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			PART I

			TIMELESS THANKS
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				He is a wise man who does not grieve for the things which he has not, but rejoices for those which he has.

				—Epictetus

			

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION
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			KEYSTONE STATE, ETERNAL CITY

			Waiting at the Pennsylvania train depot, a team of horses approached the locomotive, its counterpart. The engineers uncoupled four passenger cars from the steam engine. Then the beasts went to work hauling them off one set of train tracks and onto another. One more train car joined the short train for the rest of the journey. Thousands waited for the train and its passenger at the final destination.

			The train had started out that morning in Washington, DC, its passengers bound farther north. One passenger was headed to Pennsylvania. Cheering crowds waited for him there. The occasion would not be a happy one. But these were sad, somber times. These were times that mingled suffering with satisfaction, mixed progress with setbacks. As he waited, the passenger saw coffins stacked on the platform around him.

			This was 1863. And this was war.

			The train’s destination was about 130 miles west of Philadelphia, the city where this young country began. The United States was not yet ninety years old. It was in Philadelphia that the idea of independence from tyranny had united citizens from different walks of life. Representatives had argued. They had differing opinions, yes. But finally, they came together. United.

			Philadelphia was now a bustling city. There, an editor waited for an answer to one of her letters. The editor’s father had fought in the American Revolution decades earlier. The editor worried that what her father had fought for was slipping away. These states, which had united less than one hundred years earlier, were now fighting. This editor had influence. She battled for what she believed in with her voice and her pen. But her influence was not enough to achieve her most heartfelt goal. She needed someone with more power to make her life’s dream a reality. She needed the man who was waiting for the train to make her dream come true. But he was headed somewhere else at the moment.

			The editor had been waiting for more than thirty years to see her idea achieved. Like many women of her time, she had been ignored. She had limited opportunities. Still, she was a woman who had risen to the top of her profession. It was a job she had never expected to have. It was a job that she had found just when she needed it. She always rose to the occasion.

			The man waiting for the train was traveling to give a speech. He was not the first choice to speak that day. He knew that. But he, too, would rise to the occasion.

			A woman and a man. They had never met, but they needed each other. She was a media mogul, and he was the most powerful politician in the land. They both came from humble beginnings: she on a farm, he in a fabled log cabin. They grew up in parts of the nation far from the East Coast cities that they now called home.

			He wielded power in the halls of the nation’s capital. She wielded a pen in the offices of one of the top magazines in America.

			Neither of them was perfect. But they were perfectly suited to this occasion. The two people sought unity in different ways. There was no reason to think that they would ever encounter one another or that they would find a way to help achieve that unity. Not under these circumstances. Not in these divisive times.

			Their paths had never crossed, yet in one week their fates would intertwine. Her intention would meet his execution. Her will would find his willingness. A nation torn apart might one day come together, even if for just one day.

			The table was set. The train pulled away from the station.

			ORIGIN STORIES

			Origin stories are tricky. They can be satisfying, but also full of contradictions and misinformation. The longer time goes on, the murkier the stories can get.

			Take the origin story of the city of Rome, Italy, for example.

			To keep it short: The god Mars got a woman named Rhea Silvia pregnant. Her father had once reigned over the kingdom of Alba Longa, but his brother—Rhea’s uncle—took control from him. Rhea gave birth to twin boys. Her uncle—the one who snatched the throne from Rhea’s father—ordered the babies drowned in the Tiber River. He didn’t want them to ever claim the throne of Alba Longa.

			But after the twins landed in the river, they washed safely ashore and plopped beneath a fig tree. There, they were raised by a wolf and fed by a woodpecker. Those two boys were Romulus and Remus. They grew up, joined forces, and took back Alba Longa from their murderous great-uncle.

			Then the grown brothers fought for power. Romulus killed his brother, Remus, and a magnificent new city was built upon the Capitoline Hill. That city was named Rome, to honor Romulus. Then, around 600 BCE, Rome destroyed Alba Longa—the same kingdom the twins’ mother came from.

			Makes sense, no?

			No. But a compelling origin story sometimes thrives on the questions it raises as much as the ones it answers. And history is constantly evolving.

