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Introduction

History often seems dry and uninteresting to children. They think
of it as only alist of events and dates. They tend to consider history
to be something for and about adults. Children often do not realize
that they are just as affected by history as adults.

Finding a New Land seeks to change that attitude by showing
how young people were part of the exploration and settlement of the
New World. This colorful reader is designed to provide children with
a better understanding of how the events and personalities of early
America affected the lives of the people who lived during this time in
history. Through historical fiction, true stories, biographical accounts,
and poems, Finding a New Land gives young readers a window into
what life was like during the early days of America. This book will help
children appreciate the blessings of freedom and liberty in America.

In addition to enjoyable and uplifting reading selections, this book
provides young students with vocabulary definitions, enabling them to
better understand the reading selections. Parents and teachers will be
able to assess their students’ reading comprehension through the use
of the comprehension questions and additional activities within the
text. Along with this reader, we have also developed an accompanying
answer key to help instructors by providing answers to the reader’s
questions. Finally, we created a set of tests to help parents and teachers
evaluate their students’ understanding of the stories further.

We are confident that young readers will find this well-illustrated
book to be both enjoyable and informative. More importantly, we trust
that it will help them to gain a better understanding of how the events
and personalities of colonial America affected the lives of young people
many years ago.

May God bless you and your students in the use of Finding a New
Land.

The Publishers
Arlington Heights, Illinois




The Girl Who Sailed
a Dragon Ship

Gudrid Ericsson
Carolyn Sherwin Bailey

Some might think that Gudrid, daughter of a Viking,

should have been born a boy. While other Viking girls

were learning to spin and weave, she longed for the
adventure that came with sailing and exploring.

udrid lived in the settlement that the adventuresome

Vikings under Eric the Red had made in Greenland.
At the time when this story begins, Greenland had several
thousand settlers from the colder countries of Norway and
Iceland.

Green plains made good feeding ground for the sheep
and cattle that Gudrid’s father raised. His hay crops were so
heavy that the animals lived well through the long winter.
He carried on trade in fish, oil, butter, skins, and wool that
were exchanged for meal and malt. Gudrid was looked upon
as one of the richest little girls of the town of Brattahlid.

Hers was an odd town when we compare it with our
American towns of today. There were about seventeen
houses on the smooth, grassy plain, built far apart. Gudrid’s
house was just like the one in which the three boys lived,
Leif, Thorvald, and Thorstein, with whom this little Viking
maid played. It was built of great blocks of rough sand-
stone, and the cracks were plastered with a mixture of clay

9
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and gravel. Large barns surrounded it so that the family
and the farm animals lived together in a kind of quaint
friendliness.

When Gudrid wanted to go over to Leif’s house for sup-
per and the saga-telling in front of the boy’s great fireplace,
she jumped on one of the farm horses and rode with her
golden braids flying in the wind and her blue eyes shin-
ing. When she came to the home of the three brothers, Leif
would stretch out his strong hand for Gudrid to set her
embroidered slipper in as she jumped to the ground. All
these boys liked spending time with Gudrid. In spite of the
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embroidered woolen frocks her mother spun and wove for
her and her beautiful silver necklace, Gudrid could beat
small Thorstein in a race.

Supper with Leif, Thorvald, and Thorstein was eaten
at a long, common table served by their father’s servants.
Great platters of beef and mutton and hard bread, and silver
flagons of home-brewed ale were placed on the board by
these rough-looking men, dressed in the skins of beasts. At
the head of the table sat the boys’ mother, fair-haired, and
dressed in a white wool dress. Their father looked a good
deal like his servants except that he wore a silver helmet that
he sometimes forgot to remove at meals. All the Vikings,
young and old, ate with their fingers, and everybody talked
at once. There was a great deal of talk of the strange new
land at the west, which was later called Vinland; and the
boys listened eagerly.

The saga-telling was Gudrid’s favorite time. When sup-
per was over, the family, the servants, and the children sat
around the great fireplace on skins spread upon the stone
floor. Huge logs flamed and painted bright lights on the
faces of these Norsemen. Then Leif’s father began one of
the stirring tales of Viking bravery which his father had told
him. It had come from his grandfather. Leif and his broth-
ers would learn it and tell it to their children.

Gudrid’s fair face grew rosy with interest when she heard
stories of the voyages of the Vikings. They were mighty
builders, and many of their voyages in their dragon ships
led them to far shores.

