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Willie B. Ford loved food, football, and his family. His favorite holiday was 
Thanksgiving. 
 

 
 
 
Unfortunately for Willie, Thanksgiving was getting squeezed.  
 
On one side was Halloween, which was the number one holiday for Willie’s little brother, 
Sam. Halloween always comes on the last day in October, and Willie didn’t mind 
devoting the whole month to picking and carving the perfect pumpkin, pondering who or 
what to dress up as, and plotting the best trick-or-treating route. 
 
 

 
 
 
But with the costumes going on sale in August and the candy lasting through November, 
Halloween began feeling more like a season than a night. 
 
Closing in fast on the other side of Thanksgiving was Christmas where the “twelve days” 
of golden rings and turtle doves seemed to have been stretched into 112 what with the 



songs starting before Thanksgiving and the decorations staying up until February. 
Christmas was the favorite holiday of Willie’s big sister, Noel.  
 
Now don’t get me wrong. Its not that Willie had no interest in candy or presents. Like 
any kid, he did. Its just that it seemed to Willie that everyone -- from toddlers to teens to 
grownups -- had lost all sense of proportion. For example, there was the music associated 
with each holiday -- scores of Halloween songs and whole music store aisles devoted just 
to Christmas. As for Thanksgiving tunes, Willie had never heard a one. 
 
The same imbalance existed when it came to the decorations. For Halloween, kids got 
dressed up from head to toe. For Christmas, not only were the hallways decked out in 
holly boughs but many houses had lights, wreaths, reindeer or other such signs of the 
season from the top of the chimney to the foot of the driveway. 
 

 
 
 
But when Willie asked his parents one November if he could dress up in a “Thanksgiving 
costume”, put up a “Thanksgiving tree”, and get the family to join him in singing 
“Thanksgiving carols”, they just laughed. And while spooky creatures and Santa Claus 
starred in innumerable Halloween and Christmas movies, Thanksgiving was almost never 
seen on the big screen. Even the Thanksgiving Day Parade Willie watched every year on 
television seemed to be mostly about Christmas. 
 
 
 



 
 
Luckily for Willie, his grandmother -- Grandma Jo -- loved Thanksgiving as much as he 
did. Grandma Jo lived just across town and always made Thanksgiving Day special. 
Willie’s whole family went to her house and she took care of everything. She had home-
made Thanksgiving decorations (since she couldn’t find much of anything in the stores). 
There was always plenty of food -- including hams, more appetizers and side dishes than 
Willie could count, one very large, incredibly tender, wonderfully basted, perfectly 
tasting turkey, and pumpkin, pecan and apple pies for dessert. 
 
With the table set, the family gathered, and the plates piled high, it would be time to give 
thanks. Willie’s brother would give thanks for a long list of candies and for the super 
heroes he was convinced helped make them. Willie’s sister liked to give thanks in 
advance for the presents she expected to receive for Christmas. As for Grandma Jo, she 
always smiled and said she wanted to give “thanks…for nothing.”  
 
 

 
 
 
Willie was confused the first time he saw his grandmother beam and say “thanks for 
nothing” because that is what people say when they are unhappy. But Willie understood 
that Grandma Jo was making a fun play on the words once she explained what she meant. 
 
 
Grandma Jo was so happy to be together with her children and grandchildren that she did 
not need anything else. She was so grateful for just what she had, she said she “didn’t 



need nothin’ more”. For Grandma Jo, “thanks for nothing” was another way of saying 
“thanks for everything” I have. 
 
 
Now Willie B’s Thanksgivings went along fine year-after-year until the mid-summer 
night when his parents told him that the family was moving. Willie’s dad was going to 
take a new job down South. Willie and his family traveled by boat and then by land, and 
wound up in a house in North Carolina. They were a long way from Grandma Jo. 
 
School started in September and for a while Willie was lonesome for his old home. Then 
Willie met Abe. Abe loved football just as much as Willie did. Every day at recess, lunch 
and after school, they played together.  
 