			As time passes, new research adds to our understanding of past events. It happens year after year, generation after generation. Archaeological digs. Lost manuscripts and books. Technological advancements. Stories change and ideally gain more detail.

			The city of Rome, Italy, has offered much to the world’s culture. But there is one thing Rome has not easily provided the world or its citizens—and that is easy access to cranberries.

			Celebrating Thanksgiving outside the United States can be fun and frustrating. I found this out for myself when I was in my thirties and living in Rome. Many of my Roman friends were familiar with the idea of American Thanksgiving. The Italians call it the giorno del ringraziamento—literally the “day of thanks.” But Italy does not shut down for American holidays or carry everything Americans need in their grocery stores. When I lived in Rome in the early 2000s, cranberries were wickedly difficult to get your hands on.

			Throughout the city, expat Americans—Americans living overseas—desperately sought cranberry sauce every November. Some people made salsa di mirtilli (blueberry sauce) or ribes (currants) because cranberries were almost impossible to find. It was even hard to find the canned jelly version, the one that slides out of its container and plops on your plate. It sits, jiggling, like a little crimson reminder of home.

			Rome was not the first city outside the United States’ borders where I attempted to celebrate an American Thanksgiving. I once joined friends in Paris to do the same. We searched everywhere for turkey, and finally found one that had had most of its feathers removed. I thought it was the smallest turkey I had ever seen. But once back at my friend’s apartment, the bird would not fit in the oven. In fact, the oven door would not shut. Cooking a turkey takes a long time, no matter what. It takes longer with the oven door cracked. A lot longer. We waited. We laughed. We—eventually—ate. We were thankful to be among friends. We were thankful not to get food poisoning.

			I have spent more than a few Thanksgivings at the homes of others. I have traditions I hold dear. Some are from my family, and some are from my friends who have become like family over the years.

			But no matter where I am, I often wonder why I care so much about Thanksgiving. Why do Americans cling to this holiday? Why was I doing this? Why do so many of us do this every year, no matter our religion, ethnic background, or feelings for our relatives? And how do we make any kind of sense of the holiday’s own troubling origins—much of which has been revealed to be hurtful and inaccurate?

			Thanksgiving weekend brings up a lot of feelings for me, and not always pleasant ones. Even today, the long weekend unearths a variety of memories: A death in the family. A painful breakup I never saw coming. Screaming matches. And, rest her soul, my mother’s lackluster stuffing.

			And I have long known—as so many of us have—that the Thanksgiving holiday can be even more painful for Indigenous people, many of whom mark the event as a day of mourning.

			But along with the bad there can be some good. Gratitude for small moments. That Thanksgiving weekend I got dumped, a dear friend picked me up and took me home. I cried into my yams but was happy being with people who cared for even the messiest version of me. Some Thanksgivings have seen deaths in the family—but there have been celebrations and births, too. I soon learned to make my own selection of stuffings. One year I even helped assemble a turducken: a turkey stuffed with a duck, stuffed with a chicken . . . you get the idea. It’s like a poultry nesting doll with gravy.

			I love celebrating Thanksgiving. There is something about knowing that one weekend a year, things will slow down a bit. I will not have to buy presents or send cards, and there is no particular religious practice associated with this holiday that makes me or anyone else feel uncomfortable or left out. It is a time for food and friends. It is a time to say, above all else, that things may be kind of a disaster right now, but thank you. I’m grateful to be here, wherever “here” happens to be right now.

			My version of Thanksgiving has evolved over time. I want to feel good about Thanksgiving. But it also feels like Thanksgiving is ready for another evolution.

			Years ago, I began looking into the stories behind both “little-t” thanksgivings and the American “big-T” Thanksgiving. The origins of the day are rooted in hundreds, even thousands, of years full of loss and difficulty. Yet thanksgivings, along with harvest festivals, religious observances, days of fasting, and combinations of these always had at least one thing in common: gratitude.

			Thanksgivings have been around a lot longer than the United States, and so have other ceremonies related to giving thanks. Civilizations of Indigenous people were offering thanks in their ways tens of thousands of years before America existed. And humankind’s search for gratitude remains relevant and even more crucial during the times that try our souls the most.