Then Leif’s father began a new tale, telling the recent
adventure of the discovery of Vinland on the coast of what
is now known as North America. A calm harbor, a green
shore, great timber forests, and a wealth of sweet purple
grapes had been found. Leif moved nearer to Gudrid as the
story of the finding of Vinland came to an end.
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“I shall go to that beautiful land some day,” he told her.
“So shall I,” the Viking maid answered.

Leif laughed. This was absurd. No daughter of the
Vikings had ever made such a voyage as this. “You are only a
girl,” Leif told Gudrid. “A girl can’t go on a voyage of discov-
ery. All you will ever do will be spinning and weaving and
waiting here in the village for us, who are great fishermen
and boat builders, to come home. Soon, Gudrid, we boys
will grow up and take to the sea, but you will remain here
all the rest of your days.”

Gudrid’s eyes filled with tears, although she turned away
so the boys couldn’t see that she was crying. After she had
gone home, she thought of what Leif had said, and she won-
dered if he had been right. In a way, he had, for no Viking
girl had ever taken a voyage in a dragon ship. Only in the
sagas of the North did things like that happen.The typical
Viking girl took care of the home kitchen and learned how
to weave wool from her father’s sheep into beautiful colored
cloth. She sat on the banks of the fjord in the sunshine and
waited for the boys to bring in their great haul of herrings,
singing as they came. Perhaps Leif had been right. But no,
he should not be, Gudrid decided. She was going to have an
adventure! She would be a good cook, a good needlewoman,
and a sailor, too. She would make her life a saga.

Gudrid did not say this aloud, though. If she had, even
little Thorstein Ericsson would have laughed at her.

Soon Gudrid grew to be a young lady, and the Ericsson
boys became young Vikings. A great new ship was built in
the village of Brattahlid in the year 1000 for Leif Ericsson,
who was about to make a voyage to Vinland in America. She
was eighty feet long and was clinker built.

This means that there were plates on her sides that over-
lapped, as the shingles of a house overlap, to make it strong.
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The keel was deep and made of thick oak beams. There were
many seats for the rowers. She was made in the shape of a
dragon, long and low, with the gilded head of this strange
creature at the bow. The oars, which were twenty feet long,
were cut in the shape of the dragon’s legs. Over the sides
of the vessel hung great shields that looked like a dragon’s
scales, and the sails, which were painted in stripes of red
and blue, were cut in the shape of wings.

Gudrid watched the launching of the ship and saw Leif
with his crew of hardy young men sail away toward the
shore of America. He did not wave back to her in response
to her farewell. Gudrid was still only a girl, he thought, and
not worth the notice of the captain of a ship. We know of
the success of Leif Ericsson’s trip to Vinland. In the year fol-
lowing, he returned with a fine cargo of lumber and mighty
tales of the fertile land he had reached. It thrilled Leif’s
brother, Thorvald. Thorvald borrowed the dragon ship, and
he also made the voyage to Vinland. Gudrid saw Thorvald
set sail too. In the thrill of his sailing, he also forgot to say
good-bye to the playmate of his little-boy days.

Now Thorstein and Gudrid were left of the four friends,
and like the young brother in a fairy tale who marries the
princess, Thorstein saw how beautiful, desirable, and brave
Gudrid was. There was a beautiful wedding in the banquet
hall of Gudrid’s home soon after Thorvald sailed away. The
tirst thought of Thorstein and his young wife Gudrid was
that they would go together to Vinland. Thorstein wanted to
see the mighty forest trees his brothers had told him about.
Gudrid thought it would be such fun to do her spinning and
sewing in the sunshine of her own grape arbor. She also
thought that she would show Leif and Thorvald that a girl
may have an adventure as well as a boy.

An old Norse saga tells us Gudrid’s brave story. Young
Thorstein Ericsson and his bride Gudrid set out for America
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in the spring of the year 1004 in the same dragon ship which
Leif had built. Imagine the trip for Gudrid Ericsson, still so
young that she wore her blonde hair in braids! There was
no shelter except for the sail of the ship. They came into a
storm almost at once. All the way they had such foul weather
that many of the crew were drowned or died of exposure.
Suddenly, Gudrid’s beloved husband Thorstein died too,
leaving Gudrid captain of the dragon ship. With a sad heart,
she decided to turn around and return to Greenland with-
out having touched the shore of Vinland.

