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Of Plymouth Plantation




(excerpt)

William Bradford (1590–1657)

Being thus arrived in good harbor and brought safe to land, they fell upon their knees and
        blessed the God of heaven, who had brought them over the vast and furious ocean, and
        delivered them from all the perils and miseries thereof, again to set their feet on the firm
        and stable earth, their proper element. . . . 

What could now sustain them but the spirit of God and his grace? May not and ought not the
        children of these fathers rightly say: “Our fathers were Englishmen which came over this
        great ocean, and were ready to perish in this wilderness; but they cried unto the Lord, and
        he heard their voice and looked on their adversity. . . . 

Let them therefore praise the Lord, because he is good: and his mercies endure forever. 
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A Thanksgiving Poem 




Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872–1906)

The sun hath shed its kindly light, Our harvesting is gladly o’er Our fields have felt no
        killing blight, Our bins are filled with goodly store. From pestilence, fire, flood, and
        sword We have been spared by thy decree, And now with humble hearts, O Lord, We come to pay
        our thanks to thee. We feel that had our merits been The measure of thy gifts to us, We
        erring children, born of sin, Might not now be rejoicing thus. No deed of ours hath brought
        us grace; When thou were nigh our sight was dull, We hid in trembling from thy face, But
        thou, O God, wert merciful. Thy mighty hand o’er all the land Hath still been open to bestow
        Those blessings which our wants demand From heaven, whence all blessings flow. Thou hast,
        with ever watchful eye, Looked down on us with holy care, And from thy storehouse in the sky
        Hast scattered plenty everywhere. Then lift we up our songs of praise To thee, O Father,
        good and kind; To thee we consecrate our days; Be thine the temple of each mind. With
        incense sweet our thanks ascend; Before thy works our powers pall; Though we should strive
        years without end, We could not thank thee for them all. 




The First Thanksgiving




(excerpt)

Edward Winslow (1595–1655)

Our harvest being gotten in, our governor sent four men on fowling that so we might after
        a more special manner rejoice together, after we had gathered the fruits of our labors. They
        four in one day killed as much fowl, as with a little help beside, served the company almost
        a week, at which time amongst other recreations, we exercised our arms, many of the Indians
        coming amongst us, and amongst the rest their greatest King Massasoit, with some ninety men,
        whom for three days we entertained and feasted, and they went out and killed five deer,
        which they brought to the Plantation and bestowed on our governor and upon the captain and
        others. 

And although it be not always so plentiful, as it was at this time with us, yet by the
        goodness of God, we are so far from want, that we often wish you partakers of our plenty. 
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We Thank Thee 




(Author Unknown)

For flowers that bloom about our feet; 

For tender grass, so fresh, so sweet; 

For song of bird, and hum of bee; 

For all things fair we hear or see, 

Father in heaven, we thank Thee!

 

For blue of stream and blue of sky; 

For pleasant shade of branches high; 

For fragrant air and cooling breeze; 

For beauty of the blooming trees, 

Father in heaven, we thank Thee! 

 

For this new morning with its light; 

For rest and shelter of the night; 

For health and food, for love and friends; 

For everything Thy goodness sends, 

Father in heaven, we thank Thee!




Letters from an American Farmer 




(excerpt)

Michel-Guillaume Jean de Crevecoeur (1735–1813)

What then is the American, this new man? 

I could point out to you a family whose grandfather was an Englishmen, whose wife was
        Dutch, whose son married a French woman, and whose present four sons have now four wives of
        different nations. He is an American, who leaving behind him all his ancient prejudices and
        manners, receives new ones from the new mode of life he has embraced, the new government he
        obeys and the new rank he holds. He becomes an American by being received in the broad lap
        of our great Alma Mater. 
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