			In the midst of strife and suffering, when violence and hatred seem to dominate the news of the day, finding blessings can feel like an impossible task. When we’re overwhelmed by gloom, when we feel alienated and frustrated, hopelessness and anger seem to be the only choices. We are in survival mode. But in those moments, finding reasons to be grateful is important. Scientific evidence supports the belief that being thankful can be healing. Giving thanks when there seems little to be thankful for can bring unity amid division. It can build empathy rather than estrangement. It might perhaps promote a moment’s peace. Toiling to uncover a speck of gold amid so much emotional dross, we commit to coming together even when we feel forces ripping us apart.

			And that appeared to be, at least in part, the thinking in 1863 during the American Civil War.

			There was, during that contentious time, a controversial president at the helm of a nation that had never been more divided. There was, too, a member of the press on a very particular mission. For years, she wanted the United States to recommit to a unifying celebration of thanks. She wanted to strengthen a tradition that had been interpreted in many different ways for years.

			In a way, this woman’s cause was less about the holiday than what it might stand for. Could stand for. And might evolve into, once the smoke had cleared the battlefield and the plates had cleared the tables.

			This was not the final say on the idea of thanksgiving. Over decades, we in the United States have tweaked, reinvented, and expanded the holiday of Thanksgiving to suit our culture, our circumstances, and our traditions. Back then, the holiday came about for different motivations, not all of them noble. Outdated histories can and should always be reevaluated. Cultural traditions gain depth and value when people strive to grow in understanding and empathy for others. And those others might wish to gather together to give thanks with us.

			So to see how thanks can arise out of suffering, and how the practice of giving thanks might enhance a holiday with its own problematic past and injustices, it is useful to look to the past before bringing this practice forward.

			But I am getting ahead of myself.

			I do not start at “the beginning” of what it means to give thanks. This book will not reveal the “first” ceremony or feast day invoking the practice of gratitude. That is the beginning of time. I am a woman and a journalist wanting to reframe the concept of gratitude within the practice of thanksgiving in the United States. To do that, I took inspiration from another woman and journalist. It was that woman who pushed presidents to create a national day of thanks.

			Because of her gender, she was never permitted to cast a vote in United States elections. Still, she worked to express her opinions and beliefs. She knew loss. She had endured hardship. Through it all, she carved out a voice. And even though she could not vote for the presidents of her day, her impact on the nation outlasted her life. She seemed out of place in the time in which she lived. She had one foot in the past and another stepping toward an uncertain future. As a woman in the 1800s, she straddled two worlds at a time, not fully standing in either one. She resisted the limits placed on her. She strove, against many odds, to make things her own.

			Thanksgiving is a concept going back thousands of years. Since becoming a national holiday in the United States, it has grown and changed over time, adding some traditions and shaking off others. It will continue to do so. Maybe it is time to create a Thanksgiving that embodies the best of who we are. Traditions, holidays, celebrations, and more should embody—to quote the president most closely associated with Thanksgiving—the “better angels of our nature.”

			Gratitude is not about a holiday; it is about a state of mind. Now, as ever, we need a way to say thanks. We have seen trying times. Those times have challenged us and revealed us. They will again and again.

			Before we go any further, we must first take a look back.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE
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			AND THUS COMMENCED . . .

			Summer began to slowly give way to autumn. The sun dipped below the New Hampshire horizon earlier in the day, and the mercury in the thermometer dipped as well. All across the land, it was a time for harvest. That harvest might be bountiful or not. No matter the season’s yield, Sarah Josepha Hale, along with others in her community in New England, would take a day to stop and give thanks. She expected that the governor of New Hampshire would soon proclaim when this celebration and day of reflection would take place. The holiday happened at a different time each year, but was meaningful no matter when it occurred.

			Hale’s life had been painful lately. She had lost someone she loved. She often worried about money. Yet she still welcomed the opportunity to find something for which to be grateful.

			Hale had little of her own and also had five young mouths to feed.

			She was tired.

			It was late.

			She held a hungry baby in her arms.

