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Thanksgiving Dinner At Lathem’s Farm
E. H. Arr

Once upon a time, there lived a farmer named Lathem who was wise about the
seasons and the ways of nature. When the ground began to harden, and the
leaves donned their brilliant colors before falling, Farmer Lathem would say,
"The ground is shutting up for winter, Thanksgiving is around the corner."

With the frost nipping at the noses and toes, the people of the village huddled
indoors,  welcoming the season of warmth, family,  and feasting. This season
always commenced with the traditional Thanksgiving dinner, a celebration that
brought together families, stirring affection, memories, and the aroma of baked
meats.

In the heart of all  this activity was Farmer Lathem's farm, the venue of the
grandest Thanksgiving dinners. The farmer’s family had lived on this land for
generations, and the tradition of Thanksgiving was deeply rooted in their hearts.

The Lathems believed their Thanksgiving feasts
were  really  good.  The  succulent  turkey,  the
hearty stuffing, the fragrant pies - all were made
from the freshest produce grown right on their
farm,  under  the  watchful  eyes  of  the  family.
Even the youngest Lathems, children who were
just learning to walk, helped in their own small
ways. Their chubby little hands worked eagerly
to gather nuts, stone the raisins, or churn the
fresh cream for their pies.

As the day grew closer, the anticipation of Thanksgiving dinner spread like a
cozy blanket over the farm. Farmer Lathem, along with his grandchildren, would
often be found prowling the barns, their lanterns casting dancing shadows on the
walls as they sought out the fattest turkey and the plumpest pullets.

The evening before the grand feast was a scene straight out of a painting. The
house  was  a  flurry  of  activity  as  pies  were  prepared  and  the  aroma  of  spices
filled  the  air.  Children,  their  cheeks  flushed  with  excitement,  sat  around  the
enormous  kitchen  table,  their  eyes  wide  as  they  watched  the  magic  unfold.

Finally, the day arrived, and the Lathems opened their doors to friends and
family. The dining room table groaned under the weight of delicious foods, each



dish a testament to the love and dedication the family had poured into their
preparations.

After the meal, it was time to rest and savor the memories made. The elders,
their  bellies  filled  with  delicious  food,  dozed  in  their  rocking  chairs  while  the
children  whispered  tales  of  their  own  future  Thanksgiving  feasts.

As the sun set, painting the sky with hues of red and orange, the family gathered
around the fireplace. With the crackling fire casting a warm glow on their faces,
they shared stories  from yesteryears.  The children listened wide-eyed,  their
imaginations fueled by tales of grandeur and adventure.

As the night deepened, the guests bid their farewells, leaving behind memories
of laughter, shared stories, and the aroma of home-cooked food. With promises
to return next year, they departed, their hearts filled with warmth and love, and
their minds filled with the magic of the Lathem family's Thanksgiving dinner.

Every year, the Lathems' Thanksgiving tradition continued, leaving an indelible
mark on everyone who was fortunate to be a part of it. The legacy of their
hospitality,  their  heartwarming  feasts,  and  their  deep  sense  of  family  and
gratitude was carried forth, generation after generation. And to this day, the
spirit of their celebrations remains alive, making every Thanksgiving at Farmer
Lathem's farm a cherished memory.
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