
 
 

The True Story of Thanksgiving 
 
 

A long time ago when all the settlers were finally coming to America we had the first 

Thanksgiving feast, but the story that historians and teachers tell you isn’t what actually 

happened. There was bloodshed, fighting, and possibly something a little magical; and it all 

started in November of 1621.  

The Pilgrims were setting up for their daily lunch, which was more like a brunch 

considering how early they all got up, when the leader of the group, William Bradford, came 

running up to all his men. “Hurry everyone! We’re under attack! Get all the women and children 

inside and prepare your weapons!”  

“Yes, sir!” All of his men yelled in response while simultaneously getting all the rest of 

the Pilgrims inside. The men who weren’t getting the women and kids inside were readying 

weapons and gathering all the strong, healthy men that could fight off the Indians. “Sir, how did 

you know we were under attack? Did you see them coming from the top of the wall?” Bradford’s 

right-hand-man asked him quickly. “No, I didn’t see them, Johnson. I had cast a spell for an 

invisible force field for two miles around our village in case something like this were to ever 

happen. It immediately notifies me when someone with negative intentions crosses, it also tells 

me what those intentions are.” 

“William…” 

“What Johnson? What’s wrong?” 



“You never told any of us that magic still existed! Most people think it’s been outlawed 

or no one has the magical energy running through their blood anymore. You should have told 

us!!” Johnson yelled out with anger in his voice. “Would you calm down?! We don’t have time 

for this conversation right now, I’ll explain later. I promise,” Bradford looked his best friend 

right in the eyes and told him. Just when they were about to see if all the men were ready, a 

powerful force slammed into the gate of their village. The gate was only made of logs and vines 

to keep them together, so it wouldn’t hold for very long.  

Johnson and Bradford screamed at the rest of the men to hurry up and get ready, but not 

everyone was there. Some were still helping the women and children, others were handing out 

food to them, and the final few were still getting their weapons. “William, what the hell are we 

gonna do? Your men are still scattered across the village!”  

“I have an idea, but it would out me to the whole village and the Indians,” William said 

with a hard tone to his voice, debating on whether or not to do the idea he had mentioned. “Do it 

if it’s going to protect us for a little longer while the rest of the men come over!” With that 

thought yelled from his best friend he began to cast another spell, one that would expose him to 

the whole village.  William’s eyes began to glow a vibrant blue while he spoke in a different 

language under his breath, and his hands began to glow the same hue of blue. He shouted out the 

last of the spell and threw the blue orb of energy towards the gate. The gate now glowed that 

same blue and then the blue formed into more vines that wrapped around the lock for the gate 

and around the logs. “It’s not gonna hold for long, so we have to hurry the men along.”  



“Yes, sir!” Johnson yelled as he ran off to gather everyone else. The gate was still getting 

banged against when Johnson came back with the rest of the men. “Are all the women and 

children inside?”  

“Yes, they are.”  

“Good. Now let’s go everyone!” Bradford yelled while heading towards the magic 

encrusted gate. Whenever they all arrived at the gate lock and the vines around them were 

glowing that faint blue color from William’s magic. “On the count of three I’m going to open the 

gate, understand?” Bradford yelled at the top of his voice so that everyone could hear him. They 

all replied with various forms of “yes” and got ready for the fight of their lives.  

“One. Two. Three!” With that yell Bradford used the force of the vines and flung the gate 

open and all the men charged towards the Indians at full force. You could hear the violent, 

pained screams of people who were either injured or that was the last noise they made before 

their death. Bradford looked around to see if his best friend had gone down yet, but he saw him 

fighting the Indian chief’s right hand man, Squanto. “If Squanto is around, then Massasoit has to 

nearby,” Bradford thought to himself. Just as he finished that thought a foot kicked him in the 

back of the knee which caused him to fall to the ground. He quickly got to his feet and spun 

around and faced the Indian chief while he could feel the magic bubbling in his blood, just 

waiting to be used.  As he thought about his magic Massasoit tried to punch him in the right side 

of the face. Bradford dodged and kicked Massasoit to the ground and placed his foot right in the 

center of the Indian chief’s chest. Massasoit tried to get up, but it was no use. Bradford’s strength 

was too strong, his magic flowing intensely through his veins. “Kill me. You know you want to,” 

Massasoit said with venom in his voice. “Well, guess what?” 



“What?” 

“I’m going to. See you in the next life,” Bradford said as he turned his magic into 

an ice spear and stabbed it right into the center of the chief’s head. Brain matter and blood 

splattered onto the ground, the ice spear, and his clothes. However, by the time he had killed him 

the rest of his men were waiting around. Many dead bodies laying in the field outside their 

village. “It’s over everyone. Let's celebrate!” With that yell everyone went inside, got the women 

and children out, and they all celebrated with a huge feast and a magical showcase from 

Bradford.  

 