			Because Hale was a woman, she had little standing in her town, state, and country. However, she always found something to bravely stand for. It was the 1800s, and her gender meant she had few job opportunities and rights. But she could still do the one thing that brought her some measure of joy. She had a pen. She had a purpose. And she had something to say.

			Once again, Sarah Josepha Hale sat down to write.

			Hale loved writing and consumed books nonstop. Her parents had always encouraged all of their children to read. Writing was not a calling encouraged in young women during the nineteenth century, but Sarah’s needs were basic: she needed work and she needed money. So far, life had not provided much in the way of opportunity, but it had prepared her well to make do and get by, no matter the situation.

			Sarah Josepha Hale was born Sarah Josepha Buell in 1788. She spent her childhood on a farm just outside Newport, New Hampshire, which sat near the Sugar River. America was a young country then, and the colonies still had not yet elected their first president. Life on a farm instilled a strong work ethic in young Sarah, which was necessary for survival, especially in the harsh climate of the north. Her father, Gordon Buell, had served under General Horatio Gates in the Revolutionary War. Sarah’s father survived those battles, but his legs were badly injured during the conflict. This made it very difficult for him to manage the family farm. He had to rely on his sons, Horatio and Charles, to help him.

			Sarah also had a younger sister, Martha, who was named for their mother. The young women helped their mother run the house. When Charles set out to sea as a sailor, Horatio, nicknamed “Race,” stayed to help their father with the many chores that the farm required.

			Sarah’s mother, Martha, fed her children’s minds in the best way she could—with ample helpings of books. It wasn’t a surprise, then, that Race did not want to spend his life on the farm. He longed to go to college and study law. As for Sarah, she was not permitted to go to school—young women during those times were expected to stay home to help run the house. Though she didn’t get to learn from a teacher or in a schoolhouse, reading strongly shaped her childhood.

			“Next to the Bible and Pilgrim’s Progress,” she later wrote, “my earliest reading was Milton, Johnson, Pope, Cowper, and a part of Shakespeare.” But one book in particular made a very big impression on Sarah when she was just seven years old. That book was The Mysteries of Udolpho, by an author named Ann Radcliffe. “Of all the books I saw,” Hale continued, “few were written by Americans and none by women. But here was a work, the most fascinating I had ever read, always excepting Pilgrim’s Progress, written by a woman. How happy it made me!”

			So Sarah’s education came from books and conversation, and also by intellectually piggybacking on the education of her brother Race. He thought it was unfair that his sister was denied a college education. Everything Race learned at school he shared with his sister, including subjects like philosophy and Latin. Between her mother’s example and her brother’s encouragement, Sarah’s fertile mind and passion for reading and writing prepared her for work outside the home—if she could find it.

			Race attended Dartmouth College. This meant he spent more time away from the Buell farm and his sisters, which placed added pressure on Sarah and young Martha to do more around the house and help with tending the crops. But his visits home to see the family gave Sarah more opportunities to continue her hand-me-down education.

			However, with his son off at college and unable to assist with the farm, Sarah’s father knew things had to change. He had to find work that was less physically demanding, so he moved his wife and two daughters into town, where he tried his hand as an innkeeper. Gordon Buell opened the doors of the Rising Sun Inn on Newport’s main street in 1810. Sarah was twenty-two years old.

			With a mind full of books and the secondhand education she got from her brother, Sarah sought work as a teacher. This occupation was still considered primarily a job for men who had had the benefit of formal schooling, but exceptions were sometimes made if the need in the community was there. The nearby town of Guild had just such a need. She enjoyed teaching and sharing what she had learned with the youngsters in her class. She also liked observing the behavior of her students. She regularly made notes of what she saw in her tiny school-house. Those early teaching experiences would influence Sarah’s writing for years to come.

			Race was away at school, Gordon Buell had his inn, and Sarah had her job. Things in Newport started feeling settled, even if they were challenging. Since the Buell family had not heard from Charles for so long, they had to assume—as so many families did at the time—that he had been lost at sea. Then, not long after Gordon Buell opened the Rising Sun Inn, something terrible happened. On November 25, 1811, Sarah’s sister, Martha, died of what was then called “consumption.” Today we would call it tuberculosis. The loss of young Martha was difficult to take. Shortly after, Sarah’s mother passed away too, adding to the family’s grief. Now only Sarah and her father remained at home. Without his wife running the home, and with his daughter occupied with her teaching responsibilities, Gordon Buell found it very difficult to maintain his inn. Change was coming.

