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The other day, I woke up, rolled over, and checked my phone to see if the world was still there. It was, 
which was good news, but down in the corner, there was a little red circle with the number 27 glowing 
impatiently. 27 missed text messages had accrued overnight. This is hardly ever a good sign. 1 or 2 missed 
texts, eh, that’s an every night kind of thing. But 27? That’s emergency level stuff. Something must be wrong! 
Something must’ve gone wrong! My eyes snapped open, adrenaline rushed all the way down to my toes, and I 
hurriedly tapped the text message icon to see the bad news. The most recent message just said, “BROOKS?!?” 
All caps, two question marks and an exclamation point. I was freaking out. I checked to see who was on the text 
exchange to see if I could get a clue: all three of my sisters. Oh no. Mom? Dad? What if something happened to 
them? Or what if something happened to their pets? This is bad. This is real bad. So, I furiously swiped up until 
I got to the first of the 27 missed messages, and that’s when I saw it: the beginnings of a new Thanksgiving 
tradition. My body began to relax, and I smiled with the knowledge that mom and her little white dog were both 
okay.  

See, one of my sisters had found a website selling t-shirts, each one a different cornucopia color and 
bearing the nutritional facts label for a different Thanksgiving dish. There’s turkey, of course, (19 grams of 
protein),  cranberry sauce (10% of the daily recommended value of Vitamin C), gravy (290 milligrams of 
sodium), and many others. Gumbo, tofurkey, deviled eggs, pecan pie, and on and on. Browsing these shirts, you 
might as well be staring down the massive Thanksgiving spread filling every corner of the family table. I forgot 
my early morning anxiety and, if I’m honest, spent an embarrassing amount of time flipping through the 
options. And then it hit me. My sisters wanted to get shirts so we could take a picture of all us kids the next time 
we got together. Which for them, would be in just a few weeks.  

Now, don’t go feelin’ bad for me just yet. I’ll get to be with family for Thanksgiving, but I’ll be with a 
different part. There’ll be a hole in the Cato Sibling Picture this year, but it’ll be filled over in the McGill 
Sibling Shot. I’ll get my turkey and whatever sides, but I won’t get those silly shirts. And that’s fine. But I 
won’t be the only hole. This’ll be our first Thanksgiving without a grandmother. That was a realization that 
settled in, slowly, as the goofiness of the t-shirts faded and the reality of being far from my hillbilly roots rose to 
the surface. I know Becca’s family will make a mean spread, but it won’t be the same.  

It won’t be the comfort of Grandma’s biscuits. You know, her recipe had very little helpful information, 
but it did include the odd detail of rolling out the dough on newsprint. I always thought it was something 
magical about the paper or the ink or the sweat from the paper boy’s hands that made her biscuits so special. It 
wasn’t. She just hated cleaning flour off the countertops. The paper wasn’t magical. She was.  

Thanksgiving dinner won’t be served on Blue Willow China. I used to get lost in the wispy scene, eyes 
drawn to the figures on the bridge or the wind swaying the willow branches. And believe you me, when you set 
the table, you best put those plates down with the lovebirds flitting right at 12 o’clock. Grandma had a willow 
tree that swayed in her front yard, and birds flocked to her windows. Like I said, she was kinda magic. 

Thanksgiving dinner probably will be served to the big people at the Adult Table and the little ones at 
the Kids’ Table. Fisher Price furniture or rarely used folding, card tables’ll work just fine, regardless of where 
you land. But it won’t be served with us sitting in those old oak, pressed back chairs. Grandma’s chairs had an 
even number of rungs ‘round the back. That meant your spine could land comfortably right between two rungs, 
and if you grabbed the odd chair with armrests, you could prop yourself up to eat another nine servings of green 
bean casserole. Even her chairs were magic.  
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Grandma Mary was an elementary school librarian. She loved dressing up as one character or another to 
teach. She was always either an elf or Mrs. Claus at Christmas. She was Johnny Cash or Calamity Jane or 
Martha Washington, depending on what lesson needed teaching. But for us, she was the cutest, plumpest, 
grandmother-est pilgrim come Thanksgiving. Her buckle shoes, or really, construction paper cut-outs of buckles 
taped to her regular shoes, flapped as she hurried around the kitchen. And when she plopped down on the floral 
print couch with the rest of us while everything was done but the waiting, you’d kind of bounce up on the other 
end of the cushion. Holidays meant something extra special when grandmas made ‘em happen.  

It’s funny, you know? Now that the grandmas are gone, I’m picking up on a sense with my sisters and 
me that it’s our turn. It’s our turn, now, to make that magic happen. It’s our turn, now, to cut out pilgrim 
costumes and look silly and hurry around the house to make something special for the next generation. It’s our 
turn, now, to leave the last slice of pumpkin pie so some new generation of kid can eat their fourth slice, get 
sick, and fall asleep on the kitchen floor. Maybe that’s where the Thanksgiving Food Nutritional Facts T-Shirt 
Text Message Onslaught came from. That place of becoming responsible for the celebration, now that our 
ancestors are fading. They aren’t completely gone, of course. This year, somebody’ll make biscuits on 
newsprint. Somebody’ll collect Blue Willow China and lay it out just so. And somebody’ll dig out the card 
table that hasn’t been seem since Easter. And somebody else’ll think it’s all magic.  

Now, I know today isn’t Thanksgiving, but one of y’all just delivered a box full of squash to my office, 
there’s pressed back chairs waiting to be scooped up over to Bouckville, and turkey are chasing off deer in 
hordes. It may not be Thanksgiving, but today we give thanks as we celebrate another holy day. It’s All Saints’, 
and what we celebrate today is the magic of the folks that’ve come before us. We celebrate Charlotte Birge, 
who wouldn’t let our fledgling church die way back in the 1840s. We celebrate the Sunday School classes of 
1925. They gave us our candlesticks. We celebrate Franny Faulks who kept our kitchen going and started 
Friendship Inn. We celebrate all those folks that did the church equivalent of construction paper buckles and 
made this place not just feel like magic, but made sure the church was even here at all. They raised money to 
build this place. They told their friends to come and see what they’d done. They invited the community to share 
in their projects, and they made it feel like home when they got here.  

But it’s our turn, now. It’s our turn to care for this place. It’s our turn to grow this place. And it’s our 
turn to share this place. Today we give thanks for those that have shared the joys of the Kingdom of God. We 
give thanks for those joys in our lives. And we give thanks for getting to be the ones who share those joys. It’s 
our turn, now. It’s a lot of work, and once in a while we’ll need to plop down on the couch and rest, too. But 
even when we rest, we rest together. Because this is ours to treasure, and it’s ours to pass along. It’s our turn, 
now. Happy All Saints’.  
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