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Beautiful Blanket

As a young child, I owned a yarn knit blanket,

Quilted together when I still slept in a crib,

To this day, I do not know who crafted it,

But it still remains whole, with a few slight rips.

For this colorful, soft friend followed me many places,

It was magically transformed into a living room tent,

Cold, still nights awakened by fear I would clutch the laces,

And occasionally it would manage to get trapped in the vents.

Now, as I examine the blanket I once thought was lost,

I notice holes, tears, knots and still the soft touch,

My eyes lay amazed at how many battles the yarn had fought,

Still deep within the damage, a blanket remains which amounts to much.

A family, like a blanket, sewn together for a purpose,

Can be beautiful, colorful and quite unique,

Though holes, twists and tears may soon cover the surface,

A blanket still remains, filled with precious memories.

A Thanksgiving prayer circle before going out to eat,

Spying cautiously on a sibling and later crying while they receive punishment,

Laughing so hard your cheeks hurt and you kick your feet,

Christmas’s, weddings, funerals, happiness, sorrows and astonishments.

Pictures are still worth a thousand words, and now laughter too,

Looking back at the faces, each member has grown,

Though time passes and changes occurred too soon,

Remember the blanket that still exists, so uniquely and beautifully sewn.
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