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    To every child learning to be thankful—
even when things don't go as planned—
may you discover the joy that comes from a grateful heart.
To the ones who are learning to see blessings
in small, everyday moments—
this story is for you.
And to the parents, teachers, and mentors
who gently teach gratitude through love and example—
thank you for helping hearts grow in thankfulness and faith.
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Chapter 1: Always Wanting More


[image: ]


The morning sunlight slipped through the curtains in thin golden lines, landing softly on the floor of Ethan’s bedroom. Dust floated lazily in the light, drifting above a sea of toys—cars, blocks, puzzles, action figures—all scattered across the carpet like forgotten treasures.

Ethan lay in bed, staring at the ceiling.

“Mom!” he called, his voice already edged with impatience. “Is breakfast ready yet?”

“It will be in a few minutes,” his mother replied from the kitchen. Her voice was calm, steady, like it always was in the mornings.

Ethan groaned and pulled the blanket over his head. “I’m starving,” he muttered dramatically, even though he had gone to bed with a full stomach the night before.

After a moment, he kicked off the blanket and swung his legs over the side of the bed. His foot landed on a toy car, and it rolled away with a soft clatter.

“Ow!” he snapped. “Why are my toys always in the way?”

He didn’t pause to consider that he was the one who had left them there.

Ethan stood and looked around his room. Shelves lined the walls, filled with games, books, and neatly arranged trophies from school competitions. A large box sat in the corner, overflowing with stuffed animals. There were more toys than he could possibly play with in a single day—or even a week.

But Ethan didn’t see abundance.

He saw what was missing.

His eyes drifted to the small desk near the window, where his tablet rested beside a stack of schoolbooks. He frowned.

“I wish I had the newer one,” he muttered. “This one is already old.”

It wasn’t old. It was barely a year old. But Ethan had seen a commercial the night before—sleek, shiny, faster—and now his own felt dull by comparison.

He dragged himself out of the room and down the hallway, his steps heavy, his expression already sour.

The smell of warm pancakes greeted him as he entered the kitchen. His mother stood by the stove, flipping one golden pancake after another, while his father sat at the table reading the morning paper.

“Good morning, Ethan,” his mother said with a gentle smile.

Ethan didn’t smile back.

“Is that all we’re having?” he asked, eyeing the plate.

His mother paused. “We have pancakes, fruit, and juice. What else would you like?”

“I don’t know... maybe waffles?” Ethan shrugged, pulling out a chair and dropping into it. “Or bacon. Or something better.”

His father lowered the paper slightly, peering at Ethan over the top. “That sounds like a pretty good breakfast to me.”

Ethan crossed his arms. “We had pancakes last week.”

“And?” his father asked.

“And it’s boring,” Ethan said flatly.

His mother placed a plate in front of him—three fluffy pancakes topped with sliced bananas and a drizzle of honey.

“Try it first,” she said kindly.

Ethan poked at the pancakes with his fork. “Why can’t we ever have the things I want?” he muttered.

His mother’s smile faded just a little, though her voice remained gentle. “Ethan, you have a good meal in front of you. It’s okay to be thankful.”

“I am thankful,” he said quickly, though his tone didn’t match his words.

He took a bite, chewing slowly, his expression unimpressed.

“They’re okay,” he said after a moment. “But they’d be better with chocolate chips.”

His father folded the newspaper completely now and set it aside.

“Ethan,” he said, his voice calm but firm, “gratitude means appreciating what you have, not just wishing for more.”

Ethan shrugged. “I just like better things.”

His mother and father exchanged a quiet glance.

It wasn’t the first time.

Later that morning, Ethan stood in front of his closet, staring at the rows of neatly hung clothes.

“I have nothing to wear,” he said aloud.

From the hallway, his mother raised an eyebrow. “You have plenty of clothes, Ethan.”

“They’re all the same,” he complained. “Why can’t I get new ones like the kids at school?”

“You just got new clothes last month,” she reminded him.

