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Deuteronomy 26:1-11 

Psalm 100 

Philippians 4:4-9 

John 6:25-35 

 

It’s a myth.  

Beautiful, satisfying, 

Powerful.  

 

A foundation myth  

That gives a sense of identity, 

And maybe meaning and purpose.  

 

The story of a righteous people 

Coming into a good land,  

Where they could fulfill, 

In confidence and hope, 

The divine purpose to which they were born.  

 

The myth of the first Thanksgiving.  

 

When our English ancestors – 

Whether literal or symbolic –  

Came to this continent, 

They bore in mind, 

In fact, 

They intended to imitate in a self-conscious way, 

The earlier story  

We find in Hebrew scripture.  

 

The story of God’s promise  

To a chosen people, 

The promise of a land flowing with milk and honey.  

 

A land that was given to them, 

To take and possess, 

Where they would thrive, 

And rejoice, and give thanks.  

 

Myths are essential. 

They show us our self-image 

And point us towards our purpose.  

 

And they very seldom match 
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What we can know of historical fact.  

 

That’s true of the first Thanksgiving, 

And true of the promised land.  

 

The myth of the promised land 

Given to God’s people 

Is central to our story of faith.  

 

For generations, in fact, 

The claim of one eminent Biblical scholar  

Influenced countless preachers, teachers, 

And the people of faith who listened to them.  

 

Embedded in the story  

Of the land, 

A divine inheritance to be claimed and celebrated, 

Was what this scholar called a “credo,” 

A recitation of the core story of their lives.  

Without it,  

They were not a people.  

 

This is the story: 

We were wanderers, 

We went down into Egypt, 

Were delivered by God’s mighty hand, 

And came into a good land, 

Flowing with milk and honey.  

And as a sign of gratitude, 

We now bring the first fruits of the harvest 

God has given us.  

 

This story, this faith claim, 

Of a land promised, 

And the promise fulfilled, 

And thanks offered, 

Is essential to the people of faith.  

 

But archaeological evidence, 

And other stories in scripture, 

show us that it didn’t happen quite that way.  

The children of Israel  

Did not sweep in  

and drive out the undeserving inhabitants, 

and claim the land as their own.  
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The evidence shows  

That the children of Israel lived in uneasy coexistence  

With the inhabitants who were already on the land, 

Clashing over gods and worship  

And customs, 

And sharing gods and worship and customs,  

Fighting and falling in love.  

Tempting each other  

To grow more alike, 

Rather than preserving the identity  

And heritage offered by God.  

 

There is a myth, and a vision, 

And a messy reality.  

 

It is the myth that endures.  

The myth of a promised land claimed and enjoyed 

By a people who never failed to remember the God  

Who is the giver of all good gifts.  

 

And what about our foundation myth, 

So consciously crafted in the image  

Of that earlier myth? 

 

The story we tell  

Is that our English ancestors – 

Literal or symbolic – 

Came to a new land where they could worship in freedom. 

 

When they came into the land, 

Though they suffered many hardships,  

The people already dwelling in the land befriended them, 

And gave them corn and meat,  

And taught them how to farm and where to hunt, 

And when the harvest time came, 

They celebrated together,  

And gave thanks.   

 

The historical record 

Tells another story.  

 

A story where stealing comes before sharing.  

Stealing the bread of life.  

 

The indigenous peoples who were already here 

Had for generations  
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Cultivated a corn that would thrive 

And bear fruit in a short season.  

This corn was their bread of life.  

 

They had learned how much seed corn  

to save every year at harvest time, 

And how to bury it in the earth to keep it safe until spring. 

Once their precious seed corn was buried, 

They went inland to hunt and take shelter  

Until springtime came.  

 

So when the Pilgrims arrived at the beginning of winter, 

Miserable, sick, and frightened, 

They found a land that seemed empty.  

 

And when they sent out scouting parties 

To scour the land for food, 

They found, and dug up,  

And carried off the precious seed corn 

Of the people who lived on the land.  

 

Some of us are here today 

Because those scouts stole their neighbors’ corn. 

It saved them from starvation.  

But it was not theirs to take.  

That’s the historical fact.  

 

The myth we hold in our hearts, though, 

Is one of sharing.  

 

We could unravel this myth in countless ways, 

Telling of betrayal, 

And warfare, 

Cruelty and generosity.  

And still the myth would endure.  

 

The myth speaks not to our history, 

But to our hopes.  

It is not a record of our actions; 

It points to our aspirations.  

 

Can the myth still guide us to our hopes? 

Does it hold a vision that might still sustain us? 

 

Are we willing to learn the history and heritage  

That is so much more complex and sorrowful  
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Than the myth we love? 

 

Can we let that shadow side give depth, 

And weight to the myth, 

Without crushing it? 

 

And having learned, and confessed, 

The bitter facts that lurk in the shadows of our story, 

Can we claim again  

The hopes and aspirations 

That the myth proclaims? 

 

We want to be a people who live in harmony with our neighbors. 

We want to be responsible stewards of this good land.  

We want to be part of the healing and renewal 

Of the fractures between people and parties and regions and religions.  

 

We want to be a people who give thanks, 

Who are generous,  

Who are free from anxiety and trust in the future.  

 

Our ancestors ate the manna in the wilderness.  

Our ancestors ate stolen corn.  

Our ancestors brought offerings,  

And gave thanks, 

And survived to hand down their stories  

To another generation, 

And another, down to us. 

 

We are the inheritors of that tangled web 

Of hard fact and mythic vision.  

We will never sort it all out, 

No matter how we try.  

 

But here is the good news. 

 

We cannot make a better story on our own.  

We cannot go back and change the troubled past, 

To make it more like the myth we love.  

We cannot walk into a better future  

As the same frail and fallible people  

Who steal as often as we share.  

 

But it is not for us, on our own,  

To heal the past  

Or create the better future.  
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There is one who was there  

In the promised land, 

There at the first Thanksgiving, 

And here right now.  

Beyond the manna, 

Beyond the stolen corn, 

Beyond the facts and the myths, 

There is a truth, 

And a true bread. 

 

If we look beyond all the stories, 

All the offerings, 

All the celebrations, 

We see Jesus standing there, 

Taking, blessing, breaking, and sharing, 

The gift of himself,  

The bread of life.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


