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The fourth Thursday of November:  for some folks, this coming Thursday will be a holiday, but to them not a holy day.  They’ll love the family gathering and the great food, but if there’s a prayer of thanks before the feast, they won’t join in.  To them, the whole notion of a God who provides and sustains is nothing but a silly religious superstition which has lent itself well to commercialism, much as Christmas has.  But it’ll be good family time anyway, a day to enjoy.

For others, it’ll be a hard day to get through.  It’s been for them a hard year, in which their faith in a loving God has been buffeted dreadfully.  And so, before the meal, they’ll bow their heads, by their fingernails still hanging onto the edge of faith, but tears of sorrow and bitterness and disillusionment will give their prayer a raw edge.


Thanksgiving Day:  for others it will be one day in a long, long time that they haven’t had to go to bed hungry.  They’ll eat their fill at a dinner provided by one of the city’s benevolent agencies, and they’ll give great thanks.  But they, too, might have to struggle to believe in a God who provides and sustains every day, not just on the fourth Thursday of November.  And, for some, it’ll be a lonely day, thanksgiving forgotten.

Next Thursday you and I will be keenly aware that this day set aside for giving thanks to God elicits a complex array of responses in the human beings who share this land with us.  So, our own prayer of thanks cannot be simplistic, a shallow happy, happy, but must wrap around and enter deep into the lives of our brothers and sisters, that grace may be visible and audible and tangible for all of God’s children.

But for lots of folks, next Thursday will be a holiday and a holy day.  And it’ll be mostly a glad day – a bit of a hassle perhaps, getting up before the crack of dawn to get the turkey into the oven, a bit of a crazy three-ring circus, too, as friends and relatives begin to gather, and maybe it’ll test your sanity and your Christian patience and fortitude a bit, too, having to spend time with certain relatives who aren’t always easy to be around.  But mostly it’ll be a day gladdened and warmed by the embrace of tradition.


The traditional sweet potatoes and pumpkin pie, the traditional cornucopia and other decorations aglow in the colors of autumn and harvest bounty, the traditional gathering of family and friends – those traditions embrace us with the warmth of stability.  Our lives may be the ubiquitous roller coaster, with ups and downs and lots of changes to face, but those year after year after year Thanksgiving traditions, with a few necessary alterations sometimes, they remain stable
And there’s an awesome reminder in that stability, nudging us to remember divine stability, how steadfast God is.  So, those traditions are for us more than just trappings of a cultural phenomenon to enjoy on the fourth Thursday of November.  In the stability of the traditions, in that warm embrace, the holiday becomes for us a holy day, in which you and I hear the sacred melody of a God whose love and faithfulness toward us changes not, the God whose care, both tender and powerful, is every day, every day, every day under-girding our lives.
To be sure, we should be aware and appreciative daily of God’s care, not just on a certain November Thursday.  But sometimes we just mindlessly take that amazing care for granted, till on Thanksgiving Day comes the nudging, the memory-jogging, the sacred melody singing through those traditions, singing us into “mindfulness,” as a member of the Bible study group calls it, to be mindful of the many ways God steadfastly holds and blesses our lives, until it’s time to leave this life and go on to the next, there to receive eternal care.
Thanksgiving Day traditions:  they brings to us the story of the pilgrims who settled this land, who faced untold hardships and hard dying, the remaining survivors inaugurating a feast to thank God for their survival, and we become mindful, that we are in that story, too.  Together with them, we live inside the sacred story about a God whose care allows us to survive even the worst nightmares.

And so, though we may not do it every day before every meal, on Thanksgiving we pause and give thanks.  But, giving thanks for survival, that’s not everything there is to be said, is it?  Certainly, you and I are living inside a sacred story which includes many, many chapters about survival.  But the story is about way, way more than survival.  We’re living inside a story about a God who doesn’t just provide what we need to survive where we are, but who liberates us from where we are, when what we most need is to move on.  So, the sacred melody which sings through Thanksgiving traditions, it doesn’t only sing us back a few hundred years, to be mindful of the steadfast care of the Divine which makes survival possible.  That sacred melody sings us back thousands of years, to be re-minded, to be mind-full, that the same God who set our Hebrew ancestors free from slavery to move into the promised land of abundant life is also setting us free for life new, life abundant, this God who is not content just to enable people to survive.  We are living inside a story about liberation from lots of different kinds of enslavement.

Being mindful of that, well, it might broaden the prayer we pray before we dig into the cornbread dressing and the green bean casserole.  Along with thanking God for providing what we need to survive, maybe we’ll give thanks, also, for liberation.

We might find ourselves remembering those times when we got stuck, as if enslaved, and couldn’t get ourselves unstuck.  But God could and did.  We might find ourselves giving thanks to the God who is steadfastly setting us free for new life.

But, thanking God for survival and liberation, that’s not all there is to be said either.  Living inside the sacred story, we are mindful of more, that the God who provides for us abundant living also provides for us abundant meaning.  What profound meaning there is for our own lives, as we who are sustained for survival and liberated for new life, become instruments of God’s grace to sustain and liberate others.  What profound meaning there is for our own lives, as we live not only mind-full but also grace-full, following the Way of Jesus toward that time when no human suffering, neither physical nor emotional nor spiritual, is left untended, toward that time when the fourth Thursday of November isn’t the only day when somebody doesn’t have to go to bed hungry, toward that time when all are fed and all give thanks and every day rings within the sacred melody of Thanksgiving, toward that day when not only human beings but also feeding, nurturing Mother Earth is herself replenished with mindful, graceful care.
Living inside the Thanksgiving story, mindful of the sacred melody singing in the stability of Thanksgiving traditions, mindful of the sacred melody singing about a steadfast God, mindful of the sacred melody which under-girds everything in our living, mindful of the grace which sustains us to survive whatever life throws at us, mindful of the grace which liberates us for new life and abundant living, mindful of the grace which welcomes us into itself, to find our deepest meaning as people who grace the lives of others:  there’s a lot for which to be thankful, isn’t there?  Remember, wrote the author of Deuteronomy, remember God.  And we do.  And we give thanks.
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