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Father, we thank Thee for the night, 
And for the pleasant morning light, 
For rest and food and loving care, 

And all that makes the world so fair. 
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Help us to do the things we should, 
To be to others kind and good, 

In all we do, in all we say, 
To grow more loving every day. 
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When all the leaves are off the boughs, 
And nuts and apples gathered in, 

And cornstalks waiting for the cows, 
And pumpkins safe in barn and bin, 

Created	  by	  Betsy	  ©	  www.notebookingnook.com	  -‐	  2013	  



-‐-‐	  Unknown	  Author	  

Then Mother says, "My children dear, 
The fields are brown, and autumn flies; 

Thanksgiving Day is very near, 
And we must make thanksgiving pies!” 
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Count your blessings instead of your crosses; 
Count your gains instead of your losses. 
Count your joys instead of your woes; 
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Count your friends instead of your foes. 
Count your smiles instead of your tears; 

Count your courage instead of your fears. 
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Count your full years instead of your lean; 
Count your kind deeds instead of your mean. 

Count your health instead of your wealth; 
Count on God instead of yourself. 
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A table with chairs, that welcome sight 
Our family, our friends, pure delight 
A caring kiss with a gentle smile 

Each tender hug lasts that country mile 

-‐-‐	  by	  Roger	  J.	  Robicheau	  
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The presence of love so fills the air 
This gift of God brings our hearts so near 
Reflections of past bring nurtured thought 
Great visions come by, what life has taught 
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In thankful ways we embrace this day 
And often think of loved ones away 

Those serving us proud are often gone 
But their spirit remains, closely drawn 
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Our Nation should praise each special one 
For all we have is through what they’ve done 

The freedom to have Thanksgiving Day 
Keeps certain plates bare, please truly pray. 
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For the hay and the corn and  
the wheat that is reaped, 
For the labor well done,  

and the barns that are heaped, 
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For the sun and the dew and the sweet 
honeycomb, For the rose and the song  

and the harvest brought home - 
Thanksgiving! Thanksgiving! 
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For the trade and the skill  
and the wealth in our land, 

For the cunning and strength  
of the workingman's hand, 
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For the good that our artists and poets have 
taught, For the friendship that hope and 

affection have brought - 
Thanksgiving! Thanksgiving! 
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For the homes that with purest  
affection are blest, 

For the season of plenty  
and well-deserved rest, 
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For our country extending from sea unto sea; 
The land that is known as the "Land of the 

Free" - Thanksgiving! Thanksgiving! 
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The year has turned its circle, 
The seasons come and go. 

The harvest is all gathered in 
And chilly north winds blow. 
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Orchards have shared their treasures, 
The fields, their yellow grain. 
So open wide the doorway- 
Thanksgiving comes again! 
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Sad Mayflower! watched by winter stars, 
And nursed by winter gales, 

With petals of the sleeted spars, 
And leaves of frozen sails! 
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What had she in those dreary hours, 
Within her ice-rimmed bay, 

In common with the wild-wood flowers, 
The first sweet smiles of May? 
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Yet, "God be praised!" the Pilgrim said, 
Who saw the blossoms peer 

Above the brown leaves, dry and dead, 
"Behold our Mayflower here!" 
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God wills it: here our rest shall be, 
Our years of wandering o'er; 

For us the Mayflower of the sea 
Shall spread her sails no more." 
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O sacred flowers of faith and hope, 
As sweetly now as then 

Ye bloom on many a birchen slope, 
In many a pine-dark glen. 
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Behind the sea-wall's rugged length, 
Unchanged, your leaves unfold, 

Like love behind the manly strength 
Of the brave hearts of old. 
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So live the fathers in their sons, 
Their sturdy faith be ours, 

And ours the love that overruns 
Its rocky strength with flowers! 
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The Pilgrim's wild and wintry day 
Its shadow round us draws; 

The Mayflower of his stormy bay, 
Our Freedom's struggling cause. 
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But warmer suns erelong shall bring 
To life the frozen sod; 

And through dead leaves of hope shall spring 
Afresh the flowers of God! 
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Count on God instead of yourself. 
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