-

erally planning months in ad-

vance, trying to find the perfect 

monogrammed, smocked, cus-

tom-made outfits for her children. She will have everything 

pressed neatly and laid out the night before, so that her chil-

dren can, in theory, easily be dressed before church. After she 

fights her children into their matching uniforms, she will 

need a Xanax just to find her pantyhose in the drawer. She 

will finish making a plate of deviled eggs, take a few casseroles 

out of the oven, feed the dogs, re-heat her coffee for the 3rd 

time, and likely put her makeup on in the car.

Once she arrives at church, she will really need to be there. 

I mean need. By the time she gets out of the house, she has 

probably threatened to behead every chocolate bunny from 

her children’s beloved Easter baskets if they don’t sit com-

pletely still, smile for pictures, and let Aunt Jewell hug them 

as hard as she likes. She then begins to curse—I mean pray for 

the “Easter and Christmas only” crowd that has overflowed 

the parkinglot, because she also knows that once inside, she 

can count on “them” being in her spot in the seventh pew, 

third seat on the left.

The twice-a-year crowd is beaming from ear-to-ear with 

pride that they made it in for this special day, but she can’t 

wait to strangle—I mean welcome them and say, “Good 

morning! So glad to have you 

here today!”

As the pastor shares his wishes 

that the sanctuary would be full 

every single Sunday morning, 

she finds herself relieved by the 

thought that such will never hap-

pen. At the end of the service, she 

gathers her children—who are 

now sprawled across her lap with 

exhaustion, in their once pressed, 

yet now wrinkled finery. In the 

meantime, her husband chats up 

his golf buddies about catching 

up for a nine-hole round, even if 

it is late in the afternoon.

Upon arrival at the obligato-

ry family meal, she will start to 

unload the car that’s overflowing 

with food, bad attitudes, and chil-

dren who are still half asleep and covered in chocolate. She 

will then herd her children inside to get ready for lunch. Of 

course, everyone will have to wait 20 more minutes before 

they can eat because Aunt (you name her—you know who she 

is) will undoubtedly be late. Again. Five minutes after every-

one sits down, and the food is blessed, the children will begin 

chanting, “Can we hide eggs now?!” Without taking so much 

as one bite of food, she will get up from the table and, after 

realizing there is a tag hanging off of her dress that nobody 

bothered to tell her about, will either pitch a fit or down a 

glass of wine.

Regardless of the reaction, everything will start to fall apart, 

and she will announce it is time for her people to get their 

things together and get the heck out of Dodge.

She will pile everything back into the car and the ride home 

will be silent—everyone too afraid to speak. But when she 

tucks those chocolate covered faces into bed that night she 

will know that this too shall pass. Like all years before, when 

she finally gets the chance to sit down, she will look at her 

husband and optimistically announce that they are all going 

out of town for Easter next year.


