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Dear Parents: The story of the first Thanksgiving seems to have been one
of the first American cultural practices that came under attack by the Left.
For several generations now, we have been taught, by public schooling
and medio, that our American ancestors, who worked so hard and
sacrificed so much, were nothing more than Indian killing, racists, heck
bent on world domination.

Nothing could be further from the truth. Sometimes, in order to envision a
proper future for our children, we must look to the wisdom of the past.

Here | have selected an educational tale that school children one hundred
years ago would have read. In the classic form it is one part entertaining
story and one part educational description with a lot of rich, mental
illustrations of the real and once-living people involved. This style is meant
to engage young minds as they ponder their ancestors, their culture, and
their heritage.

| pray you enjoy this tale. Please consider printing it out and storing o
hard copy in your home. We never know how far Internet censorship will go
and we may face a day when stories like this, and the factual history they
portray, are scrubbed from public eye.

If you like this story and my work promoting Western culture and
traditional values, please consider visiting my Pay Pal at
www.paypal.me/wifewithapurpose or you can find my Patreon at
www.patreon.com/tradition

For more educational materials visit my Etsy store at
www.etsy.com/shop/wifewithapurpose

Thank you and God bless!


http://www.paypal.me/wifewithapurpose
http://www.patreon.com/tradition
http://www.etsy.com/shop/wifewithapurpose

‘The First Thanksgiving

By Albert F. Blaisdell and Francis K. Ball

A 3’ror\j of the time lonﬁ aq0 when the 'P'\lﬂr'\ms of 'Plxjmou‘rh invited the \ndian
chie€ Massasoit and his folowers to share their feast,

A +hvou3h the first summer and the early part of autumn the Pilgrims were
bu53 and hap(o\j. Thea had planted and cared for their £irst fields of corn.
Theﬁ had found wild strawberries in the meadows, raseberries on the hilsides,
and wild grapes in the woods.




\n the forest Just back of the vilage wild +ur\<e35 and deer were easily shot. \n
the shallow waters of the bay there was plenty of figh, clamg, and lobsters,

The summer had been warm, with a 3ooo\ deal of rain and much sunshine; and
so when the autumn came there was a fine crop of corn.

‘let us gather the &ruits of our first labours and rejoice ’roSe’rher,“ said Governor
Bradford.

Yes,' said Elder Brewster, et us take a day upon which we may thank God for
all our blessings, and invite to it our Indian £riends who have been so kind to

\

us.




The Pllgrirns said that one o\ag was not enouﬁh; e ’rhe\j planned to have a
celebration for a whole week. This took place most I'\kelﬁ in october,

The great \ndian chief, Massasoit, came with ninety of his bravest warriors, al
nicely dressed in deersking, feathers, and foxtails, with their faces smeared
with red, white, and yellow paint,

fs a Sign of rank, Massasoit wore around his neck a string of bones and a bag
of tobacco. =n his belt he carried a long knife, His face was painted red, and his
hair was 2o daubed with oil that Governor Bradford said he “looked Sreas\l\j.“



Now there were only eleven bu'tlo\‘\nﬂs in the whole of 'PI3mou‘rh vilage, four log
storehouses and seven littie log o\well'\nﬁ-houses; g0 the \ndian guests ate and
slept out of doors. This was no matter, for it was one of those warm weeks
in the season we cal \indian summer,

To Su‘cpl\j meat for the occasion four men had alreao\s been sent out to hunt
wild +urke35. Theg kiled enouﬁh n one o\a& to last the whole company almost a
week,

Massasoit hel(aeo\ the feast alor\3 b\j seno\\ns some of his best hunters into the
woods. Theﬁ kiled £ive deer, which ’rhe\j gave fo their paleface {riends, that all
m‘\ﬁh‘r have enoujh to eat.



under the trees were buit long rude tables on which were eikd baked clams,
broiled £ish, roast turkey, and deer meat,

The Young ’P'\Iﬁr‘tm woMmen helpeo\ serve the food to the h“‘“ﬂr{j redskine.