Ethan sighed loudly, as if carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. “Yeah, but not the *cool* ones.”

He finally pulled out a shirt, examining it critically.

“I don’t like this anymore,” he said, tossing it onto the bed. He grabbed another, then another, until a pile formed beside him.

His mother stepped into the room, taking in the scene—the scattered clothes, the growing mess, and Ethan’s dissatisfied expression.

“What’s wrong with these?” she asked gently.

“They’re just... not good enough,” Ethan said.

His mother picked up one of the shirts, smoothing it thoughtfully. “There are many children who would be very happy to have even one of these.”

Ethan rolled his eyes. “That doesn’t mean I have to like them.”

His mother knelt beside him, her voice soft but serious. “Ethan, it’s not just about liking something. It’s about recognizing the blessing in it.”

“I just want better stuff,” he insisted.

She studied him for a moment, as if searching for the right words.

“One day,” she said quietly, “you might learn that having more doesn’t always make you happier.”

Ethan didn’t respond. He simply grabbed another shirt and frowned at it.

School was no different.

Ethan sat at his desk, tapping his pencil impatiently as his classmates chatted around him.

“Did you see my new sneakers?” one boy said, lifting his foot proudly. The shoes gleamed bright and new, with bold colors and a stylish design.

Ethan’s eyes narrowed slightly.

“They’re the latest ones,” the boy added. “My dad got them for me yesterday.”

Ethan looked down at his own shoes. They were clean, comfortable, and still in good condition—but suddenly, they didn’t feel good enough.

“I wish I had those,” he muttered under his breath.

During recess, the comparisons continued.

A group of kids gathered around a new toy—a small remote-controlled car that zipped across the pavement with impressive speed.

“Whoa!” Ethan said, stepping closer. “Where did you get that?”

“My uncle sent it,” the boy holding the controller replied.

Ethan watched as the car sped around in tight circles, his excitement quickly turning into frustration.

“I want one,” he said.

“You can try it,” the boy offered.

Ethan took the controller eagerly, but after a few moments, he frowned.

“It’s not even that fast,” he said, though moments earlier he had been impressed.

The other kids exchanged puzzled looks.

“Then give it back,” the boy said, reaching for the controller.

Ethan handed it over reluctantly, crossing his arms.

“I’ll get a better one,” he said.

But even as he said it, he felt something else stirring inside him—a restless dissatisfaction that never seemed to go away.

In class, their teacher, Mrs. Carter, wrote a sentence on the board:
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“Gratitude is the key to a happy heart.”
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“Today,” she said, turning to face the class, “we’re going to talk about thankfulness.”

Ethan slumped slightly in his chair.

“Can anyone tell me what it means to be thankful?” Mrs. Carter asked.

Several hands shot up.

“It means saying thank you,” one student said.

“It means being happy with what you have,” another added.

Mrs. Carter nodded. “Exactly. Gratitude is about recognizing and appreciating the good things in our lives.”

She looked around the room. “Let’s try something. I want each of you to think of three things you’re thankful for.”

The room grew quiet as students began to think.

Ethan stared at his desk.

Three things?

He tapped his pencil again.

“I don’t know,” he muttered.

“Take your time,” Mrs. Carter said gently.

Around him, students began sharing:

“I’m thankful for my family.”

“I’m thankful for my dog.”

“I’m thankful for my home.”

Ethan shifted in his seat.

When it was his turn, he hesitated.

“I guess... my tablet,” he said finally.

Mrs. Carter smiled kindly. “That’s one. What else?”

Ethan shrugged. “I don’t know.”

She tilted her head slightly. “What about your parents? Your home? Your friends?”

Ethan sighed. “Yeah, I guess.”

But his voice lacked conviction.

Mrs. Carter didn’t scold him. Instead, she said softly, “Sometimes, we don’t realize how much we have until we take a moment to notice.”

Ethan didn’t respond.

He simply stared at the board, the words “Gratitude is the
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