 
 
 
 
On Halloween night, both Willie and Abe dressed up as real football players complete 
with helmets, shoulder pads and cleats. Abe even wore his protective mouth piece (which 
made it quite difficult to say “trick or treat”).  
 
A few weeks later at school, Abe noticed Willie was looking glum and asked why. “My 
parents said we’re not really going to have a big Thanksgiving this year,” bemoaned 
Willie. “They say its too much of a hassle to travel back to my Grandma Jo’s, and with 
my dad being so busy at work they don’t have time to deal with cooking a big, 
complicated dinner. My dad said we’ll probably just order in pizza.” 
 
Abe told Willie not to feel too bad. The same thing was happening at his house. “With 
my dad’s Army unit still overseas, my mom said it wouldn’t make sense to make a big 
meal for just the two of us.” 
 
The end-of-recess bell rang and Willie and Abe headed back to class. Their teacher, Mrs. 
Roosevelt, announced that with Thanksgiving a few days away it was time to learn about 
Thanksgiving Proclamations. Mrs. Roosevelt explained that “proclamation” was a fancy 
word for announcement. According to Mrs. Roosevelt, first the leaders of the colonies 



and then later the Presidents who led the United States used proclamations to tell people 
how, when and why Thanksgiving was to be celebrated. 
 
 
At the same time, Willie and Abe had the same idea. They would need paper, pencils, and 
a thesaurus. At lunch, instead of throwing a football, they tossed ideas back and forth, 
then wrote and erased and wrote again. Finally, their proclamation was done. 
 
 

 
 
 
As soon as school let out, they ran to Willie’s house. His brother Sam was counting how 
much Halloween candy he still had left. Willie’s sister Noel was adding to her Christmas 
wish list. Willie’s mom was talking on the phone.  
 
When Willie shouted at the top of his lungs “Hear Ye! Hear Ye!”, everyone stopped what 
they were doing and listened. “We (Willie and Abe) hereby proclaim and declare 
Thanksgiving to be a great and glorious holiday because it is about food, football and 
family—three things everyone should love. While we wish Thanksgiving was a week or a 
month, we at least want it to be a day. Thus, we protest the effort to ignore it and ask that 
it be treated with respect. In exchange for Thanksgiving being given its rightful 
recognition by every member of our respective families (and an extra slice of pie for 
dessert), we (Willie and Abe) promise to help with the cooking and the cleaning.” 
 
“P.S. We proclaim that food should be served and eaten from 1:30 – 2:55 (since the game 
comes on at 3:00!) with cleaning to take place at halftime.” 
 
Willie’s mom smiled. She called Willie’s dad at work. Then, as the boys headed over to 
Abe’s house to read the proclamation there, Willie’s mom called Abe’s mom to invite her 
and Abe over for a real Thanksgiving dinner. 
 
When Abe and his mother came over to Willie’s the following Thursday, the house 
wasn’t quite as fixed up as Grandma Jo’s and there weren’t quite as many side dishes. 



But it was still great. When it came time for the blessing, Willie’s brother and sister got 
into the spirit, at least a little.  
 
Sam gave thanks for the food, and was particularly grateful for the sweet potatoes with 
marshmallows on top. Noel gave thanks that package carriers were getting a day of rest 
as they prepared for Christmas deliveries. Around the dinner table they went. When it 
was Abe’s turn, he gave thanks for his parents and wished that his dad would return home 
safely. (He did.) 
 
Finally, it was Willie’s time to speak. He was so pleased with everything just as it was 
that he was tempted to say “thanks for nothing”. But then he remembered that Grandma 
Jo wasn’t there and with her absent he couldn’t bring himself to say her favorite line. 
 
Just then, the doorbell rang. Willie raced to see who was there.  
 

“Grandma Jo!” he shouted.  
 
“I wouldn’t miss Thanksgiving with you for anything,” Grandma Jo said as she gave him 
a hug. They went back to the table and together said “thanks for nothing!” 
 
The next day, instead of waking up early to start shopping, Willie B. and the entire Ford 
family sat around and talked about what a wonderful Thanksgiving it was.  
 
For one day more, Christmas could wait. 
 
 
# # # 