			Times were trying, but living in town did have its advantages. Every day, Sarah interacted with more and more people who passed through the inn. Taverns were indispensable in a small town: they were a place to meet friends, enjoy food and drink, stay overnight, and learn the latest news. One of the people who visited the inn was a lawyer named David Hale, who had come to Newport to open his new law office. Shortly after his arrival, David stopped into the Rising Sun Inn. There he met Sarah.

			David was older than Sarah, but the pair were very well suited to each other. David and Sarah married at the Rising Sun Inn on October 23, 1814, the day before Sarah’s twenty-sixth birthday. They soon moved into a lovely two-story wooden house on the town’s main street. The pair filled their house with the objects they both cherished most: books.

			Sarah delighted in the evenings she and David spent sitting together in their parlor. The couple would relax and read and discuss the many books that lined their shelves. They even planned a program of study for each night, setting goals for their time together. From eight in the evening until ten, the two studied a variety of topics like French and botany. In some ways, David had taken up where Sarah’s brother Race had left off, sharing the benefits of his formal education with his wife.

			“In all our mental pursuits,” Sarah later wrote, “it seemed the aim of Mr. Hale to enlighten my reason, strengthen my judgment, and give me confidence in my own powers of mind, which he estimated much higher than I did.” With David’s encouragement, Hale dedicated more time to her writing. Her observations and notes evolved into poems and short stories. She did not write very much about her personal life, but her personal beliefs, her opinions, and her passions often influenced her stories and characters.

			The couple quickly grew their family, but it wasn’t easy. While Sarah was pregnant with her third child, she came down with tuberculosis, the same disease that had taken her mother and sister from her. She feared that she and her unborn child would both die from the illness. Her husband, David, refused to accept that as a possibility. The doctors wanted Sarah to stay home in bed, but David had other ideas. David had heard that fresh air was healing. He had also heard that “frost grapes”—wild grapes exposed to fall’s first frost while they were still growing on their vines—could help cure some illnesses. It was late autumn in New England, and the weather was brisk. David decided to take Sarah on a tour of New Hampshire. When the pair returned home, Sarah began regaining her strength. She gave birth to a healthy baby. Soon after, the pair had a fourth child. Sarah was convinced: she decided she would eat grapes for the rest of her days.

			Sarah was now following in her mother’s footsteps. She was busy taking care of her home and educating her children as best she could. David was occupied with his law practice and was an active member of the Newport community. He was involved with an organization known as the Masons and had been elected to one of their most important positions. Sarah’s father, Gordon, had died just five years after Sarah and David had married. Race, now a lawyer, visited occasionally. Sarah, David, and their children—this was Sarah’s family now.

			Sarah’s experience in writing grew, even if her confidence did not. She began to take on larger and larger writing projects. David strongly encouraged her to submit those pieces to local newspapers and magazines that might publish them. Sarah’s experiences as a teacher, her life in New England, and her cherished role as a mother inspired some of her first writing. Her children were her earliest audience. When it was time to put her four youngsters to sleep, Sarah would read her own poetry to them.

			
				Good night—Good night—and peace be with

				you—

				Peace, that gentlest parting strain;

				Soft it falls like dew on blossoms,

				Cherishing within our bosoms,

				Kind desires to meet again:

				Good night—Good night.

				Good night—Good night—but not forever,

				Hope can see the morning rise,

				Many a pleasant scene before us,

				As though angels hovered o’er us,

				Bearing blessings from the skies:

				Good night—Good night.

				Good night—Good night—oh, softly breathe it!

				’Tis a prayer for those we love;

				Peace to-night and joy to-morrow,

				For ourGod, who shields the sparrow,

				Hears us in his courts above:

				Good night—Good night.

