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Easter Recipes, Musings and More

Dyeing can take some time and preparation.
Adult help is needed. Throughout Lent, you
can collect food scraps like onion skins,
carrot tops, avocado pits (see photo below
for more ideas). Both the eggs and dye
baths need to cool, so this project can take a
while. Start at the beginning of the day to
avoid feeling rushed. You can also hard boil
the eggs in advance.

Traditional Ukrainian Pysanka Symbols:

Easter Eggs

Marbleized Easter Eggs (from Martha Stewart Living magazine)
Hard boil or blow out eggs. Make sure egg is dry. In small mixing bowl, combine
3 cups warm water, 2 tablespoons vinegar, and a few drops of food colouring.
Place egg in dye and leave it submerged until it turns the desired shade. In a
wide, shallow bowl, prepare a second batch of dye which will provide the swirls
– in a darker shade or a different colour. Liquid should be 1/2 inch deep. Add 1
Tbsp olive oil. Run a fork through this mixture, creating curlicues of oil on the
surface. As oil swirls, place dyed egg in mixture, and roll it once around the bowl
to pick up oil streaks. Remove the egg. Gently pat egg with a paper towel. Let it
dry. You can experiment with colour combinations, vary the tints and swirls.

Hot Spinach Salad (from Hillcrest United Church, Fort Nelson, B.C.) shared by Wanda Veer
A favorite at our dinner table. You can vary the amounts of all the ingredients in this recipe. Try it as written
the first time, then work your own magic.
6 slices bacon, cooked and crumbled (reserve fat)
1/4 cup red wine vinegar
1 Tbsp sugar
1 cup fresh sliced mushrooms
cherry tomatoes (optional)

1 clove garlic, crushed
2 Tbsp soy sauce
Spinach, washed and broken
2 hard cooked eggs, sliced
shredded mozzarella cheese (optional)

Combine bacon drippings (or use olive oil about 1/4 c.), garlic, wine vinegar, soy sauce, sugar in a large bowl.
Microwave or bring to a boil on stove.
Pour over spinach. Add bacon bits, mushrooms, eggs, tomatoes, cheese. Toss and serve immediately.
From: The United Churches in Canada cookbook. “Let’s Break Bread Together”.
This recipe from Hillcrest United Church, Fort Nelson, B.C.

Italian Easter Bread















(Fleischmann's Rapidmix recipe, published about 1970) shared by Loeta Black

In large bowl, combine 3/4 cup flour, 1/4 cup sugar, 1 tsp salt and one pkg Rapidmix yeast
Heat 1/2 cup milk, 1/2 cup water, and 2 Tbsp margarine
Gradually add to dry mix, beating as you add
Add 2 eggs and 1/2 cup flour, continue beating
Add enough flour (about 2 to 2 & 1/2 cups) to make a soft dough
Knead on floured board until smooth and elastic
Knead in 1/2 cup deluxe candied fruit (if desired), and 1/2 tsp crushed anise seed
Let rise in greased bowl until doubled. Punch down, turn out on lightly floured board.
Divide in half, roll each piece into 24 inch rope.
Twist ropes together loosely and form a ring on a greased baking sheet.
Brush with melted margarine. Place 5 coloured raw eggs into spaces in the twist.
Let rise in warm place about 1 hour.
Bake in 350F oven about 30 to 35 minutes.
Cool on wire rack, frost with icing, sprinkle with sliced almonds and coloured. sprinkles.

(Note: I usually use traditional method rather than Rapidmix)

Sticky Buns shared by

Marj Aucoin

2 small tubes refrigerator Buttermilk Biscuits OR 1½ tubes Pillsbury Grands Buttermilk Biscuits
3 Tbsp. butter, melted
1/2 cup pancake syrup
1/3 cup packed light brown sugar
1/2 tsp. cinnamon
1/4 cup chopped pecans or almonds (optional)
Instructions:
Spray a fluted pan with non-stick spray. Combine the melted butter and syrup in a small bowl
and set aside. In another bowl, combine the brown sugar, cinnamon, and nuts. Place about half of
the syrup mixture in the bottom of the pan. Then sprinkle half of the brown sugar mixture on top.
Lay
the biscuits on the bottom of the pan, overlapping edges (close together) to form a ring.
Top with remaining syrup and sugar mixtures. Bake at 375 F for about 20-25 minutes or until
golden brown. Cool for 1 minute in the pan, then invert onto a serving platter and enjoy!

