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For every mother who has held her child’s hand

and remembered when that hand was smaller.
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∞ ∞ ∞
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∞ ∞ ∞

∞ ∞ ∞

For my three, who keep growing no matter how many times I ask them to slow down.

And for their father — who holds this whole beautiful chaos together and makes it look easy. 

(It is not easy. We all know.)

∞ ∞ ∞
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The Voices in This Story
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∞ ∞ ∞

April — a mother who gets one impossible year

Sunday — her daughter, who is six — then seven

January — her older sister, who is eight and quietly watching

Xian — her older sister, who is fourteen and trying not to feel things

Eric — their father, who constantly says "I love you" to his children

∞ ∞ ∞
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Author’s Note
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This story was written from a place where most parents will recognize—the quiet awareness that time moves only in one direction, no matter how much we wish to hold it still.

“Seven Sundays” is not about magic in the traditional sense. It is about memory, growth, and the invisible thread that connects every version of who we have been. For parents, it is the ache of watching a child become someone new with each passing year. For children, it is the slow and often confusing process of becoming.

The setting reflects places that have shaped my life and the lives of many families who live between cultures, languages, and identities. The emotional truths in this story—love, regret, wonder, and letting go—are very real, even when the events are not.

If you have ever wished to hold onto a moment just a little longer, this story is for you.

-April Dowell

∞ ∞ ∞

∞ ∞ ∞
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April

I need to tell you about the year we had six daughters named Sunday.

Seven, if you count the one who was turning seven—the one who started it all.

People ask me now, when they hear the story, whether I was frightened when it happened. Whether I thought I was losing my mind. The truth is simpler and stranger: when I walked into Sunday’s bedroom on the morning of her sixth birthday and saw six versions of my daughter—ages one through six—playing together on the floor, my first thought was not this is impossible.

My first thought was: Oh. There you all are. I’ve missed you.

Every mother knows this feeling. You hold your six-year-old’s hand and feel it again—the first fist, so small it fit inside your palm, gripping so tightly it left crescent marks from nails you could barely see. You watch your daughter sleep and see the baby she was, the toddler she was, all the selves she’s been layered over who she is now like old photographs placed one on top of the other and held to the light.

But we only get to remember. We don’t get to hold them again.

For one year, I got to hold them all.

This is the story of that year. Of seven Sundays. Of the things my daughter learned to do, and the thing she learned to let go.

∞ ∞ ∞

We live in Da Nang, Vietnam, in a house so close to the beach that some mornings I wake to find sand tracked through the kitchen in tiny footprints, a trail from the back door to the refrigerator where someone raided the mango slices before breakfast. My husband Eric is an American. I’m a Filipina. Our children are what the developmental psychologists call Third Culture Kids, which is a clinical way of saying they belong everywhere and nowhere, that they switch between Tagalog and English and Vietnamese mid-sentence the way other children switch between indoor and outdoor voices, that they think it’s normal to eat phở for breakfast and pancit for dinner and to have been born in three different countries.

January is eight. Xian is fourteen. Ethan is two. And Sunday—Sunday turned six on a Tuesday in April, and that’s when everything changed.

I’m telling you this because you need to understand we are not a tragic family. We are not a family marked for strange visitations. We are loud and happy and slightly chaotic, and we take too many photographs and argue about which beach is better—Mỹ Khê or Non Nước—and Eric makes terrible jokes in broken Vietnamese that the children pretend to be embarrassed by but secretly love. The children gang up on him in three languages. He pretends to be outnumbered. He is outnumbered.

We are normal, except for the year we weren’t.

Except for the year Sunday learned to save herself.

∞ ∞ ∞

Sunday (Age 6)
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I woke up on my birthday and there were five mes in my room. At first I thought I was still dreaming, the kind of dream where everything is normal except for one weird thing, like when I dreamed we had a pet dragon, but it was really small and lived in my pencil case and ate eraser shavings. But then Sunday-5 poked me in the shoulder and said “You’re awake!” in exactly my voice, and Sunday-3 was jumping on my bed making the springs go “boing boing, boing,” and Sunday-2 was crying because Sunday-4 had taken her stuffed rabbit, and Sunday-1 was just sitting there on the rug looking around with those big confused baby eyes that didn’t understand anything yet, and I realized: this is real. This is happening.

“Mom!” I yelled. “MOMMM!”

She came running. I expected her to scream or faint or call somebody. But she just stood in the doorway looking at all of us, and her face did this thing it does sometimes when she’s trying not to cry but in a good way, like when Ethan said his first word or when Dad surprised her with flowers for no reason, and she put her hand over her mouth and stood there for a long time.

“Happy birthday, anak,” she said.

“Mom, there are five of me.”

“Six,” she said. “Including you.”

Sunday-3 was still jumping. Sunday-2 was still crying. Sunday-1 was trying to eat her own foot.

“Is this normal?” I asked.

“No,” Mom said. “But it’s happening.”

∞ ∞ ∞

April

I should explain about Sunday’s name. 

We didn’t name her Sunday because we’re religious or because she was born on a Sunday—she wasn’t she was born on a Wednesday, at four in the morning, after eleven hours of labor that I remember in flashes: the fluorescent lights of the delivery room in Manila, Eric’s hand crushing mine, the doctor’s voice saying one more push for what felt like the hundredth time. We named her Sunday because when I was pregnant, Eric and I were living in Makati, and every Sunday we would walk to this little café on Amorsolo Street—the one with the ceiling fans that wobbled and the iced coffee that was too sweet and the owner who always called me ate even though I was only twenty-six—and we would sit there for hours, talking. Planning our lives. Imagining our children as though we could will them into being through sheer specificity of detail.

“What if we have a girl?” Eric asked one Sunday, stirring his coffee with a little wooden stick he’d already chewed into splinters.

“We call her Sunday,” I said, not even thinking about it. The word just arrived, fully formed, like it had been waiting.

He laughed. “That’s ridiculous.”

“It’s perfect,” I said. And it was. It was perfect then and it was perfect two years later when I held her for the first time and looked at her face—that scrunched, furious, newborn face—and said the name aloud and it fit her the way her fingers fit around mine.

We named January after the month we got married. Xian after the city where Eric proposed, though we argue about the proper romanization every time we have to fill out a form. Ethan is just Ethan—by the fourth child, you run out of clever naming schemes and settle for something you can spell while sleep-deprived.

But Sunday was always Sunday. My little girl who talks too much and asks questions that don’t have answers and who has never told a lie in her life because she genuinely cannot understand why anyone would say something that isn’t true. She once asked me, at age four, why people lie, and when I tried to explain—about protecting feelings, about small kindnesses, about the complicated negotiations adults make with the truth—she looked at me as though I’d just described a world governed by rules she would never agree to follow.

And now there were six of her.

∞ ∞ ∞

I called Eric at work. He teaches English at the international school, and I knew he was in the middle of a class, but this seemed like the kind of thing that warranted interruption.

“You need to come home,” I said.

“Is everyone okay?”

“Everyone is fine. Everyone is... multiplied.”

There was a long pause. I could hear his students in the background, the murmur of teenage English. “April, are you feeling all right?”

“Just come home.”

When he walked in and saw them—all six Sundays in the living room, the baby who could barely sit up propped against a cushion, the two-year-old hiding behind the couch, the three-year-old standing on the coffee table, the four-year-old explaining the rules of a game she was inventing as she spoke, the five-year-old watching everything with careful eyes, and the six-year-old standing apart, studying her younger selves the way you study your own face in a photograph and think was that really me?—he
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* Seven Sundays

For one year, she got to hold them all.
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