
Thanksgiving 2020 

 

Just this week I’ve been making Thanksgiving plans with my family. That’s a little bit more 

complicated this year than it was last year. Last year’s Thanksgiving was a celebration of friends 

and family. It was a houseful of people. It was heaps of food, all prepared in different homes and 

kitchens, and brought together to share. But this year, sadly, that cannot be the case. 

 

Because this year, the world has changed! Or has it? 

 

Thanksgiving today has become a time to reflect on the blessings of life, and to give thanks for 

all that which we enjoy: the people we love; the places in which we feel secure; perhaps even the 

work we do. And that is good! Gratitude is healthy, and it inspires us to be generous. 

 

For many people, though, that will feel like a much harder thing to do this year. We are living 

through a global pandemic which has forced us to keep our distance from the people we love. 

Sharing meals has become a health risk. Sharing spaces has become legally proscribed. And 

many people’s livelihoods are under threat. How do we give thanks when a ‘second wave’ seems 

upon us, and we don’t necessarily feel secure at all? 

 

Perhaps this Thanksgiving it might be helpful to look back, to the very first Canadian 

Thanksgiving, all the way back in 1578. Martin Frobisher had set out on a third voyage to seek 

the Northwest Passage, but his expedition was beset by bad weather and icy conditions. His fleet 

of fifteen ships was frequently scattered, and one of its vessels was lost. But, against the odds, 

the rest made it to the agreed rendezvous on Baffin Island. And there the fleet’s Anglican 

Chaplain, Rev Robert Wolfall, celebrated the first Anglican eucharist in North America, and the 

first ever eucharist in Canada. It was a time of Thanksgiving - not for the fantastic voyage they 

had enjoyed - but for something perhaps more profound: that the steadfast love of God had been 

with them, to inspire and encourage them, even during the worst of what they had experienced. 

 

This Thanksgiving, remembering its origins, and drawing from the more familiar imagery of the 

Harvest Festival, we celebrate that same assurance again. Winter is coming! But the harvest is in. 

And the Spring will come too. 

 

For, in the words of Paul to the church in Rome: in all these things we are more than conquerors 

through him who loved us. For I am convinced that neither death nor life, neither angels nor 

demons, neither the present nor the future, nor any powers, neither height nor depth, nor 

anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ 

Jesus our Lord. 

 



So take heart; celebrate the time you will spend with those you will see this Thanksgiving; pray 

for those you will not; and know that the God of yesterday, today, and tomorrow holds us now in 

the palm of his hand… as he always has… and as he always will. 

 

A Blessed Thanksgiving to you all, 

Fr Doug 


