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TEXT: Deuteronomy 8:11 "Take heed lest you forget the LORD your God, by not
keeping his commandments which I command you this day:"

It happens so commonly and so regularly, that it might almost be stated as
a "law" of human nature that the more we have for which to be thankful the less
grateful we, in fact, become. We see that quite clearly, for instance, in the story of
the Exodus. As slaves in Egypt, the Jews had very little for which to be thankful.
Then along came Moses who led them out of the land of Egypt, out of the house of
bondage, and for the first time in four hundred years they were free. So what did
they do? They plagued Moses and Aaron with an almost constant stream of
complaints.

It is not surprising then to find Moses giving them a stern warning as they
are about to enter the Promised Land. Knowing his people all too well, he
admonished them, "Take heed lest you forget the LORD your God, by not keeping
his commandments and his ordinances and his statutes, which I command you
this day: lest, when you have eaten and are full, and have built goodly houses and
live in them, and when your herds and flocks multiply, and your silver and gold is
multiplied, and all that you have is multiplied, then your heart be lifted up, and
you forget the LORD your God . . . Beware lest you say in your heart, *My power
and the might of my hand have gotten me this wealth/ You shall remember the
LORD your God, for it is he who gives you power to get wealth."

As I look around me today, I can not shake the feeling that we, too, need
that warning. America is almost certainly the greatest nation on the face of the
earth. It has rightly been called the land of milk and honey -or is it money? Those
of us who are privileged to live here have been blessed beyond any other people
who have ever lived. Our economy might be a bit sluggish at the moment, but
almost any other people in history would eagerly change places with us.

As a logical consequence of such magnificent good fortune, our annual
feast of Thanksgiving should be known as the greatest feast on earth -and, in a
way, it is. Every year the volume of turkey and stuffing consumed grows greater
and greater. And every year the weeks following Thanksgiving are devoted to an
ever greater orgy of spending known "Christmas shopping."

By comparison, the Pilgrims had almost nothing. Nearly half of them died
during that first terrible winter. And the abundant harvest of which we all
learned in school consisted of little more than twenty acres of Indian corn and 6
acres of barley. With that, and whatever else they could add by hunting and
fishing, they would have to feed the entire colony for another year. But they were
grateful.