Let us remember two of the fair gris who waited on the tables, one was Mary Chilton, who leaped
from the boat at Plymouth Rock; the other was Mary Alerton. She lived for seventy-eight years after
this first Thanksg\vlnﬂ, and of those who came over in the Ma%]ower she was the last to die.

what a merry time ever\jboo\& had dur103 that weex! \t ray be ’rhetj \')okeo\ Governor Bradford about
S’(QPP\(\S info a deer trap set 53 the \ndians and be\nﬁ der\cec\ up 53 the 'eﬂ'



How the women must have lauﬁheo\ as ’rhetj told about the first Hono\a«j rmorning at Cape Cod, when
ﬂ"eﬂ al went ashore to wash their clothes!

it must have been a big wash'\nﬁ, for there had been no chance to do it at seq, so stormy had been
the long voyagqe of sbdg—’rhree o\ags. The«j litte 1‘hou3h‘|’ that Mono\aﬁ would afterward be keet as
washo\aa.

Then there was Young John Howland, who in mid-ocean £ell overboard but was quick enouSh to catch
hold of a traiing rope. Perhaps after dinner he invited Elizabeth Tiley, whom he afterward married, to

sail over to Clarke's \sland and return 53 moonl'\ﬁh’r.

with therm, it may be, went John Alden and Priscila Mulins, whose love story is so sweetly told by
Lonﬁ’?ellow.

one proud mother, we may be sure, showed her br‘uﬁm—eﬁeo\ boy, Peregrine white.,



And so the fun went on. In the o\aﬁﬂme the Young men ran races, P'aﬁed gemes, and had a s‘nooﬂnﬁ
match, Every n\3h+ the \ndians sang and danced for their £riends; and to make ﬂ\'\nﬁs stil more fively
+h63 g3ve every now and then a shril war whoop that made the woods echo in the sfil n\ah‘r air,

The \ndians had alreao\ﬁ learned fo love and fear Captain Mies Standish, Some of them called him
“%o‘\l'\nﬁ water' because he was easily made angry. others called him ‘Captain Shrimp," on account of
his small size.

Evenj morr\'\nﬁ the shrewd captain put on his armour and Parao\eo\ his little company of a dozen or
more soldiers; and when he fired off the cannon on Burial Hil the \ndians must have £elt that the
EnSI'\sh were men of mlﬁhf thus to harness ue thunder and h\cjh’m'\nﬂ.



’Dur'\r\3 this week of fun and frolic it was a wonder ¥ Young Jack Y)'\Il'\nﬁ‘ron did not PI<53 some. prank
on the \ndians, He was the boy who fired off his father's gun one o\a&, close to a kegq of 3un(aowo\er,
in the crowded cabin of the Hag@ower.

The thicd o\ag came., Massasoit had been well treated, and no doubt would have liked to stay longer,
but he had said he could s’raﬁ only three c\a\\.js. So the pipe of peace was s‘\lem‘l\j passed around.

Then, taking their presents of gass beads and frinkets, the \ndian king and his warriors said farewell
to their Enﬂl'\sh friends and began their long frame ‘rhrouﬁh the woods to their wigwams on Mount Hope
%av.

on the last o\aﬁ of this Thanksa\v\na (Déf"ftj the ?’\Iﬁr\ms had a service of prayer and praise. Elder
Brewster preached the first Thanksj\v'\nﬂ sermon, After ‘rhan\dnﬁ God for all his 3ooo\ness, he did not
?orﬁe’r the rnany loved ones SlQQP\(\S on the hilside,



He spoke of noble John Carver, the first governor, who had died of worry and overwork,

Nor was Rose Standish J’c‘orﬁo’r’ren, the lovely young wife of Captain Mies Standish, whose death was
caused by cold and lack of 3000\ £ood.

And then there was gentle Doro’rh\j, wike of Governor Bradford, who had fallen overboard £rom the
Haﬁ(lower in Provincetown harbour while her husband was coasﬂng along the bleak shore in search of
a place for a home.

The first ‘ﬂwar\\cs&\v\nﬁ took place [nearlﬂ four] hundred years aqo. Since that time, almost without



inferruption, Thank53\v‘|n3 has been kept by the people of Mew Enslano\ as the great ?am'\ltj festival of
the year. At this time chidren and 3rano\ch‘\lo\ren return to the old home, the long table is spread, and

brothers and sisters, separated often by many miles, again sit side by side,

To—o\aﬁ Thanksg\v\na is observed in nearly al the states of the Union, & season of sweet and blessed

mMmemories,




