
“Saturday mornings” 
 
 
What is your favorite day of the week?  What?  You don’t have one?  May I suggest that you 
choose one and designate it as your “favorite”?  Having a favorite day gives you something to 
look forward too.  When that day arrives, you should make the most of it and enjoy every moment 
of it.  Why wait until there is a holiday with a day off?  There aren’t enough holidays as far as I’m 
concerned.  Having a favorite day helps to fill in those gaps between holidays.  My favorite day is 
Saturday and in particular, Saturday mornings.  Just saying those two words, Saturday mornings, 
makes me feel good.  It brings back good memories and holds promises for good times to come. 
 
Saturday mornings have always been my favorite.  As a kid, Saturday mornings meant cartoon 
time on TV.  My two favorite cartoons were “Heckle and Jeckle” and “Mighty Mouse”.  “Heckle 
and Jeckle” were two overly polite black crows that spoke with British accents.  “Mighty Mouse” 
was that small improbable character that always saved the day!  Saturday mornings also meant 
no school.  It was time to play with friends and do whatever we wanted to do. 
 
As I grew older, Saturday mornings provided opportunities to work around our neighborhood for 
some money.  Whether it was cutting someone’s grass or shoveling snow, it was usually done on 
a Saturday morning.  When I was 15, my dad convinced Bob Finke, the owner of “Midwest 
Hardware”, that is was okay to hire me for an hourly job.  Legally, I was not allowed to start 
working until age 16, but it seemed to pass without incident. 
 
If you turned in your dictionary to find the definition of an “old-fashion hardware store”, I wouldn’t 
be surprised if you saw a photograph of the amiable owner, Bob Finke, standing in front of 
“Midwest Hardware”.  Bob was a double for Santa Claus without the white beard and red suit.  He 
always had a smile on his face and a twinkle in his eye. Everyone from all around knew Bob and 
came to “Midwest Hardware” for whatever they needed.  This was before the days of huge home 
improvement centers and modern hardware stores where things are only sold in packages.  From 
housewives and the home handyman to professional builders, plumber’s, and electrician’s, they 
all depended on “Midwest Hardware” to have what they needed.  And Bob didn’t disappoint. 
 
The amazing thing was Bob always seemed to have whatever someone asked for.  If a person 
came in looking for the oddest part or accessory, Bob would say, “I think I’ve got that here 
somewhere” and off he’d go to dig in a drawer or cabinet.  Minutes later, Bob would return 
triumphantly with the exact item the customer was in need of!  The main floor of the store with its 
creaky wooden floors had rows of shelves, drawers, and cabinets filled with stuff. The basement 
was filled with pipe and lumber, a pipe threading machine, a skate sharpener, and a wood-
burning stove, which supplemented our heat in the winters.  There were other rooms and closets 
in that basement, too, stuffed with all sorts of things.  It was a wondrous old store. 
 
The things I learned while working there were invaluable.  When a tradesman walked in looking 
for something, I had to know what that something was and how it was used.  I learned about 
plumbing, electrical, and building.  People brought in their windows and screens to be repaired.  I 
learned how to cut glass and screen to fix them.  Mixing paint to match color samples became 
somewhat of a talent.  My favorite time spent at the store was Saturday mornings.  
 
While other kids were still sleeping, I’d be up early and walking to the store.  Although it was a 
couple of miles, walking to the store on a quiet Saturday morning was very pleasant, even for a 
teenager.  I’d help to open the store, sweep the floors and front sidewalk, and tidy things up a bit.  
It was our busiest day.  When lunchtime rolled around, Bob and Jim, our repair mechanic, would 
give me a few dollars and send me across the street for hamburgers and crinkle fries from 
“Andy’s Tap”.  They were the best burgers and fries anywhere. The store closed around 4 or 5 in 
the afternoon on Saturday.  It was never open on Sunday.   
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While I was in college, Saturday mornings took on a different meaning and feel.  At this private 
Bible College, the students worked on campus in various vocations.  We would have classes in 
the morning, Monday through Friday.  Then, we’d all go to work in the afternoon.  My first job was 
in the foundry.  We made tabletop electric cooking grills known as the “Bethany Lefse Grill”.  I 
operated a grinder and a sandblaster.  After about a year in the foundry, I was moved to the 
bindery in Bethany’s large print shop.  I remained there for my remaining three years. 
 
Saturday mornings were spent working, too.  After a hearty early morning breakfast we’d head off 
to our respective jobs.  It always seemed to be a lighter atmosphere and a lighter workload on 
Saturday mornings.  Perhaps everyone was already planning what they would be doing that 
afternoon. We were finished by noon with the rest of the weekend free. In any event, those 
mornings were different and pleasant. 
 
After College I began working full-time. I’ve had the good fortune to hold full time jobs working 
Monday through Friday for the past 34 years.  My weekends have been my own.  For those first 
few years I was renting apartments or houses with several other guys.  As a renter, Saturday 
mornings meant recreation time.  I’d be bike riding, fishing, jogging, playing softball, and doing 
other things I no longer remember.  I miss those Saturday morning fishing trips with my friend 
Steve West.  He and I would hitch up his boat and head out to one of the local lakes in Hennepin 
County.  We’d spend Saturday morning on the water and call it quits by noon.  We still had the 
rest of the day to tend to things that needed to be done.  We never seemed to have real good 
luck catching fish, but the time we spent together was very special.   
 
I’ve always thought it was a waste of time to sleep in late on Saturday mornings.  This was my 
day to do whatever I wanted to do.  Why should I spend it lying in bed?  I could never understand 
why people would sleep until 10 or 11.  I actually feel sorry for them. 
 
As a homeowner, Saturday morning now means projects and errands.  Even so, I still look 
forward to and enjoy my Saturday mornings.  I’ll get up early to get a jump on the day.  When I 
wake up, I’ll smile and say, “It’s Saturday morning”.  There’s a special feeling that comes with that 
realization.  It cannot be put into words.   
 
Running errands is a pleasant enough task.  In the spring, summer, and fall I can open up the 
roof on my truck and enjoy the drive.  Saturday mornings usually include a stop at the gas station, 
the hardware store or home improvement center, Target, and the ATM machine.  If it’s golf 
season, my friends and I will hit the course early leaving the rest of the day free for those projects 
and chores that await all homeowners. 
 
As you can see, I really look forward to Saturdays.  Perhaps for you Sunday may be your favorite 
day of the week?  Going to church, seeing your friends, then going out for brunch and enjoying a 
relaxing afternoon might just be what you look forward to.  It could be a weekday that holds a 
special meaning to you.  Friday may mean a lighter workload while you think about and prepare 
for the weekend.  Whatever day it is, please, choose it.  Make that day a special day, one you 
look forward to and one you remember with a smile on your face.  It really does make the week 
more tolerable.  Who doesn’t like to have something on the horizon waiting for them?   
 
For me, it’s Saturdays, especially Saturday mornings!  I enjoy the whole day, but not as much as I 
do the morning.  Give it a go!  Let me know if you have a favorite day and why.  Let me know if 
you decide to pick a favorite day and why.  I hope that day is full and fun for you! 
 
 


