Thanksgiving Then and Now
Thanksgiving as a kid was magic in the making—
Grandma, Mom, and all the aunties cooking,
pots clattering, ovens humming,
smells dancing through the house
so rich they made your mouth water
before you ever reached the kitchen.
 
Kids everywhere, buzzing like honeybees,
singing little church songs
around the small table in the living room,
our voices soft but full of joy.
 
Men drifted in and out like the wind,
Grandpa always carrying the scent of outdoors—
pine, soil, cold November air—
as if the whole season followed him inside.
 
Time has changed those memories—
softened them, stretched them,
tucked them into the quiet corners of my heart.
But back then, family was the foundation,
the thing everything else stood on.
 
Two tables now tell the story
of how many generations we’ve become—
from grey-haired grandmothers
to bald-headed babies,
all gathered in one room,
laughing, loving, living
as if no time has passed at all.
 
People leave us,
and memories fade at their edges,
but the love—
the love stays, unshaken.
It fills every empty seat,
stands in every doorway,
and blesses every Thanksgiving
with the warmth of those who came before.

