
Sundays (March 2018) 

When I was very young, I learned in catechism class that Sundays, because God had rested on 
that day, were a day of respite for mortals. It was indeed a day of rest in my parents’ house. 
Only the night before, guests filled the house and yard at 2438 Fogarty Avenue on the island of 
Key West, where my father, a young and dashing Lieutenant Junior Grade, and my mother, a 
drop-dead gorgeous, blood-red lipsticked jitterbugger, held their near-weekly wild parties. Such 
merriment was sustenance for the Naval officers and their spouses on the island. Daiquiris, Tom 
and Jerrys, whiskey sours, shrimp cocktail, drinking games, and—the War had ended only ten 
years earlier—the music of Tommy Dorsey and Glenn Miller were critical to these parties, which 
sometimes went on until dawn.  

My parents slept on Sundays, crawling into the kitchen around mid-afternoon to whip up a batch 
of Bloody Marys, or more accurately, “the hair of the dog that bit them.” My older sister and I 
woke early on Sunday mornings and, eager to check out the flotsam of the revelry, spent the time 
studying the mounds of crooked Lucky Strikes butts in metal ashtrays etched with the insignia of 
the U.S. Naval Submarine squadrons, two dolphins escorting a victorious sub to safe  

harbor. Even more exciting were the disintegrating cigarette butts submerged in an inch or two of 
ice-cube-diluted liquor. If we shook the glasses, the tobacco particles swirled like little fish. We 
knew that the tumblers had probably sported drinks without ice as opposed to those “on the 
rocks.” The tumblers’ liquid would not be diluted. We drank and danced as the adults had done.  

Sometimes, if my parents got up early enough and drank their Bloody Marys early enough, they 
decided that we would attend Mass. Father B often made the rounds of the Catholic families’ 
parties, so whereas the Saturday confessions’ interrogations were hefty, the Sunday sermons 
were quick, and the communion wafers were doled out like dollar bills counted by bank  

tellers. The sermons were not short enough for me. Always restless, always eager to return home 
to race up and down our short sidewalk, I wiggled at the end of the pew in the back of the 
church—my parents were always late arrivals—until the glorious day when I discovered a 
wiggling colony of tiny baby termites in a hollow their parents had chewed out for them in the 
pew’s arm.  

If the week is like a large mechanism, the work days are well oiled and efficient, speeding to the 
Saturday that unselfishly invites chores and errands, time to ski or run the dogs, time to cook 
something more than grilled cheese or scrambled eggs. If Sunday is to be described, it is a large 
cog, a rusty, massive one over which we have no control or authority. It grinds us to a halt, or at 



least to slow motion, to a thick gray state that dulls and subdues. Like just before you fall asleep 
in a late afternoon lecture class in late August in the south. That’s a Sunday. Yes, I do understand 
that some good people would call it a rest, time for the soul and spirit to catch up. I instead fidget 
my way into and through it. I think I would read The New York Times Review section more 
studiously, carefully, if the Sunday NYT arrived on, say, a Thursday.  

I’ve always loved Thursdays, at least since I was in high school. Before that time, I loved 
Fridays, with all the hoopla of pep club and football games and trips—when we lived in Spain— 
into the towns of Seville and Cadiz. But later, our family back in the States, my heart belonged to 
Thursdays. Thursdays meant Fridays were coming. Thursdays meant that I would pass John 
Mordeca in the halls between fifth and sixth period. John Mordeca had black hair and startling 
blue eyes. A bundle of chattering energy, I bounced right past the mysterious John Mordeca, and 
he never noticed me. But still, he had been there.  

When my parents finally grew out of wild and into sedate parties, they became noticeable 
fixtures in my Sunday mornings. To my chagrin, they destroyed the explorations and discoveries 
that had been part of those years-earlier mornings; my mother actually cleaned up on Saturday 
nights, as soon as the last couple departed. On Sundays, my father studied the football games and 
his newspapers. My mother, upstairs, talked softly to her mother and her friends on the phone. 
She put a large hunk of meat in the oven, with potatoes and vegetables, and set the temperature 
and timer. No major activity required. “A simple meal,” she said. Friends were off limits. There 
were to be no chores or projects—“no unnecessary servile work,” the church dictated. There was 
a lot of sitting around, and I had not yet learned to save the last half of my library book for this 
day.  

Even the Chesapeake Bay, just across the street and over the dunes, seemed to quell itself on 
Sundays. Instead of lapping the shore, the waves wandered up and nibbled at the sand. Low tide 
seemed to last forever. The raucous volleyball and sand soccer tournaments, the screaming 
children, transistor radios and friends, and the small private crafts crashing in their own wakes 
were of Saturdays and weekday afternoons. Even the seagulls seemed to squawk less. I would 
still go to the beach, but my winter walks on the gray days would be lonely. In the summer, I 
would sit on my beach towel and stare out toward the mouth of the bay, eager for the sun to set 
behind my back, its rays shooting between the Bay Bridge tunnel piles, ending Sunday.  

I was impatient and agitated for this dull day to be over. I wanted the regularity, the bustle of 
Monday. I—who loved worksheets, quizzes, group work, assigned chapter readings, and bus 
rides—wanted school.  



On occasion, to my delight but much too infrequently, the dull, flat existence of the first day of 
the week was broken by my parents’ announcement that, after church, we would have brunch at 
the Officer’s Club. Encouraged by the thought of the large beet slice that always topped the 
green salads and was drizzled with Roquefort dressing, I knew I could survive yet one more 
Sunday.  

I hold to a single memory of a Sunday filled with drama. It was Easter Sunday, and we lived in 
Annapolis, Maryland, near the Naval Academy where, in the months before he received orders to 
report to Key West, my father taught. My mother’s parents drove to our house nearly every 
Sunday after church, and this Sunday was no exception. I was so young, but I remember that my 
grandmother had brought homemade biscuits in her heavy tin bread carrier. My father  

detested—would not tolerate—error or sloppiness from anyone, and when a truck shot past our 
house, poorly secured newspaper bundles flying out all over our front lawn, he was livid. He 
ignored the breeze that was growing stronger, angrily stuffed the paper sheets into our leaf 
burner barrel before any neighbor could accuse our family of being messy, and ignited it. Well 
over 100 acres of the woods behind our house burned before the Anne Arundel Fire Department 
trucks and crews could extinguish the flames. In my father’s defense, I must add that it was he 
who charged into the woods to open a corral fence and lead his neighbor’s daughter’s horse to 
safety.  

For a too-brief time in my adult life, Sundays changed. I was a mother of three young sons. 
Sundays were then filled with toys and games and books, mind-numbing logistics, searches for 
mittens, hugs and laughter, baths, even laundry. Sundays offered precious hours to love and 
watch my children, to appreciate chaos and noise, to catch up on all that was tossed aside during 
the week days filled with day care, school, and work. When my sons lived at home, the long 
Sundays were blessed gifts.  

Each of my sons lives far away now. Again, I want to step over Sundays, the days that do not 
move. They are still, static, lazy. They are like that odd moment when I emerge on a busy, sunny 
day from an afternoon matinee movie or theatre production, my surroundings not quite yet a part 
of my existence. The newspaper pages that I rely on to carry me well past sunset, when the 
Sunday spell lifts, do not crackle as I turn them. They are silent.  

 


