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Narrative Essay On My Family
Name
Institution

My immediate family is relatively small because it is just mom, dad, two siblings, and I. However when the extended family comes together for a reunion, mostly for Christmas and Thanksgiving, the whole picture is painted differently. We are a large extended family with some living in the U.S and others in different continents of the world. My grandparents, unlike my parents, had many children – seven in total, and they also hailed from large families too. So whenever we came together, it was quite hard to know all the family members by name. That was many years ago because after grandfather had passed away, the frequency of the reunions dwindled gradually until we rarely had any for years. Grandpa was more like the center bolt, and was responsible for gathering the families together each year, so when he died the ground was shaken.
A few years after his demise, we tried to keep the reunion tradition within the family but with each person being busy doing their stuff, it was hard to get time to reach out to all those people. This is not to say that grandpa was idle, and so had a lot of time to spare and that that is the reason he managed to gather the family together. It is just that he was dedicated and knew nearly everyone by their names. I just never knew how he managed all that with his age – he was seventy years old by the time he passed on, and I was only eight. I still remember most of the Thanksgivings we had together. 


My favorite of all was held when I was seven. We all got up early, prepared ourselves for the trip to my grandparents in New Orleans, got into the car and drove off. We were chatty for the better part of the journey, cracking jokes and making fun of each other [good humoredly of course]. Once tired of too much talking we would just relax in our seats and listen to the cool blues playing on the car stereo. This would go on until one of us brought up a topic, and a debate would ensue and drag on and on for hours. So, on this particular Thanksgiving event, an old lady came. I had never seen her before and from the looks of it, she was obviously older than my grandfather. No one paid too much attention until Grandpa announced that he had a surprise visitor that he wanted to introduce to everybody.
The ladies were busy in the kitchen, young men were busy at the barbecue spot, old men sat down sipping from their cold beer bottles, kids played around in the front and backyard, youths stood in groups chatting, and others playing basketball. In short, it was a frenzy of activities, but all the while, Grandpa, and the old lady spent hours in his study talking. When it was time to eat, he said he had a special announcement and then introduced his surprise visitor – the old lady. As it turned out, this old lady was my grandpa’s step-sister, and they had not seen each other for fifty-five years. I, for one, never even knew that he had a step-sister. 


[bookmark: _GoBack]In as much as we celebrated the reunion after one year, Grandpa and Miss Lisa Rousseau were celebrating a reunion after five decades. We learned that she and grandpa were separated fifty years ago when she and her mother left the country and went to live in South Africa. It was beautiful hearing stories of another continent from her. As was the custom, we would sing, dance, engage in tussles and tags, and participate in multiple other games that brought us together. We even had an event branded “Family of the Year Award.” Winners of this award would get to choose where the next Thanksgiving would be held. To be the winner required the family to win in most or all of the categories set. Grandpa was the judge, and his old fellows would be the jury in these competitions. It was fun. Knowing my new grandmother was awesome, and we would spend five more Thanksgivings with her.
I learned that despite time and distance, family was the most important in one’s life. We were a close-knit family when Grandpa was alive but a few years after his demise, we slowly began to grow apart from each other. I believe that we still loved each other just as much as we did when he was alive, but I guess the busy individual schedules made it hard to organize the reunions each year. No matter how hard the elder ones tried, it just seemed impossible to bring everyone together the way grandpa did. The moment he met his stepsister and introduced her to the rest of the family was the happiest grandpa has ever been. I am glad that although he never had a chance to spend another Thanksgiving with her, he at least met and hugged her one more time before he passed on the following year.
