It Seems Familiar
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I’ve been having this feeling more and more. Maybe it’s age, or simply the accumulation of years. There are things I once knew without thinking that now sit like dust bunnies under the couch.
“Yeah… that seems familiar.”
This isn’t about dementia. What struck me instead was the root of the word familiar—and how even that word has been bent into new shapes.
There was a time when the boundary felt clearer: when something was “family,” and when it wasn’t. Of course, that clarity carried its own distortions—rigid obligations, unspoken tensions, fractures softened by memory.
You could have friends, and they mattered. They were mostly chosen. And then there was family, mostly unchosen—and not always meaningful.
Still, there were families where a kind of continuity held.
A grandchild knew a grandmother.
That grandmother knew her grandmother.
And she had known hers.
Not just known them, but honored them. Kept them close. Felt them. Everything about them was familiar.
Was that common? Probably not. But perhaps it was more common than it is now.
Some of the change wasn’t intentional. People began having children later. Grandparents were gone before a child could know them. And once transportation made distance easy, families scattered. In the United States especially, moving far away became normal.
In many lives, the disruptions were so great that entirely new “families” formed—around religion, sports, identity, hobbies, or even chance. These chosen kinships can be deep, sometimes sturdier than blood, though they lack the inherited familiarity of old.
So what does family mean today?
Is it still familiar?
Or have we traded one kind of closeness for another—quietly weaving our own bonds in a world that no longer holds still.
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