Easter Corn Salad shared by Corinne Smith
3 tins kernel corn, well drained
1/3 onion, chopped fine
1 c. chopped green pepper
1 c. Kraft Oil & vinegar dressing

1 c. chopped celery
1 c. chopped red cabbage
1 Tbsp. pimento

Marinate 4 hours or overnight. Drain before serving

Ham Glaze Recipe shared by Vernice Franklin
Here is my family’s favourite ham glaze, to be used on a regular bone-in ham that has already been baked in
325 degree oven (drain off liquid, save for use in glaze):
1 cup brown sugar
3 Tbsp. flour
3 Tbsp. white vinegar
2 tsp dry mustard
plus enough ham juice to make a stiff batter
The above amount is a minimum. I usually double or even triple the recipe to make sure there is lots of glaze
for the initial meal as well as subsequent servings. Spread glaze on hot ham, I usually put the lid on the
roaster, and bake 325 degrees (or lower, depending on your oven) for 30 to 40 minutes, until glaze is
bubbly. if you prefer, you can remove the lid for part of the oven time.

Sherrill Knight’s Butter Tarts from the St Thomas Cookbook Circa 1982, shared by Marj Aucoin
1 dozen large unbaked pastry tart shells
butter, size of a walnut
1 egg
3 Tbsp. milk or cream

1 cup brown sugar
pinch of salt
1 tsp vanilla

Mix ingredients together and pour into tart shells. Bake at 400 – 420 for 15-20 minutes. Recipe is easily
doubled. Marj says: I use half and half cream, not milk. And I add 1 cup raisins also. Easy to make.
Delicious. Freeze well if they last that long.

Lentil Ham Pea Soup (crock pot) shared by Sandra Burgess
2 1/3 cups dry yellow lentils/split peas
¼ tsp dried marjoram, crushed
1 ½ cups chopped carrot
1/8 tsp ground black pepper
1 cup chopped onion
1 bay Leaf
1 cup chopped celery
1 meaty ham bone (450-700g)
¼ cup snipped parsley
7 cups water
1 tsp salt
Rinse lentils/peas. Place in crockery cooker. Add carrot, onion & celery & parsley. Stir in salt, marjoram, pepper & bay leaf. Place ham bone on top of above mixture. Pour over 7 cups of water. Cover & cook on low
heat setting for 9-11 hours. Remove ham bone, remove meat from bone & chop in small pieces. Add meat
to crock pot. Stir into soup. Season to taste & remove Bay Leaf. Yield: 10 servings. Freezes well.

The Very Best Granola

Author: Cookie and Kate, shared by Jennifer Abar

This delicious healthy granola recipe is naturally sweetened with maple syrup or honey. It’s made with oats,
coconut oil and your favourite nuts and fruit. Make it your own! Recipe yields about 8 cups granola, enough
for about 16 half-cup servings.
Ingredients:
4 cups old-fashioned rolled oats (use certified gluten-free oats for gluten-free granola)
1 ½ cup raw nuts and/or seeds (I used 1 cup pecans and ½ cup pepitas/pumpkin seeds)
1 teaspoon fine-grain sea salt (if you’re using standard table salt, scale back to ¾ teaspoon)
½ teaspoon ground cinnamon
½ cup melted coconut oil or olive oil
½ cup maple syrup or honey
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
⅔ cup dried fruit, chopped if large (I used dried cranberries)
Totally optional additional mix-ins: ½ cup chocolate chips or coconut flakes*
Instructions:
Preheat oven to 350F and line a large, rimmed baking sheet with parchment paper. In a large mixing bowl,
combine the oats, nuts and/or seeds, salt and cinnamon. Stir to blend. Pour in the oil, maple syrup and/or
honey and vanilla. Mix well, until every oat and nut is lightly coated. Pour the granola onto your prepared
pan and use a large spoon to spread it in an even layer. Bake until lightly golden, 21 to 24 mins, stirring halfway (for extra-clumpy granola, press the stirred granola down with your spatula to create a more even
layer). The granola will further crisp up as it cools. Let the granola cool completely, undisturbed (at least 45
minutes). Top with the dried fruit (and chocolate chips, if using). Store the granola in an airtight container at
room temp for 1 to 2 weeks, or in a sealed freezer bag in the freezer for up to 3 months. Yields 8 cups.

