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	One day during the week of Thanksgiving, I was preparing for the wonderful thanksgiving feast at my house. My mom and I were working on the tables and decorations while my sister and my dad just sat around our house on their phones. Of course, I don’t have a phone yet because I am only ten turning eleven. I am a little bit jealous of my sister, but I got over it. I am just thankful for what I have, and the family I have.
	Anyway, back to the story, my mom and I continued to set up for the feast, but of course we were going to have trouble with just the two people that we were working with. I decided to ask my sister and my dad, but only my dad would help. She was too busy texting one of her friends. I told my dad to start vacuuming the basement, because it was a huge mess. I just had a play date with some of my friends, and we made a huge mess. My mom was so upset at me, but what could I do? Sometimes kids make a mess, and I am a kid, and that’s what kids do. I am thankful for being a kid that has a great life. We were just about to finish setting up. My sister was still on her phone because that is what she does all day. My mom and I were done doing the decorations and the tables. We were ready to celebrate.
	It was Thanksgiving Day and I was waiting for my family coming over from New Jersey and Brooklyn.  My Aunt Al and my Uncle Joe came over with their grandkids.  Their names were Vincent or Vinny for short and Angelina. I started to meet my five and three year old cousins a lot. My other Aunts and Uncles don’t visit me a lot. They live far away. I played with them for five minutes, and then my Aunt Chris and my Uncle John came over with their kids. Their names were John and Joe. I played with them a lot. They could get annoying sometimes because they won’t listen to me. For example, I had a dart board and Joe and John kept throwing darts into the wall. I told them to stop but they kept putting the holes in the wall. I had no choice but to call their parents. They were upset at them, but they didn’t care. My Uncle took them away to go home because it was around 9:00. Everybody started to leave and I started to realize that I should be grateful for all the things that I have, including my family. After they all left, my dad yelled at me for putting holes in the wall. I tried to explain to him that my cousins did it but he was still upset at me. That is my life in a nutshell!
[image: ]	In conclusion, I am very grateful for all I have. For example, I have a wonderful family that loves me. I am not poor and have good health. Even though I don’t have everything in the world, I have the things that are most important to me. 
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