
Thanksgiving Day 1945

FOR SOME REASON ON THIS THANKSGIVING DAY MY THOUGHTS 
HAVE PICKED UP THAT LITTLE PHRASE SOMEONE WROTE US WHEN WE WERE 
MARRIED.  “MAY THERE BE JUST ENOUGH CLOUDS TO MAKE THE SUNSET 
BEAUTIFUL.”  OF COURSE IT WOULD BE QUITE A SHALLOW VIEW OF LIFE IF 
WE THANKED GOD ONLY FOR THE BRIGHT AND PLEASANT THINGS.  FOR THIS 
WOULD BE SUCH A DREADFUL PLACE IN WHICH TO LIVE WITHOUT THE CLOUDS 
AND THE RAIN.  SO I’M ESPECIALLY THANKFUL TODAY THAT I HAVE YOU 
FOR MY SUNSHINE, AND WE CAN LOOK OUT ALL OUR WINDOWS AT THE 
CLOUDS, WHICH WILL MAKE OUR SUNSET BEAUTIFUL, AND THAT YOU WILL 
ALWAYS BE THERE TO WARM MY HEART WHEN IT IS COLD, TO BE MY 
STRENGTH WHEN I WOULD FALTER, TO HOLD MY HAND WHEN I HAVE LOST THE 
WAY.

ALL MY REAMS OF PAPER COULDN’T CONTAIN THE  MERCIES 
THAT I’M THANKFUL FOR TODAY, FOR THEY PASS MY IMAGINATION IN AN 
NEVER-ENDING PARADE.  THE RAIN OF YESTERDAY, THE BRIGHT SUNSHINE 
OF TODAY; THE LITTLE PONDS OF ICE I SAW OUTSIDE THIS MORNING, A 
SHELTER WARM AS TOAST; MEMORIES, RICH AND MELLOW, EMBROIDERED WITH 
HEARTY FRIENDSHIP AND CAMARADERIE; ENEMIES - AND THE JOY OF BEING 
ABLE NOT TO HATE THEM; COOL WATER FROM A SPRING ON A LONG, HOT 
HIKE; GOOD FOOD THAT MAKES ONE COMFORTABLE INSIDE; FLITTING 
GLIMPSES OUT OF THE PAST THAT NOW SEEMS SO FAR AWAY, SO MUCH APART 
OF ANOTHER WORLD THAT ONE GIVES PAUSE TO THINK-COULD IT BE SO AND 
COULD THAT HAVE BEEN ME?

RECOLLECTIONS OF A HOME AND FAMILY THAT ONCE WAS-
WAS THAT ANOTHER DAY, TOO? - AND I PIECE THEM ALL TOGETHER LIKE 
THE PATTERNS OF A KALEIDOSCOPE, SOME UGLY COLORS, AND SOME GAY; 
FOR ALL THE HERITAGE THAT IS MINE- THE GOOD I TRY TO USE AND THE 
BAD TO HIDE AWAY; FOR ALL THE FELLOWSHIP OF HOME AS IT USED TO BE; 
FOR A PIECE OF BLUE GRANITE AS A HEADSTONE FOR A GRAVE THAT IN 
GOD’S INSCRUTABLE WAY HAD TO BE SO EARLY; FOR THE LULL OF THE COLD 
WIND THAT WHISTLES THROUGH THE EAVES; FOR THE KILLING FROST THAT 
BETOKENS A SLEEPING WORLD; FOR BUDDING TREES, THE YELLOW CROCUS, 
“THE FIRST FRUITS OF THEM THAT SLEPT.”

THAT GOD IS IN OUR SORROWS AND HARDSHIPS NO LESS 
THAN IN OUR JOYS; THERE AT THE CENTER OF OUR RELIGION, IS A CROSS; 



AND “FROM THE CROSS THE RADIANCE STREAMING ADDS LUSTER TO THE 
DAY.”  FOR THE BLESSING OF LIBERTY AND UNITY; FOR OUR RIGHT TO 
LIVE IN REASONABLE FREEDOM AND PEACE; FOR ALL THIS STRANGE, 
BAFFLING, MYSTERIOUS LIFE THAT HE HAS GIVEN US; THAT WE CAN STILL 
SAY WITH THAT EARLY SAINT, CHRYSOSTOM, JUST BEFORE HE DIED AT THE 
HANDS OF SOLDIERS-”GOD BE PRAISED FOR EVERYTHING!”  THAT NOTHING 
“SHALL BE ABLE TO SEPARATE US FROM THE LOVE OF GOD WHICH IS IN 
CHRIST JESUS OUR LORD.”  THANKS BE...FOR HIS UNSPEAKABLE GIFT!

THAT IN HIS WISDOM HE GAVE ME YOU; THAT HE MADE ME 
USE MY HEART INSTEAD OF MY STUBBORN HEAD; FOR THE FRIENDS THAT 
LOVE US  BOTH, AND OUR LOVE FOR THEM; FOR THE BRIGHT MOON ON A HOT 
SUMMER’S NIGHT; THAT LOVELY FEELING YOU GIVE ME WHICH IS 
UNSPEAKABLE; FOR THE ALAMO, OUR LAUGHTER, OUR CONFERENCES; FOR 
YOUR TEARS AND MINE; FOR YOUR THOUGHTFULNESS, YOUR KINDNESS, YOUR 
UNDERSTANDING; YOUR LOVING ME- AND OUR ANSWERED PRAYERS; FOR YOUR 
KISSES, YOUR EMBRACES, YOUR PRETTY LITTLE SMILE, THAT MERRY 
TWINKLE IN YOUR SOMETIMES BLUE- GREY EYES; YOUR TEASING ME-MY 
SHOUTING.

YES I’M GLAD THAT I’M COMING BACK TO YOU SOON; THAT 
I CAN TALK TO YOU ON THIS THANKSGIVING DAY ON THE PHONE; THAT WE 
HAVE “SHIM”- YOURS AND MINE-OUR OWN FLESH AND BLOOD; OUR FUTURE, 
PERHAPS SOMETIMES FRAUGHT WITH SORROW AND TRAGEDY, BUT ALWAYS 
OVERSHADOWED BY OUT GREAT LOVE-FOR MY DREAMS OF YOU; FOR YOUR 
GREAT HEART; AND FOR YOU JUST BEING YOU, MY LOVE; AND ON THIS 
THANKSGIVING DAY I PLEDGE ANEW MY HEART TO YOU AND TO GOD-

I ADORE YOU, YOU DARLING...

FOREVER YOURS,
BUCK   