Instant Pot Hard Boiled Eggs

shared by Wanda Veer

For those of you lucky enough to own an Instant Pot, you can now make the best, easiest to peel, hard boiled
eggs ever. Put rack in Instant Pot. Lay eggs on rack. (mine holds 9 eggs easily, but I have done up to 18 at
once). Add 1 cup water. Cover and set timer for Pressure Cook. 6 minutes. When finished, let pressure
release naturally for 6 minutes. Turn pressure release to escape, remove eggs and put into ice water. Voila.
Peel and enjoy.

The Hill We Climb, Amanda Gorman
(recited at Joe Biden’s inauguration, January 2021)
When day comes we ask ourselves,
where can we find light in this never-ending shade?
The loss we carry,
a sea we must wade
We've braved the belly of the beast
We've learned that quiet isn't always peace
And the norms and notions
of what just is
Isn’t always just-ice
And yet the dawn is ours
before we knew it
Somehow we do it
Somehow we've weathered and witnessed
a nation that isn’t broken
but simply unfinished
We the successors of a country and a time
Where a skinny Black girl
descended from slaves and raised by a single mother
can dream of becoming president
only to find herself reciting for one
And yes we are far from polished
far from pristine
but that doesn’t mean we are
striving to form a union that is perfect
We are striving to forge a union with purpose
To compose a country committed to all cultures,
colors, characters and conditions of man
And so we lift our gazes not to what stands between us
but what stands before us
We close the divide because we know, to put our future first,
we must first put our differences aside
We lay down our arms
so we can reach out our arms to one another
We seek harm to none and harmony for all
Let the globe, if nothing else, say this is true:
That even as we grieved, we grew
That even as we hurt, we hoped
That even as we tired, we tried
That we’ll forever be tied together, victorious
Not because we will never again know defeat
but because we will never again sow division
Scripture tells us to envision
that everyone shall sit under their own vine and fig tree
And no one shall make them afraid
If we’re to live up to our own time
Then victory won’t lie in the blade
But in all the bridges we’ve made
That is the promise to glade
The hill we climb if only we dare
It's because being American is more than a pride we inherit,
it’s the past we step into and how we repair it

We’ve seen a force that would shatter our nation
rather than share it
Would destroy our country if it meant delaying democracy
And this effort very nearly succeeded
But while democracy can be periodically delayed
it can never be permanently defeated
In this truth in this faith we trust
For while we have our eyes on the future
history has its eyes on us
This is the era of just redemption
We feared at its inception
We did not feel prepared to be the heirs
of such a terrifying hour
but within it we found the power
to author a new chapter
To offer hope and laughter to ourselves
So while we once we asked,
how could we possibly prevail over catastrophe?
Now we assert
How could catastrophe possibly prevail over us?
We will not march back to what was
but move to what shall be
A country that is bruised but whole,
benevolent but bold, fierce and free
We will not be turned around
or interrupted by intimidation
because we know our inaction and inertia
will be the inheritance of the next generation
Our blunders become their burdens
But one thing is certain:
If we merge mercy with might, and might with right,
then love becomes our legacy
and change our children’s birthright
So let us leave behind a country
better than the one we were left with
Every breath from my bronze-pounded chest,
we will raise this wounded world into a wondrous one
We will rise from the gold-limbed hills of the west,
we will rise from the windswept northeast
where our forefathers first realized revolution
We will rise from the lake-rimmed cities
of the midwestern states,
we will rise from the sunbaked south
We will rebuild, reconcile and recover
and every known nook of our nation and
every corner called our country,
our people diverse and beautiful will emerge,
battered and beautiful
When day comes we step out of the shade,
aflame and unafraid
The new dawn blooms as we free it
For there is always light,
if only we’re brave enough to see it
If only we’re brave enough to be it

