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What Matters Most ( c o n t i n u e d )
After days of anticipation and preparation, it’s finally time to 

enjoy our meal together. The long church table has been hauled in 
from Grampa’s woodworking studio a stone’s throw from Nana’s 
kitchen view under the canopy of the towering avocado tree, and past 
the porch swing where Nana lacquer-paints our little girl nails. It fills 
the center of yesterday’s bedroom with barely enough space for our 
bodies to occupy the chairs around it.

We gather excitedly to give thanks and celebrate all that is good. 
Nana’s best dishes and silverware adorn the table. Tall, frosty glasses 
of water and Auntie Sharon’s vibrant napkins decorate every place 
setting. Serving dishes of steaming entrees, colorful side dishes, and 
traditional Thanksgiving temptations occupy the remaining table 
space. The centerpiece is a limited edition, one-of-a-kind, “designer 
original” work of art. And it’s not really in the “center” of the table, but 
more toward one side. My side, luckily.

On the edge of a chair tucked between tall, adult bodies I love 
dearly, my ten-year-old eyes observe our centerpiece with delight 
and amazement. Our new infant cousin, Keisha, wearing the tiniest 
of lace-trimmed stockings and a holiday-print jumper, reclines safely 
atop the table in her infant seat. She watches the activity around her 
with alert, liquid-brown eyes; and, takes in the sounds with pearl drop 
ears Mom often soothes with “Raindrops are Fallin’ on My Head.” 
Her fair hands and feet move with excitement.

I look around and my heart overflows as I feel how blessed my 
family is through the birth and recent adoption of this so-wanted 
child! It is November 1971 and this new life—and those that exist now 
and others that will follow later—are what matters most.
~ B e l i n d a  S a n d e r S
Freelance writer and business coach, www.belindasanders.com

Thanksgiving 365 Days a YearHave you noticed that we appreciate things more when 
we lose them? I know I did before being diagnosed with 

multiple sclerosis at the age of twenty-three in 1986. I went from a 
competitive athlete to being paralyzed from the neck down. Since that 
time, I have experienced numerous attacks of paralysis and blindness 
with varying degrees of recovery in between.

Now, I give thanks each night for the senses that I do have, rather 
than the abilities I have lost. It’s amazing how beautiful a sunset is when 
you’ve lost your eyesight for a few weeks or how enjoyable a walk along 
the beach can be when you’ve been confined to a wheelchair, paralyzed 
for nearly a month. Since regaining my ability to walk, I truly appreciate 
playing a round of golf with my husband and traveling internationally. 
Years ago when I was in a wheelchair during Canadian Thanksgiving, 
I decided to go to a medical healing retreat in Baja California, Mexico. 
My recovery was so terrific that I was able to enjoy a “personal best” 
golf round one month later during Thanksgiving weekend. I savored 
that turkey dinner in more ways than one! During times when I have 
lost my sense of touch and feeling to the degree that I could no longer 
appreciate the softness of my pet’s fur, I would take action with an 
“attitude of gratitude” and book an appointment at a spa—when my 
legs were numb, it was an ideal time to have them waxed!

Of all the holidays I celebrate each year, I enjoy Thanksgiving 
the most because it’s an opportunity to share with my loved ones 
the lessons I have learned about never taking things for granted and 
especially, to treat every day like it’s Thanksgiving Day. I encourage 
them to practice Jack Canfield’s quote: “Each night when you go to 
sleep, try counting your blessings, instead of just counting sheep.”
~ J a n  m i l l S
Speaker, health and wellness coach, www.janmills.net