Almost any woman would have given up at this point,
but not Gudrid. The next summer there arrived a stranger
in the village, Thorlfinn Karlsefni, who was a descendant
of kings in the North. He came to Brattahlid in the largest
Viking ship ever seen off the coast of Greenland. He brought
great wealth in silver and gold.

He thought he had never seen so sweet a daughter of
the Northmen as Gudrid, and he quickly asked her to be
his bride.

So that is the reason there was a second wedding party,
and Gudrid was married to Thorlfinn. Thorlfinn loved
Gudrid so dearly that he did just what she asked of him.
They set sail at once in his own mighty ship for Vinland.

This was a much different trip than Gudrid’s first jour-
ney. Thorlfinn Karlsefni set sail with three other ships
besides his own. The sagas tell us that his crew numbered
160 men and the women servants of Gudrid. They carried a
herd of cattle and a flock of sheep, spinning wheels, looms,
and tools for building. When the ships lifted sail, the entire
village came down to the shore to bid the adventurers fare-
well. Wearing his shining silver helmet, Thorlfinn stood
at the bow of the first ship with the slender, golden-haired
Viking girl at his side. Until nothing could be seen except the
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red of the sails against the blue water, the villagers shouted
and waved their good wishes to the two.

With no compass and no chart except the stars, these
adventurers sailed westward in the year of 1007, Thorlfinn’s
dragon ship in the lead. Gudrid stood patiently at the bow,
her blue eyes straining to see the new land she hoped to
reach. When she saw the rocks and green woods of what
may have been Cape Cod, her dream came true. A Viking
woman had come on a voyage of discovery and would be
the first of her race to set foot in Vinland. The hardships she
had endured were forgotten in the joy of her adventure.

This area the Vikings called Vinland may have been on
the southern coast of Nova Scotia. Perhaps also it was a part
of Massachusetts. When the Northmen returned home,
they wrote about wonderful, wild grapes and salmon larger
than any the Vikings had ever speared before. The south-
ern coast of Nova Scotia and Masachussets both have wild
grapes and areas of plentiful salmon.

It was necessary to cut down trees and build huts. A few
of the huts left by Leif Ericsson’s party were there, but they
needed to be rebuilt. Grain was found, and Gudrid called
it “self-sown wheat.” She ground it into flour from which
she made bread. It must have been our corn. There came a
harvest day in Vinland when the stern of one of the dragon
ships was filled until it was overflowing with bunches of ripe
grapes. Soon Gudrid and Thorlfinn had a son and named
him Snorro. Handsome little Snorro had the fair hair and
skin of his parents and eyes as blue as the sky. When he was
three years old, he was helping his mother and father carry
the bunches of grapes down to the ship. They planned to
celebrate a kind of thanksgiving aboard her that day, sing-
ing some of the old sagas which Snorro had never heard.

Nearby, Indians spied upon the Vikings, who they
thought were strange creatures from another earth. Gudrid
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had given the Indians strips of scarlet cloth in payment
for the furs in which she dressed her little boy, but even
red cloth had not made peace of late with the Indians.
Thorlfinn’s cattle frightened them. They had never seen a
cow until Gudrid’s wandered into the woods near their hut
and scared the Indians with her gentle mooing. The indians
had run away in terror, and when they came this time to
the small Vinland settlement, they brought their bows and
stone-tipped arrows. Of course, little Snorro did not under-
stand this, and he had run to greet them as his friends.

There might have been a Viking Thanksgiving Day
600 years before that of the Pilgrims, but something unex-
pected happened. As little Snorro trudged to the shore with
his arms full of fruit, a swift arrow flew from the forest
behind him and buried itself in the sand beside him. The
Indians had decided that this small tow-headed boy and
his mother’s mooing cow were spirits of evil who should
be destroyed. Gudrid ran to her son. She picked him up
and held him to her breast. In that second, she felt that her
adventure was over.

“Take us home to our own land,” she begged Thorlfinn.
“My boy must live to sing the sagas of the North. I have no
further wish to stay in Vinland.”