			

			In 1822, Sarah was expecting her fifth child. Just weeks before the child was due to be born, David became ill. It was late September, and the air was turning cold. David was returning home after visiting a client. An unexpected burst of wintry weather caught him by surprise. At first, he just had a cold. But then his symptoms got much worse. David caught pneumonia, a highly dangerous and deadly illness in those days. He never recovered. He died before the couple’s tenth wedding anniversary.

			Sarah and David’s fifth child, William, came into the world just two weeks after his father departed it. Hale was in mourning for her husband. She wore black for David’s burial at Pine Hill Cemetery in Newport, and she would wear black for the rest of her days.

			Sarah Josepha Hale was now a thirty-four-year-old widow and a mother of five. She didn’t earn enough from her writing to support a family. “Till my husband’s death . . . I had never seriously contemplated being an authoress,” Hale once wrote. But many paths taken in life are created out of necessity. She needed money.

			Hale wrote about her husband’s law practice, and described David’s success in their small rural community. “My husband’s business had been large for the country, but he had hardly reached the age when men of his profession begin to lay up property and he had spared no indulgence to his family.” After all, Newport wasn’t a major city like Boston or New York. “We had lived in comfort, but I was left poor,” she wrote. “For my children I was deeply distressed. I care not that they should inherit wealth, but to be deprived of the advantages of education was to make them ‘poor indeed.’ ”

			Hale would make sure that no matter what, her children would have a life full of learning.

			Her first attempt to earn a living was to go into business with David’s sister Hannah. David’s friends in the local Masons organization helped the pair get a shop of their own: a millinery, a store that specialized in hats. Sarah and her sister-in-law placed an ad in their local newspaper, the Spectator. The ad stated that the store offered customers “the latest and most assured patterns,” including figured gauze, hats, for daily wear, silk mourning bonnets, brown cambrics, headdresses, and more For payment, Sarah and Hannah accepted currency or even feathers. The venture was not ideal. For one thing, there was plenty of business competition in town. And Sarah did not want to make bonnets. Sarah wanted to write.

			Nights were the best time for Hale to get her writing done. Days were packed with work at the hat shop, and taking care of her children, including newborn William. But she made the most of the time she could spare. Soon, her steady commitment to her writing resulted in a collection of poems. In 1823, not yet a year after David’s death, she published The Genius of Oblivion; and Other Original Poems. The title page didn’t have Sarah Josepha Hale’s name. Instead the author was listed as “A Lady of New Hampshire.”

			The publication was a major accomplishment for Hale, but the book did not receive much attention from the public or praise from critics. Still, Hale was determined to keep trying. She submitted her work to more publications, and soon the United States Literary Gazette, the Atlantic Monthly, and the Boston Spectator and Ladies’ Album all bought her writing. In fact, the Boston Spectator and Ladies’ Album eventually published seventeen of Hale’s poems, two short stories, and a review—in just one year! Hale’s writing was beginning to get noticed. Several of her poems were included in a popular gift book called The Memorial. She had momentum. Soon she wished her sister-in-law well and said good-bye to her job at the hat shop.

			Hale hadn’t spent her time writing only poems and short stories. During her late-night writing sessions she had managed to complete an entire novel. She mailed off the manuscript to a complete stranger at the Bowles & Dearborn publishing company in Boston. Soon after, she traveled to Boston to meet with the publishers. The editors there liked Hale’s work and agreed to publish her book. In 1827 Hale’s first novel, Northwood; or, A Tale of New England, was in print for anyone interested in reading it.

			Northwood was a fictional story set in a divided country at risk of war. Part of the saga took place in Hale’s home state of New Hampshire. The other was set in the southern region of the United States on a plantation. Hale’s descriptions of life in New England were very detailed, since she had lived her entire life in that very region. The language and perspectives of the characters in the book reflected the times in which Hale lived.

			Views on slavery shared by the characters in Northwood ranged widely. Some of the characters were abolitionists, completely opposed to slavery. Some characters were outright racists. Some characters had a hatred of slavery, others tolerated it, and some supported it. At the time, a similar debate was taking place in the United States—Hale’s book was a reflection of the very real conflict growing in her young country. A woman writing a book describing different views on slavery was almost unheard of in 1827. More women would do the same, though. Twenty-five years after Hale published Northwood, Harriet Beecher Stowe wrote an antislavery book, Uncle Tom’s Cabin, the bestselling novel of the nineteenth century.

