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…The

harmony

had a

sour
note.

We believed it

took place in the

autumn of 1621…

and was

celebrated in

harmony with a

feast enjoyed

by the Pilgrims

and the native

American tribe,

the Wamapanoag.

However, a recently

discovered document

hidden behind a brass

buckle on a black

boot…

…believed to have been

worn by a partaker

of that feast, Barth-

olomew “Half-Mast”

allerton, reveals that

all was not well…

The first thanksgiving

in america is shrouded

in the fog of legend

and the mist of myth.
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We have

brought

venison to

grace your

table.

Thank you

for inviting

us to your

thanksgiving

dinner,

William

Bradford. 

That’s sweet,

but you can

call me chief.

Thank you, oh

great sachem of

the Wamapanoag,

Chief Massasoit.

We are honored that you

came over the river and

through the woods to our

home today and dining on

venison is very dear to us.

However,

we have

bad news.

deer?

No

stuffing!?

no

turkeys.

This is

unacceptable.

“Thanksgiving

without turkey is

like a bow with-

out arrows…”

“…a neck-

lace

without

beads…”

“…a

mocassin

without a

sole…”

…peanut

butter

without

jelly—

it’s my fault, oh

great Massasoit.

Taking care of the

firearms was my

responsibility.

I failed

to do it and

myles stan-

dish failed

to get a

turkey.

“I had a fat

fowl in my

sights.”

“I pulled the

trigger, but the

ball did nothing but

trickle out and fall

to the ground.”

They

get it,

chief.
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“The turkeys

looked at me

and gobbled

with great glee.

And Priscilla

looked at me

and laughed.”

“I was so 

embarrassed.

I turned to

shoot Half-Mast

Allerton on the

spot, but, well,

you know the

rest.”

“notice how

the feathers

are well-

trimmed for

perfect

flight.”

“take a gander

at that arrow-

head. it has

taken many a

gander, I can

tell you!”

“now look at

this string.

a fine fiddle

should have

a string so

good!”

Do you

know about

PM?

indeed we

do. it is the

12 hours that

follow a.m.

How

did

they

ever

make it

across

the

ocean? 

PM stands

for Preventive

Maintenance. it

is what you do

for your fire-

arm before

you fire so it

will fire.

Show

them

your

bow and

arrows,

Squanto.

“not a sign of

cracking or

fraying. and we

just came

through a long

hunting season.”

and this

PM will

work on a

firearm,

too?

of
course,
pilgrim! 

there is nothing

that moves, shoots

or communicates

that doesn’t need

pm.

come. we will find

that bunch of turkeys

and show you how

good pm can bring

home the bacon!

I think that’s

the other white

meat, chief.

I want

a leg!

gobble gobble
did you see that

bullet fall out

of the barrel of

that gun? gobble
gobble

I thought I

would lose a

tail feather I

laughed so

hard. gobble
gobble

make a

wish,

turkey!

gulp,
gulp!

maybe we

gobbled

too soon!

Soon our intrepid band

comes across a bunch of

turkeys still joyously

gobbling over myles’

embarrassment.
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it is traditional,

or it will be after

today, to go around

the table and each

of us say what we’re

thankful for.

sachem

massasoit,

what are

you thank-

ful for?

I am

thankful

for the

blue sky…

…for the

growing corn…

for the clucking

duck… for the

hooting owl…

gosh, priscilla.

I’m thankful

that next

thanksgiving

we’ll have

firearms

that’ll fire… 

no more

fetching

water for

priscilla.

she’ll have

myles to go.

and

he’ll
never

get to

sleep.

and, you, barth-

olomew “half-mast”

— what are you
thankful for?

they

get it,

chief

I’m

thankful

for

myles.

…and

I

might

have a

wife.

I’m thank-

ful for pm
and the

macy’s

parade.

ah, here

they come

now!

and you,

william

bradford?

it’s master and

mistress macy… and

the macy kids!

you have yet

to tell us

what you are

thankful for.
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gobble gobble
I’m thankful Tom

made a wish that

the pilgrims

would discover

Tofu! gobble
gobble

gobble gobble
Maybe next year

we should tell

the deer.

gobble
gobble yeah,

they can buy

tofu, too. 

they’ve

got dough

and plenty

of bucks!

I am thankful that

the readers of PS
magazine have a

sense of humor even

about our  great

heritage…

…and I wish

them a year of

trouble-free

equipment because

of their preventive

maintenance.