This ended the attempt of Thorlfinn and Gudrid to
build a town in Vinland. They sailed home with a large
amount of timber and furs, and with little Snorro, the first
American boy, who was the greatest wealth they could have
brought. The village came down the fjord to welcome them
home as it had told them good-bye. Snorro was passed
from one Viking’s arms to another’s, and then carried to
his grandfather’s home, where a feast was held in his honor.
They held him above their heads, seated on a shield, and
shouted a boating song in honor of his homecoming. His
mother Gudrid stood at one side beside her noble husband,
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watching the little Viking’s triumph. Of all the daughters
of the North, she was most proud. She had lived a saga and
now her son would sing it: the saga of a girl who had sailed
in a dragon ship to the shore of her dreams.

Vocabulary

adventuresome: ready to take risks or deal with the
unknown

ale: a beverage similar to beer

arhor: a shelter of vines

Cape Cod: a peninsula in eastern Massachusetts
embroidered: designed with needlework
exposure: the condition of being exposed to cold
fjord: a narrow strip of sea between cliffs

flagons: containers for liquids, each having a handle,
spout,and lid

frocks: dresses

gilded: covered with gold

herrings: a type of fish

keel: the bottom of a boat

malt: grain and barley used in making beer
meal: ground seeds of cereal grass; cornmeal
quaint: unusual or different

saga-telling: storytelling

tow-headed: having blonde hair
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Comprehension Questions
As a girl, what was Gudrid’s special wish?
What happened on Gudrid’s first trip to Vinland?
What happened on Gudrid’s second trip to Vinland?

oW N

What happened to Gudrid and Thorlfinn’s son while in
Vinland?

How did Gudrid react to what happened to her son?

Why was Gudrid proud of herself?

Extension Activity:
Understanding Character Motive

Inlife, people act for specific reasons. These reasons are called motives.
Fill in this chart about Gudrid and her motives.

Gudrid’s Actions Gudrid’s Motives
(What Gudrid did) (Why she did what she did)
1. Gudrid went to Leif’s 1.

house for saga-telling.

2. Gudrid and Thorlfinn 2.
sailed to Vinland.

3. Gudrid returned home 3.
after the first journey.

4. Gudrid returned home 4.
after the second journey.




The Leak in the Dike

Phoebe Cary

Because of its location, Holland has always struggled

against floods. The Dutch people dealt with this prob-

lem by building dikes out of stone and mud to keep

the water from coming onto the land. The following

poem recalls the well-known legend of a Dutch boy

who saves the country of Holland by plugging a hole in
a dike with his thumb.

The good dame looked from her cottage
At the close of the pleasant day,

And cheerily called to her little son
Outside the door at play:

“Come, Peter! Come! I want you to go,
While there is still light to see,

To the hut of the blind old man who lives
Across the dike, for me;

And take these cakes I made for him—
They are hot and smoking yet;

You have time enough to go and come
Before the sun has set.”

Then the good wife turned to her labor,
Humming a simple song,

And thought of her husband working hard
At the sluices all day long;

And set the fire a-blazing,

65
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And brought the coarse black bread:
That he might find a fire at night,
And find the table spread.

And Peter left the brother,
With whom all day he had played,

And the sister who had watched their sports
In the willow’s tender shade;

And told them they’d see him back before
They saw a star in sight,

Though he wouldn’t be afraid to go
In the very darkest night!

For he was a brave, bright fellow,
With eye and conscience clear;

He could do whatever a boy might do,
And he had not learned to fear.

Why, he wouldn’t have robbed a bird’s nest,
Nor brought a stork to harm,

Though never a law in Holland
Had stood to stay his arm!

And now with his face all glowing,
And eyes as bright as the day
With the thoughts of his pleasant errand,
He trudged along the way;
And soon his joyous prattle
Made glad a lonesome place—
Alas! if only the blind old man
Could have seen that happy face!
Yet he somehow caught the brightness
Which his voice and presence lent
And he felt the sunshine come and go
As Peter came and went.
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And now, as the day was sinking,
And the winds began to rise,
The mother looked from her door again,
Shading her anxious eyes,
And saw the shadows deepen
And birds to their home come back,
But never a sign of Peter
Along the level track.
But she said: “He will come at morning.
So I need not fret or grieve—
Though it isn’t like my boy at all
To stay without my leave.”

But where was the child delaying?
On the homeward way was he,
And across the dike while the sun was up
An hour above the sea.
He was stopping now to gather flowers,
Now listening to the sound,
As the angry waters dashed themselves
Against their narrow bound.
“Ah! well for us,” said Peter,
“That the gates are good and strong.
And my father tends them carefully,
Or they would not hold you long!
You're a wicked sea,” said Peter,
“I know why you fret and chafe;
You would like to spoil our lands and homes;
But our sluices keep you safe.”