German Easter Bread: Osterzopf / Hefezopf
shared by Rev. Tracy Prep Time 2 hrs Cook Time 35 mins
Ingredients: 500 g all purpose flour
50 g sugar or up to 100 g
250 ml cream (or 150 ml heavy cream with 100 ml milk
2 eggs
1 egg yolk
1 egg white
1 tsp vanilla extract 1 envelope rapid yeast 1 Tbsp milk
(1) In a large bowl, mix the flour and the sugar

(3) Sprinkle the yeast onto the warm cream and let stand for 5
minutes
(5) Set the egg yolk aside

(2) Put 100 ml cream into a cup and put it in the microwave for a very short time until it is lukewarm
warm. Don't let it get to hot or it will "kill" ;-) the
yeast
(4) In the meantime add two eggs and one egg
white to the flour bowl
(6) Now add the yeast mix to the flour bowl

(7) Add an additional 150 ml of lukewarm cream to the mix and
stir until a nice, slightly sticky dough has formed
(8) Knead on a floured surface and shape into a ball
(9) Put the dough back into the bowl, cover with a towel and let
rise for about 45 mins. The dough should be a lot larger than
before
(11) Preheat the oven to 350 F
(12) Divide the dough into three portions of the same size

(13) Shape 3 strands

(14) Start to braid from the middle to one end and then from
the middle to the other end

(15) Create a circle and tuck on end under the other

(16) Let it rise for another 15 - 20 minutes
(17) Mix the egg yolk with the Tbsp milk
(18) Brush it onto the braid

(19) Bake for 20 to 30 minutes or until it has a nice slightly
brown color (check for colour after 20 mins)
(20) Let cool a while and enjoy while still warm!

(10) Remove the dough into a floured surface, and
slightly knead it

Easter Appetizer Carrot Cheese Ball

shared by Deanna Boyden

Easy make-ahead Easter appetizer, a fun, festive and relatively healthy
carrot shaped cheese ball. Serve it with vegetables, crackers, pita or
your favourite dippers.
Ingredients
2 8 oz blocks of cream cheese at room temperature
3 1/2 cups sharp cheddar cheese at room temperature
1 oz package ranch seasoning mix
5 strips cooked bacon finely chopped
2 cups finely shredded sharp cheese
1 bunch fresh parsley

Instructions
Let cream cheese and sharp cheddar come to room temperature. In the bowl of a stand mixer fitted
with a paddle attachment, combine cream cheese, cheddar cheese, bacon and ranch dressing mix.
Transfer cheese mixtures to a sheet of plastic wrap and shape into a rounded triangle. Refrigerate for
at least 4 hours, or overnight. Can be made several days ahead. Right before serving, place on a serving plate and press finely shredded sharp cheddar cheese onto cheese ball. Use fresh parsley as carrot top. Serve with vegetables and crackers.

Birds Nest Cookies shared by Deanna Boyden
These no bake birds nest cookies are made with chocolate, butterscotch
and chow mein noodles, then finished off with candy eggs. The perfect
easy Easter dessert!
Ingredients
12 ounces milk chocolate chips
12 ounces chow mein noodles

12 ounces butterscotch chips
36 candy eggs

Instructions
Place the chocolate and butterscotch chips in a large bowl. Microwave in 30 second increments until
melted. Stir until smooth. Add the chow mein noodles to the bowl and toss until coated in the chocolate mixture. Spoon 2 Tbsps of the cookie mixture onto parchment and shape into a nest; top with 3
candy eggs. Repeat the process with the remaining cookie mixture and eggs. Let nests set until firm,
then serve. These cookies can be stored in an airtight container at room temp. for up to 5 days.