			But in 1827, Hale’s book was out in the world and getting attention. In fact, Northwood was successful enough that it was published in England as well. But selling books wasn’t the reason she published her work.

			“To those who know me,” Hale wrote, “it is also known that this was not entered upon to win fame, but a support for my little children. Northwood was written literally with my baby in my arms—the ‘youngling of the flock,’ whose eyes did not open on the world till his father’s were closed in death!”

			After the publication of Northwood, Hale received a job offer. She was asked to edit a brand-new magazine just for women! That magazine was the Ladies’ Magazine. If she took the job, she would have to move to Boston.

			“I had many fears for its success,” Hale wrote about this amazing new opportunity. “No publication of the kind had been long sustained; but the adventure promised advantages in educating my children—and I accepted.”

			The year was 1828. At that time in the United States, railroads were new, and far reaches of the country were being connected. Former presidents John Adams and Thomas Jefferson had died just two years earlier—and on the very same day, July 4! Only one signer of the Declaration of Independence, Charles Carroll, was still alive. Across the young country, many Americans were hungry to read. They wanted newspapers, magazines, books, and more.

			Hale was forty years old and off on another new adventure. “And thus commenced my literary life . . .” she wrote of this special time. She had never gone to school, but that hadn’t stopped her from pursuing her dreams. She had been a teacher. She had worked in a hat shop. She wrote poetry. She published a novel.Now Hale would add editor to her growing résumé.

			Other women of the time were also working to succeed at writing. Many of these women wrote for children. Some wrote for other women just like them. Women editors enjoyed a powerful position that was unusual at that time in history. If you were a woman, it was difficult to be heard and be taken seriously. Women weren’t allowed to vote. But in their writing, they could share their opinions and also give other women the encouragement to do the same. When Hale decided to accept the job as the head of the Ladies’ Magazine, she embarked on an extraordinary journey. The new experience would help her overcome the very limitations that she and other women experienced. Hale also thought the magazine would be a good chance for her to support causes she believed in, including education for women. She believed education was the best way to improve the lives of all women. Now, with a magazine audience, she might be able to convince others of the importance of education as well.

			But Hale had never edited a magazine. Ever.

			Still, she set off for Boston. Her son David prepared to enter the United States Military Academy at West Point. Her son Horatio, named for her own brother Race, would live with family in Glens Falls, New York, where he could keep going to school. Hale’s two daughters, Frances Ann and Sarah Josepha, went to live with an uncle in Keene, New Hampshire. Hale’s youngest child, William, came with her to their new home.

			But education for women wasn’t the only idea that Hale hoped to put forth in her magazine. She had very specific ideas about how people could come together, all at once, to give thanks for what they had. She had presented this idea in her book Northwood. But that was just the beginning. Hale’s obsession with a national holiday for giving thanks would consume her for all the years of her life.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			[image: ]

			EVOLUTION OF GRATITUDE

			The celebration that Hale described in her first novel was about joining with others to give thanks on a specially designated day. This idea was familiar to many Americans at the time. The tradition of coming together to say thank you had been around for ages in many nations and cultures—much longer than explorers had been crossing the Atlantic Ocean to come to North America. The idea of gratitude is universal and timeless. Coming together to express it as a community is something all humans have in common.

			Grazie. Merci. Asante. Gracias. Shukran. Danke. Arigato. Wado. Thank you.

			These two words—thank you—can be powerful. They have power when they are said out loud. And the words can have power when we say them to ourselves or someone else in our mind. Thank you might be uttered in appreciation for help, caring, or consideration. It can be a recognition of support during hard times. We can thank a friend who was there for us after a difficult loss. People are grateful for shelter or food when they are struggling to survive.

			There are also many ways to express gratitude. Giving thanks reminds humans to look at what we have as opposed to what we lack. This can bring peace of mind. It can also bring people together. When things are gray and gloomy, a little sliver of light and hope stands out even more. “Let’s focus on that bright spot over there,” we tell ourselves, “at least
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