But hark! Through the noise of waters
Comes a low, clear, trickling sound;

And the child’s face pales with terror,
And his blossoms drop to the ground.
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He is up the bank in a moment,
And, stealing through the sand,

He sees a stream not yet so large
As his slender, childish hand.

‘Tis a leak in the dike!—He is but a boy,
Unused to fearful scenes;

But, young as he is, he has learned to know
The dreadful thing that means.

A leak in the dike! The stoutest heart
Grows faint that cry to hear,

And the bravest man in all the land
Turns white with mortal fear.

For he knows the smallest leak may grow
To flood in a single night;

And he knows the strength of the cruel sea
When loosed in its angry might.

And the boy, he has seen the danger
And, shouting a wild alarm,

He forces back the weight of the sea
With the strength of his single arm!

He listens for the joyful sound
Of a footstep passing nigh;

And he lays his ear to the ground, to catch
The answers to his cry.

And he hears the rough winds blowing,
And the waters rise and fall,

But never an answer comes to him
Save the echo of his call.

He sees no hope, no succor,
His feeble voice is lost;

Yet what shall he do but watch and wait
Though he perish at his post!
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So faintly calling and crying
Till the sun is under the sea;
Crying and moaning till the stars
Come out for company;
He thinks of his brother and sister,
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Asleep in their safe warm bed;
He thinks of his father and mother,
Of himself as dying—and dead;
And of how, when the night is over,
They must come and find him at last;
But he never thinks he can leave the place
Where duty holds him fast.

The good dame in the cottage
Is up and astir with the light,

For the thought of her little Peter
Has been with her all night.

And now she watches the pathway,
As yesterday she had done;

But what does she see so strange and black
Against the rising sun?

Her neighbors are bearing between them
Something straight to her door;

Her child is coming home, but not
As he ever came before!

“He is dead!” she cries, “my darling!”
And the startled father hears,

And comes and looks the way she looks,
And fears the thing she fears;

Till a glad shout from the bearers
Thrills the stricken man and wife—

“Give thanks, for your son has saved our land,
And God has saved his life!”

So, there in the morning sunshine
They knelt about the boy;

And every head was bared and bent
In tearful, reverent joy.
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‘Tis many a year since then; but still,
When the sea roars like a flood,
The boys are taught what a boy can do
Who is brave and true and good;

For every man in that country
Takes his son by the hand

And tells him of little Peter,
Whose courage saved the land.

They have many a valiant hero,
Remembered through the years;

But never one whose name so oft
Is named with loving tears.

And his deed shall be sung by the cradle,
And told to the child on the knee,

So long as the dikes of Holland
Divide the land from the sea!

Vocabulary
astir: being out of bed
chafe: to feel impatient
prattle: babble; chatter
sluices: floodgates used to control the flow of water
stoutest: bravest; boldest
succor: relief

valiant: done with courage; heroic
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Comprehension Questions
What errand did Peter run for his mother?
If the leak in the dike was small, why was Peter so worried?

When Peter is brought home, what do his parents fear?

M e o

In the poem, what do the people of Holland think of Peter?

Extension Activity

Understanding Story in Poetry:
A poem can tell a story. Like other stories, a story in a
poem has characters, a setting, and a plot.

Fill out the chart below for the poem “The Leak in the Dike.”
Characters:

Main Character:

Other Characters:

Setting:
Time:

Place:
Plot:
Event 1:

Event 2:

Event 3:

Further Reading:

If you enjoyed this poem, you may enjoy the book Hans
Brinker, also known as The Silver Skates, by Mary Mapes
Dodge. It contains more tales of the life of the mythical boy
who saved Holland from flooding.



A Daughter of Plymouth

Edward Winslow’s Adopted Daughter, Ellen More

Carolyn Sherwin Bailey

Like many Pilgrims, little Ellen More and her adoptive
family, the Winslows, stayed in Holland for a while before
traveling to the New World. In this story, Ellen and the
Winslows prepare for the long journey ahead, and Ellen
learns about the importance of personal sacrifice.

llen More was the
only little English girl
among the young chil-
dren of Holland who were
waiting impatiently on the
shore of the Leyden Canal
for Kriss Kringle. Ellen
was the adopted daughter
of Edward Winslow, printer
of Leyden, and his beauti-
ful young wife, Elizabeth.
There were rumors that
Ellen was of noble birth in
England. Here in Holland,
though, she swallowed her pride and helped Mistress
Elizabeth Winslow with the housework in their tiny brick
house near Choir Alley.