Rice Krispies Easter Nest
Ingredients:
8 cups rice krispies
2 x(283g) bags mini marshmallows
Approx 1 cup shredded coconut
jelly beans or mini easter eggs

shared by Wanda Veer
8 Tbsp butter or margarine
2 tsp vanilla extract.
green food colouring

Make your favourite rice krispie square recipe or use the one above. Quickly
shape into nests (with buttered hands) or press into muffin tins making an indent for the “eggs”. Put coconut
in a jar and add green food colouring, cover and shake to make the “grass”. Spread coconut grass on nests.
Add the eggs or jelly beans.

A Message of Hope
And People Stayed Home by Kathleen O'Meara
And people stayed home
and read books and listened
and rested and exercised
and made art and played
and learned new ways of being
and stopped
and listened deeper
someone meditated
someone prayed
someone danced
someone met their shadow
and people began to think differently
and people healed

and in the absence of people
who lived in ignorant ways,
dangerous, meaningless and heartless,
even the earth began to heal
and when the danger ended
and people found each other
grieved for the dead people
and they made new choices
and dreamed of new visions
and created new ways of life
and healed the earth completely
just as they were healed themselves.
written in 1869, after the famine

A prayer on the Anniversary of Not Being Able to Worship God, in-person
Holy One,
it's been a year.
A *year* since the pandemic
hit this part of the world,
and we realized that for the safety of each other
and all of our neighbours we needed to be a congregation
that wouldn't congregate.
Well, not in-person, at least.
We've found other ways (name them here).
Old technologies like paper mail, and telephone trees,
and new technologies like "zooming",
and pastoral care by video,
we've found ways of being together,
with each other, and with you.
It's not the same and there are parts of it that we're missing (you're invited to name them here)
but...
we've found ways to live the ministry you have given us,
to be Jesus's disciples,
to share your love,
with each other and with the whole world.
We remember those who have died from the virus.
We remember those who are ill.
We remember the healthcare workers,

the researchers,
the grocery clerks, the delivery drivers all who must work for the care of the world
in their own way.
We remember all those who are grieving.
All those who are afraid.
All those who wait.
And we pray.
So, on this anniversary, we ask
that you would help us to recognize each other
and to *know* that, in all of this,
you have been, are, and always will be
with every part of your creation.
Give us strength to keep on.
Give us grace in our frustrations.
Give us hope for tomorrow.
Give us life, and life abundant,
that we might be people who live it in the world.
Physically distanced, but socially together;
faces masked, but hearts open; hands washed,
but ready to get to the work you have for us we pray.
In Jesus' name, carried by the wings of the Holy Spirit
enmeshed in the Creator's love, we pray.
Amen.
By Richard Bott, Moderator, United Church of Canada

Kids Corner

Kids Corner
The Gentle Giant
Every night
At twelve o’clock,
The gentle giant
Takes a walk;
With a cry cried high
And a call called low,
The gentle giant
Walks below.
And as he walks,
He cries, he calls:

“Bad men, boogie men,
Bully men, shoo!
No one in the neighbourhood
Is scared of you.
The children are asleep,
And the parents are too:
Bad men,
boogie men,
Bully men, shoo!”
By Dennis Lee, from his book “Jelly Belly” illustrated by Juan Wijngaard,
published in 1983

This favorite poem submitted by Pam Bazinet
who says “This is a totally delightful book of
children’s poetry.”

Perfect Homemade
Play Dough
shared by Diane Latter
1 cup white flour
1/2 cup salt
2 tablespoon cream of tartar
(located in the spice section)
1 tablespoon oil
1 cup water
food colouring
Mix first 4 ingredients in a
pan. Add water and mix well.
Cook over medium heat,
stirring constantly, for 3-5
minutes. Dough will become
difficult to stir and form into
a clump. Remove from stove
and knead for 5 minutes.
Add food colouring during
kneading process. Play dough
will keep for a long time
stored in a covered plastic
container or a plastic sandwich bag.

