
Thanksgiving Day was near. The first-grade teacher gave her class a fun 
assignment -- to draw a picture of something for which they were thankful. 

Most of the class might be considered economically disadvantaged, but still, 
many would celebrate the holiday with turkey and other traditional goodies of 
the season. These, the teacher thought, would be the subjects of most of her 
student's art. And they were. 

But Douglas made a different kind of picture. Douglas was a different kind of 
boy. He was the teacher's true child of misery, frail and unhappy. As other 
children played at recess, Douglas was likely to stand close by her side. One 
could only guess at the pain Douglas felt behind those sad eyes. 

Yes, his picture was different. When asked to draw a picture of something for 
which he was thankful, he drew a hand. Nothing else; just an empty hand. 

His abstract image captured the imagination of his classmates. Whose hand 
could it be? 

One child guessed it was the hand of a farmer, because farmers raise turkeys. 
Another suggested a police officer, because the police protect and care for 
people. 

Still others guessed it was the hand of God, for God feeds us. And so, the 
discussion went -- until the teacher almost forgot the young artist himself. 

When the children had gone on to other assignments, she paused at Douglas' 
desk, bent down, and asked him whose hand it was. 

The little boy looked away and whispered, "It's yours, teacher." 

Then she recalled the times she had taken his hand and walked with him here or 
there, as she had the other students. How often had she said, "Take my hand, 
Douglas, we'll go outside." Or, "Let me show you how to hold your pencil." Or, 
"Let's do this together." Douglas was just thankful for his teacher's hand. 

Brushing aside a tear, she went on with her work. 

The story speaks of more than thankfulness. It says something about teachers 
who are teaching & about parents who are parenting and about friends showing 
friendship, and how much it means to the many different Douglases of the world. 
They might not always say thanks. But they will remember the hand that reaches 
out in love.  
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 I love watching historical dramas.  Books and movies and TV 
shows about events in history. Right now I’m reading a book about a 
lawyer who defends poor people on death row, his stories about some 
of the clients he encountered in places like Alabama, Georgia and 
South Carolina.  The other day, I also just finished the most recent 
season of “The Crown” on Netflix.  The show about Queen Elizabeth 
II starting back when she was first made queen in the 1960s.  The 
recent season took place during the early to late 90s, which was 
interesting, because unlike earlier seasons, I was actually alive during 
that time.  Of course I was a bit more preoccupied with winning 
basketball games and playing on my N64, than what was going on 
with the British Monarchy at the time, but I do remember some it.  
For example, I remember talking about the handover of Hong Kong 
from the English to the Chinese in my Social Studies class. 

 What is interesting about Historical Fiction, unlike other books 
or movies, is that you know how the story will eventually end.  I 
know that when I see Princess Dianna and Dodi Al-Fayed meet, that 
they’ll one day die in a terrible car crash.  I know that the Titanic will 
sink when it hits the iceberg when I watch “Titanic”…I know that 
Thomas More will lose his head when I watch the play “A Man for 
All Seasons” …I know that Christ will die on the Cross when I read 
the Gospel Passion narratives.  But I also know that He will rise from 
the dead. 

 That’s the blessing that we have as disciples of Christ.  We 
know how the story ends.  We know that Christ is victorious, not just 
2,000 years ago, but also at the end of time.  We know that all evil 
will eventually be defeated, and a kingdom of lasting peace will 



endure.  As Christ tells us in the Gospel, we “do not know on which 
day [our] Lord will come”, but we know He will.  Our task is to live 
in the present, the now.  Our task is to live in this world and prepare 
it, and all of us living in it, for the coming of the next.  And it’s 
exciting to do so!   

 That’s why I watch those historical dramas.  I already know the 
ending, but the interesting part is the way the different characters get 
there.  Unlike a complete work of fiction, where every action, every 
line of dialogue is simply made up and assigned by the author, these 
stories are the result of the actions and words chosen by these 
historical figures. And just like them, we too are characters in a 
drama.  A drama that has played out for centuries and will continue to 
do so until the end of time.  Now I don’t know if anyone will ever 
make a film or write a book about any of us (maybe when someone 
does a biopic on Deacon Bob, we’ll have minor roles!).  But we all 
have roles to play, and we have the free will to choose how we fulfill 
those roles.  That freedom is a special gift given to us, out of love, by 
God.  We can choose the ways that St. Paul warns about, promiscuity 
and drunkenness, rivalries and jealousies…or we can put on the Lord 
Jesus Christ, subordinating our desires of the flesh to our desires to 
serve Him in with our lives. 

 As we begin this Advent Season, let us renew the desire.  Let us 
renew that promise that we made at our baptisms and our 
confirmations to lead lives according to the spirit and not the flesh.  
And let us renew our faith in the story, the story that restarts every 
year at Christmas.  The story of the God-made-man, who came into 
the world to save us.  Let us prepare ourselves for His coming, not 
just on Christmas Day, but on the last day.  And blessed are we, 
because we believe, we know how the story ends, and thus can go 
rejoicing, to the House of the Lord. 


