Living in Thansgiving
A thankful attitude opens doors in heaven and the spiritual blessing fall freely on to you when you are thankful.

Ephesians 1:3
Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, who has blessed us in Christ with every spiritual blessing in the heavens.

Thankfulness is not some sort of magic formula, it is Gods language of love.

A thankful mindset does not deny the realty of problems, instead it rejoices in me as your savior in the midst of trials and tribulations

Habakkuk 3:17-18
17For though the fig tree does not blossom,
    and no fruit appears on the vine,
Though the yield of the olive fails
    and the terraces produce no nourishment,
Though the flocks disappear from the fold
    and there is no herd in the stalls,
18 Yet I will rejoice in the Lord
    and exult in my saving God.

I have often pondered why God wants us to be so thankful, gratitude appears in the scriptures 157 times and thanksgiving appears 100 times.

God calls people to give thanks to him in over 150 verses, which highlights the importance of attitude.

I know God is not sitting in heaven, needed his people thanks because of his ego.

So why such an importance in the scriptures?

As we understand living in a thankful life-style we can truly give everything to Him.

Philippians 4:6 
Have no anxiety at all, but in everything, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, make your requests known to God.

Thanksgiving produces forgiveness

If you are living in thanksgiving you cannot be UN-forgiving.

Thankfulness is the key to the kingdom as UN-forgiveness opens every door to wickedness

Many of us have heard different story’s of why we celebrate Thanksgiving in America every November; and all of us should be thankful for different reasons during this time of year.

I want to share with you this morning the story of an Indian boy named Tisquantum in his native tongue in the English translation his name is Squanto. 

Squanto was a boy fishing around 1614 one day when he saw a great boat with white wings come into the harbor him and his friends rand down to see this great boat when they were captured and sailed away as slaves.

He and other Indians were taken to the elaborate mansion of Sir Ferdinando Gorges, were for three years were taught English as Squanto learned English well, Gorges put him back on a ships to help communicate with the natives and navigate the channels of the Americas as we now know it.

Finding great favor with the captain, he saw his home one day from the ship and the captain let him go home, not long after that he say another ship come near his home not afraid he went down to say hello and they took him captive by a British merchant ship.
Squanto  along with many others found himself on an action block being sold He had no idea what was happening but he was sold to the brothers of the monastery."
Sqaunto was led back to the monastary were he heard this word "Estas libre (es-TAS LEE-bray)! You are free." 
Squanto looked into the clear eyes of this man of God. 
Though he knew no Spanish, he understood. 
Over the next few weeks he pieced it together. 
Their love for Jesus had prompted these Christian brothers to buy Indian slaves and teach them the Christian faith. 
As the monks nursed him back to health, Squanto began to love this Jesus, too.
Yet he longed for home. 
The Indian used his command of English to find a fishing boat headed for London, where he rejoined his explorer friends. 
Again, Squanto became a guide for explorations of the New World. 
Years passed. 
The day finally came when he saw the familiar coast-lands of home. Once more he was granted permission to go ashore.
No one greeted Squanto at the beach. 
He ran to his village. 
The bark-covered round-houses were empty. 
Graves outside the village told the story. Samoset (SAM-o-set), his friend from a neighboring tribe, could bring little comfort. 
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Squanto's emptiness overwhelmed him. Parents, brothers, sisters, forever gone. He wandered the forests for weeks in his grief. Finally he went to live with his friend Samoset.
One cold December morning, six months after he returned, Squanto watched the white sails of a ship grow on the stormy horizon. 
This time he hid as the men came ashore. 
Their clothes looked different from those worn by sailors and the fancy English officers he had seen on other ships.
Squanto watched them for weeks in hiding, then one day he decided to go meet them,
The Indians lifted their hands in greeting. "My name is Squanto. This is Samoset. We come in peace." 
The settlers were astounded. An Indian who spoke clear English? The Pilgrims lowered their muskets and invited the Indians to share their meager food.
The sun had set by the time Samoset got up to leave, but Squanto hesitated. 
Many of the settlers had already died from disease and winter's bitter cold. There was little food. Yet they weren't giving up. 
He thought of his old village's battle with death. 
"You go," Squanto told his friend  "I'm staying. This is my home, my village. 
These will be my new people."
Squanto led them to brooks alive with fish beginning their spring migration upstream. 
He showed the settlers how to fish with traps. 
He taught them where to stalk game in the forest. 
The children learned what berries they could pick for their families. 
Twenty acres of corn grew tall after Squanto showed the Pilgrims how to plant fish with the native corn seeds from a local tribe.
Once, a hostile tribe captured Squanto. 
"If he is killed," shouted their chief, "the English have lost their tongue." 
A small Pilgrim force arrived just in time, firing their muskets in the air. 
The terrified chief released his captive and fled. 
Squanto repaid the Pilgrims' favor. 
His bargaining skills kept neighboring tribes from attacking the small Plymouth colony.
In the fall the Pilgrims planned a feast to celebrate God's merciful help. 
Squanto was sent to invite friendly Chief Massasoit (MASS-a-soit) and his braves.
They gathered around tables spread with venison, roast duck and goose, turkeys, shellfish, bread, and vegetables, with woodland fruits and berries for dessert. 
Before they ate, the Pilgrim men removed their hats and Indians stood reverently as the governor led them in prayer.
"Thank You, God, for the bounty You have supplied to us. 
Thank You for protecting us in hardship and meeting all our needs. . . .
And thank You for bringing to us the Indian Squanto, your own special instrument to save us from hunger and help us to establish our colony in this new land.
Two years later. Squanto was sick, struck by a raging fever while scouting east of Plymouth. 
He thought about the events of his strange life. 
It almost seemed that a divine plan had led him. 
The first time he was captured he learned English. 
The second time, he was freed by gentle Christians who taught him to trust in Jesus. 
And though his own people had died of sickness, 
God had sent him to a new people who built their colony where his old village once stood.
Pilgrim leader William Bradford knelt at his bedside. "Pray for me, Governor," Squanto whispered, "that I might go to the Englishmen's God in heaven."
Squanto breathed his last breath November 1622, gone from the New World, but entering a heavenly one.
We Celebrate Thanksgiving every November, as this Indian boy became a voice, a teacher, and a friend to the new world as Christians were building there new freedom in Christ Jesus.
DO NOT forsake your times of struggles, God is there as you live in thankfulness He lives in you.