Kids Corner

The White Lily A Short Story for Easter by Jane Tyson Clement
Once long ago, near a village far away, there lived an old peasant known as Ivan. He had a little hut, a small garden, a
dog named Rubles, and a six-year-old nephew, Peter, who was an orphan. Ivan was not a bad man, as he did not murder, did not steal, told no lies, and did not meddle in other people’s business. But on the other hand he couldn’t be
called a good man either. He was cross and dirty. He seldom spoke, and then only grudgingly and unpleasantly. He
paid no attention to his neighbors, never showed them kindness, and refused any small courtesy or friendliness they
offered him. Eventually they paid no attention to him either and let him go his own way. As for Rubles the dog, he
was afraid of his master and never went near him. He would follow him at a distance to the village and back, would
bark at all strangers as watchdogs should do, and he would drive off the foxes that tried to molest the hens. So Ivan
kept the dog and left scraps for him, but never stroked or praised him.
Peter was a silent little boy, since he was never spoken to except in anger. He had no friends, for the village children
feared his uncle too much to come near him, and Peter was too shy to speak to anyone. So he ran wild in the woods
and made up his own lonely games. He feared his uncle Ivan, who had never beaten him hard but had laid a stick to
him now and then, and who spoke to him so fiercely that Peter was quite cowed and frightened.
All this was bad enough, but added to it was filth and ugliness. The little cottage was brown and bleak, the windows
(there were two quite nice ones) grimy and stained, the wooden rafters sooty, and all the walls and corners full of
cobwebs. On the floor were the scraps and leavings of many meals, and the mud dragged in from many rainy months.
The hearth was black, the pots and kettles dingy, the big bed for Ivan and the trundle bed for Peter tumbled and unmade, the table littered and smeared, and the chairs half-broken. It was all a sorry sight, and no better outdoors, for
the doorsill was tumble-down, weeds grew everywhere, the vegetables came up as best they might, and not a flower
was to be seen.
The living things themselves were even worse. Rubles was thin and dirty and full of burrs. Poor Peter wore rags, his
hair grew long and was tangled with straw from his bed, and he was so filthy one could scarcely see the boy beneath.
As for Ivan, he was huge. His black hair and beard were unkempt, and he looked quite terrifying. His clothes were as
black with age and no washings as his hair. He was so unpleasant to look at that all he met turned their heads away,
wrinkled their noses, and passed him as quickly as possible.
One bleak March day, when it seemed as if all had been waiting for spring for many weeks, Ivan had to go to the village to fetch some beans. As he trudged along the road, homeward
bound again, in the distance he saw a man coming toward him. Ivan
was ready as usual to pass him by without a glance, but when he drew
nearer, out of the tail of his eye Ivan noticed he was a stranger, and in
spite of himself Ivan looked full at him. Then he could not look away.
The stranger was young, tall and spare, in rough peasant dress, with a
shepherd’s staff. On one arm he carried a sheaf of white lilies, like the
day lilies that grew wild in the fields, only so fair and glowing that they
dazzled the eye. Ivan stopped in his tracks, and with a smile the
stranger stopped also. While Ivan stared, the stranger looked him over
slowly, from his broken boots to his lined and dirty face.
Then he spoke: “Good day, friend.”
When there was only silence, with Ivan staring, the stranger spoke again. “What is it you see?”
Ivan lifted his eyes then to the man’s face. The light there was like the lilies, and he looked at them again.
“Those flowers…I never saw any so fair.”
“One of them is yours,” said the stranger. “Mine?” said Ivan.
The stranger took one of them and offered it to Ivan, who with astonishment and unbelief exclaimed, “What do you
want for it? I am a poor man.”
“I want nothing in return, only that you should keep the flower clean and pure.”
Ivan wiped his dirty hands on his coat and reached for the lily. His fingers closed around the stem, and he stood in the
road staring at it for a long while, not knowing what to do with the precious thing now that he had it. When he
looked up at last, the stranger had passed into the distance again. Carefully Ivan carried the lily home. Once inside
the door he stood doubtfully in the middle of the floor, looking all around at the filth and disorder and not knowing
where to put the white shining lily.
Continued….

