
This story is brought to you by 
Ririro.com for free. Our mission is to 
give all children in the world free 
access to a variety of stories. The 
stories can be read, downloaded and 
printed online and cover a wide 
range of topics, including animals, 
fantasy, science, history, diverse 
cultures and much more.


Support our mission by sharing our 
website. We wish you a lot of fun 
reading!


https://ririro.com/


Ririro 

Thanksgiving Twilight 
Once upon a time, in a town where meadows stretched 
far and wide, there was a special day that was eagerly 
awaited by all - Thanksgiving. On this day, something 
extraordinary occurred. As the day lazily stretched into 
evening, the skies changed. Twilight silently weaved its 
shadows over the meadows, creating a somber web of 
intrigue. As if that wasn't beautiful enough, the 
northern lights started to playfully dance across the 
cloudless skies, causing a faint, dreamy glow. To complete 
this magical spectacle, the new moon would unveil her 
glowing crescent, shyly peeking from above the wooded 
rise.

Right at this magical moment, just before the lamps 
were lit for the evening, when day and night would 
blend together, a loving couple, John and Martha, would 
come and sit beside their cozy fireplace, or as they 
liked to call it, their "cozy ingle." Their hearts would 
swell with happiness because this night, their dear 
children and grandchildren were all under their roof.

Around the warm, comforting blaze of the hearth, the 
younger ones would gather, their faces alight with 
anticipation and excitement. As they nestled into their 
places, John and Martha would look at them, their aged 
faces lit up with joy and nostalgia, as memories of their 
own childhood Thanksgivings flooded back.




Their son, Tom, a sturdy man now, would recall his 
boyhood attempts to climb the well-greased pole at the 

town's Thanksgiving fair. Despite 
his many tries, he could never 
reach the top, but the laughter 
and cheer that followed each 
slip and slide made those 
moments priceless.

Their daughter, Mary, now a 
mother herself, would 
remember her first 
Thanksgiving when she was 
allowed to help her mother in 

the kitchen. The first pie she had ever made was on a 
Thanksgiving, and it was a disaster and a half, but oh, 
how they had laughed and enjoyed the oddly shaped 
pie!

So, the night would go on, filled with laughter, songs, 
jests, and the warmth of fond memories. The love in 
the room would speed the hours along, fostering 
affection and connection, uniting the family more than 
ever.

As they reveled in their merriment, the winds outside 
would seem to carry their own stories. It felt as if 
these winds, whispering through the cracks and around 
the house, were celestial messengers carrying blessings 
from the heavens.

And so, in this enchanted town, Thanksgiving was more 
than just a day. It was a magical twilight of 
togetherness, love, and joyful recollections, where the 



past and the present beautifully mingled, creating 
memories to last a lifetime. For every child in the house, 
this was the real magic of Thanksgiving - a time of 
love, warmth, and shared stories that warmed their 
hearts and made them look forward to many more 
Thanksgivings to come.



