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Thanksgiving 2022  

The story is  told of a man walking by one of the many skyscrapers 

in New York City when he happened to see a blind teenage boy sitting 

on the steps with a cup in his hands and a homemade sign in front of 

him. The sign simply read, I’m blind. Please help. 

The man took out a few coins from his pocket and dropped them 

into the cup, which he notices had only a few coins. He then took the 

sign, turned it around and wrote something on it. He put the sign back so 

that everyone walking by would see the new words. 

Soon the boy’s cup began to fill up as a lot more people started 

giving money to him. Later that afternoon the man who had changed the 

sign came back to see how things were going. The boy recognized his 

footsteps and asked, “Are you the one who changed my sign this 

morning? What did you write?” The man said, “I only wrote the truth. I 

said what you said but in a different way. I wrote: Today is a beautiful 

day—but I can’t see it.” 
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Both signs told everyone that the boy was blind. But the first sign 

simply said that he was blind. The second sign told everyone that they 

were so blessed to be able to see. Is it really surprising that the second 

sign was more effective? 

My dear sisters and brothers in Christ Jesus, we gather together on 

this Thanksgiving Day as a parish community.  We come here for our 

truly national, American holiday. And we like the “fixedness” of this 

day.  It is always on the 4th Thursday of November by decree.    We like 

that.  This year, Christmas is a Sunday. We might not like that as much. 

We have to adjust to Christmas and what day it falls on. But we can 

always count on Thanksgiving on a Thursday.  For this Thursday, here 

in the United States, we are all celebrating the same thing. Everywhere 

else in the world, it is a normal Thursday. But this is our Thursday. A 

day of turkey and football.   Today, America and Americans everywhere 

seem to cast off from the world at large, to stand apart for a few 

moments of contemplation. If you have ever been out of the country on 

Thanksgiving, you may have sought out other Americans so you can 
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share this day with them. Part of being an American is celebrating this 

National Day of Thanksgiving.  

And so, we come here to this church, to celebrate this Mass.  We 

come to give thanks for all that is beautiful in our world, for being able 

to see a certain way, for being born or for living in this land of ours.    

We come to simply give thanks.   

St. Paul today in the second reading gave thanks for the Corinthian 

church, for the grace that God had bestowed upon them. That one leper 

in the gospel returned to give thanks to Jesus for being healed, for 

having his life back, for not being an outcast any longer.  He returned to 

say thank you to the One who blessed him in abundance.   That leper 

could have just kept going. Imagine how happy he was. He was no 

longer infectious. He could go back to his family. He could touch others 

and be touched.  He could be hugged. He could work. He could be 

himself again.   But he stopped, turned around and went back to Jesus.    

Often, we can lose sight of what we have, of those good things in 

our life, of the blessing of home and homeland. Of health until we do not 
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have it any longer. We can take people for granted too until they are no 

longer in our lives, perhaps because of death. Today says to us: “stop, 

think, thank.”   And over the centuries, thanks of every sort have 

attached themselves to this special day: thanks for deliverance from war, 

from loss, from suffering, from despair; thanks for increase and plenty, 

for duty and service, and fulfillment and enduring hope, for one 

generation succeeding another. That one meal can be so solemn, 

so joyful, so expressive.   The ritual of this day is meant to remind us 

chiefly that it is important for us to count our blessings, to be mindful of 

the important people in our lives, for the gifts we have been given, for 

the beauty around us.   When we sit down for Thanksgiving dinner with 

family members, before we start to enjoy a fine meal, let us pause for a 

moment. Let us take time for grace. Bow our heads. Speak words 

of thanks. Thank each other for being there, remember the absent 

ones, and thank God for all good gifts and especially for all the 

good people who make our life truly special.  We can even be thankful 

for where we live, here in blue heaven. (You decide which shade).  



 

“Some of the content of this homily is not claimed as original material; it is the fruit of years of reading and 
research. It was created solely for the purpose of an oral proclamation in the context of the liturgy of the Church. 
Every effort has been made to provide the necessary attribution to the authors of the sources.” 

 A story to end: A little boy and his family were having 

Thanksgiving dinner at his grandma’s house.  The boy started eating 

immediately.  “Tommy, wait until we say a prayer,” his mother said, 

“we always say a prayer before we eat at our house.”  “But this is 

Grandma’s house,” Tommy replied, “and she knows how to cook.”  

(Dynamic Preaching, April-June 2005) 

I hope you are somewhere today with someone who knows how to 

cook or that you have ordered a meal from somewhere good.   May we 

be able to see that today is a good day, a beautiful day, a day when we 

who live here in this nation take time to feast together, to pray together, 

to laugh together and to recognize all the gifts and blessings that we 

have. Happy Thanksgiving.  

 

Portions adapted from: Fr. Ken Weare 

 