Peter had been sitting dejectedly by the dead fire, but now he stood up slowly, gazing at his uncle in amazement. At
last he found his voice and said to him, “Where did you find it?”
And in a hushed tone Ivan answered, “A stranger gave it to me, for nothing, and told me only to keep it clean and
pure…What am I to do with it?”
In an eager voice Peter answered, “We must find something to hold it! On that high shelf you put an empty wine bottle
last Easter. That would do.”
“Then you must hold it while I fetch the bottle down. But your
hands are too dirty! Draw water from the well and wash first!”
This Peter rushed to do, coming back at last with clean hands. Ivan
carefully gave him the flower, but cried out when Peter put it to his
face to smell it. “Wait! Your face is too dirty!” Ivan seized a rag and
rushed outside to the well, where he drew a bucket of water and
washed the rag first, and then came in and awkwardly scrubbed
Peter’s face. When he was through he stepped back, unbelieving,
as the boy with care smelled the white flower. He thought he had
never seen that boy before. Then he remembered the bottle and
clambered up to get it. But it was dirty, too, and clogged with cobwebs. So out to the well it went, and came in clean
and shining, filled with clear water. He set the lily in it and placed it on the window sill. Then they both looked at it. Its
glow lit the dim and dingy room, and as they looked at it a wonder rose in Ivan at all the filth around him. “This fair lily
cannot live in such a place!” he said aloud. “I must clean it.”
“Can I help?” asked Peter.
It was a hard task and took more than one day. Windows were washed, walls and floors swept and scrubbed, pots and
kettles scoured, and chairs mended. The table was washed, the beds aired and beaten and put in order, and the hearth
polished till the long-neglected tiles gleamed in the firelight and the pots and kettles winked back. The unaccustomed
daylight flooded in the windows and the dark rafters shone in the shadows. All the while the lily glowed on the window
sill. When they were done, they looked about them in wonder and pleasure that the little house could be so fair. And
then they saw each other.
“We don’t belong in a house like this!” said Ivan. “Next we scrub ourselves.”
By now he and the boy were friends, having worked so well together. So they scrubbed themselves, and Ivan went to
the village to buy decent clothes for them both. He noticed Rubles following him at a distance. When he came home he
thought to himself, “That dog is a sight, dirty and full of burrs. He doesn’t belong to this house. He must be cleaned.”
But when he went to get him, the dog slunk away out of reach and feared to come to him. Ivan put gentleness into his
tone, but it took nearly a day to win the dog, until with Peter’s help he could brush him and wash him. After soft words
and a good supper, Rubles no longer cowered and whined, but gazed at Ivan with a wondering love in his eyes, and
beat his tail on the floor, and licked Ivan’s hand. And Ivan felt a strange glow in his heart.
So all was well within. But without? What of the broken sill and the brown tumbled garden thick with last year’s
weeds? “A house like this cannot live in a garden like that,” said Ivan in a cheerful voice. “We must clean it up.” So they
went to work, while Rubles sat on his haunches to look at them. And a neighbor passing by stopped to watch, perplexed and astounded and scarcely recognizing the two who worked.
“What are you staring at, neighbor?” called Ivan. “Come in to see our
lily. But first go fetch your good wife.”
And this the neighbor did, in haste and astonishment, eager to be
friendly at last to the old man and his little boy.
For seven days the lily glowed and gleamed on the windowsill, and all
the life around it was transformed. Then on the seventh day it vanished.
There was no trace of it to be found, though Ivan and Peter searched
for it everywhere. But when Ivan looked at Peter’s face he thought,
“The lily glows there still.” When they saw the clean pure house, and
spoke with love to each other, and greeted their neighbors, and tended the growing things in the new garden, each
thought to himself, “The lily still lives, though we see it no longer.”
From Easter Stories: Classic Tales for the Holy Season. Copyright Plough Publishing House. Reprinted with permission.

