
HOMILY – THANKSGIVING 2017 

I came across this short poem that serves as a good reminder of how we should 

count our blessings. 

Today upon a bus, I saw a lovely woman with golden hair; I envied her because 

she seemed so happy and I wished I were as glad. When suddenly she rose to 

leave, I saw her hobble down the aisle – she had one foot and carried a crutch, 

but as she passed she wore a smile. Oh God, forgive me when I whine. I have two 

feet and the world is mine. 

And when I stopped to buy some sweets, the lad who served me had such charm. 

He seemed to radiate good cheer; his manner was so kind and warm. I said, “It’s 

nice to deal with you, such courtesy I seldom find”. He turned and said, OH, thank 

you sir.” And then I saw he was blind. Oh, God, forgive me when I whine, I have 

two eyes, the world is mine. 

Then, when walking down the street, I saw a child with eyes of blue. He stood and 

watched the others play, it seemed he knew not what to do. I stopped a moment, 

and then I said, “Why don’t you join the others, dear?” He looked ahead without a 

word, and then I knew he could not hear. Oh, God, forgive me when I whine, I 

have two ears, the world is mine. 

With feet to take me where I go, with eyes to see the sunset glow, with ears to 

hear what I would know – I am blessed indeed. The world is mine; Oh, God, 

forgive me when I whine. 

Tomorrow is Thanksgiving Day. I often wonder how thankful I would be if 

tomorrow morning I woke up in a homeless shelter with no job, no education and no 

idea where my next meal would come from? Or how thankful I would be if a hurricane, 

or an earthquake, or a fire, in the briefest of moments wiped out my livelihood, my 

home, and perhaps even members of my family? It is when we are without, that we 

miss most of which we so easily take for granted. Maybe we all need to ask ourselves, 

how many days since last Thanksgiving did any of us upon arising from sleep utter as 

our first spoken words: “Thank you, God.”? I like to think of tomorrow, Thanksgiving, as 

a moment which clearly puts life into perspective. 

On days like Thanksgiving, I look at my life, and I see how very fortunate I am. 

And on days like Thanksgiving, I look at so many other lives, and I see how very 

fortunate I am. 

An unknown author helps us to remember and be thankful today and tomorrow 

for: the teen ager who is complaining about doing dishes because that means she is at 



home and not on the streets; the taxes I pay because it means that I am employed; the 

clothes that fit a little too snug because it means I have more than enough to eat; a lawn 

that needs mowing, windows that need cleaning and gutters that need fixing because it 

means I have a home; the space I find at the far end of the parking lot because it means 

I am capable of walking; my huge heating bill because it means I am warm; weariness 

and aching muscles at the end of the day because it means I have been productive; and 

the alarm that goes off in the early morning hour because it means God has given me 

another day of life. 

So, when we sit around our Thanksgiving tables tomorrow, laden with turkey and 

trimmings, perhaps we may sit for a moment, with a smile on the brink of tears, knowing 

that we are safe and content, when so many can’t be. 

And when that necessary moment passes, we should do well to ponder “how rich we 

are in the sight of God,” for we have hope, not fear; we have freedom, not oppression; 

we have opportunity, not despair. 

This Thanksgiving, let us become more deeply aware that God can awaken 

within us a new perspective on the lives we lead. It is around this table where we are 

gathered as one people, a rich diversity of culture and heritage, yet sharing a common 

unity in Christ, giving thanks to Our Father, for all that we are, and all that we have been 

given. Have a blessed Thanksgiving Day! 

Closing Story 

There was a very devout Christian woman who went to a pet store and she saw 

a parrot which she adored and decided that she wanted to buy the parrot. The owner 

said, “Lady I couldn’t sell that parrot before, he was owned by a sailor and he cusses a 

long streak.” But the woman could not be dissuaded. She believed that the parrot with 

Christian love and firm discipline could be restrained so she took the parrot home. The 

parrot right away began cussing and swearing so she warned the parrot that she was 

going to put him in the freezer for ten minutes to teach him to hold his tongue. When the 

parrot continued to swear, the woman did put the parrot in the freezer. After ten minutes 

she took him out. The shivering parrot seemed very remorseful and he said, “Pa…pa 

pleeeeese laaady, would you tell me just one thing, what did the turkey do?” 

 

 