73
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Edward Winslow worked at a secret printing plant in
an attic of Choir Alley. His rank and wealth put aside, he
helped print the notices the little group of English folk were
printing and leaving on each other’s doorsteps by lantern
light. These printed sheets brought news about the ships
that were being prepared for the Pilgrims at Southampton,
England. They told of the New World across the Atlantic
to which they hoped to sail as a “hopeful place with run-
ning brooks and flowers and orchards.” Men, women, and
children were eagerly looking forward to the summer of the
year 1620.

Ellen opened the door to pick up the news sheet that lay
outside and saw the notice hung on the street lamp. It read:
“All children of Leyden: Assemble on the shore of the canal
at sunrise when the fog bell rings to watch for the ship of
Kriss Kringle which will lie off shore full of gifts.” Ellen’s
big blue eyes opened very wide as she read this. Then she
thought of how the children of the small Dutch town were
not very friendly toward her. Ellen and Mistress Winslow
wore dark woolen gowns and aprons every day, but it was
their habit to put on their English finery for Sunday. The
children of Leyden thought her long gold braids, silk frock,
and lace cap were strange. Ellen decided to be up by star-
light on Christmas morning and wear as plain a frock and
cape as did the Holland girls, for she must see the Christmas
ship come in.

The fog lay thick over the town that December morn-
ing of the year 1619. The fog bell was usually not a cheerful
sound, but today it sang a holiday song as the doors opened
along one street and then another to let out the eager little
Dutch boys and girls. Candles in the windows of the odd
little brick houses twinkled like laughing eyes. Curtains
were raised like sleepy eyes opening. Clop, clop, came
the sound of wooden shoes along the stones. The shore of
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the canal was crowded as Ellen, with her long gray cape
wrapped closely around her, joined the other children.

The sun was trying to show its face—round, red, and
cheerful—above the rim of the water. Right in the path the
sun made on the water, the children saw a ship. What did
it matter that it looked very much like Jacob Winkleman’s
fishing boat, and that the plump Kriss Kringle in a red cap
and cloak who landed from it was the image of Jacob him-
self! He had a long white beard and carried a great bag of
toys on his back. Such a shout of joy went up from over
a hundred excited child voices! As the children ran after
Kriss Kringle on his way to the Leyden Inn, their wooden
shoes screamed with joy. The innkeeper had a roaring fire
built and coffee and mugs of milk ready for the Christmas
company, and here Kriss Kringle opened his bag of gifts.

He gave Jan a fine red scarf and Katrina a string of jin-
gle bells for the dog who drew her milk cart. One child
received a rare tulip bulb, another some pewter dishes with
which to play house. Ellen More stood apart from the other
children. She had followed them at a distance, wishing only
to watch the excitement. But Kriss Kringle had seen her. He
looked deep into his bag, smiled, and slowly brought out
the most special gift of all. It was an English doll with a
china head and a satin petticoat and short gown. It wore a
black silk cape and a lace cap. Tiny slippers were fitted to its
feet. Kriss Kringle held out the doll to Ellen More, beckon-
ing for her to come and take it.

The children of Leyden made a path for the little English
stranger to receive her gift. And as Ellen made a low curt-
sey to thank Kriss Kringle and held the doll close to her
breast, the small Hollanders were suddenly glad also. They
accepted Ellen, and were happy that Kriss Kringle had been
so kind to her.
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The Christmas doll went home to the Winslows” house
in Leyden and was at once one of the family. It was a busy
household. Mistress Elizabeth Winslow was not used to
work, and Ellen had much to do for the delicate English
lady. She washed and ironed Master Winslow’s ruffles that
he wore with his best black velvet coat and mended the
worn spots in Mistress Elizabeth’s lace collars. She knew
how to polish pewter plates until they shone like silver, and
she could make a whole meal as well as if she were grown
up. When supper was eaten and Master Winslow sat beside
his desk studying maps by candlelight, Ellen More would
curl up on the settle by the fire and rock the English doll
to sleep.

The Pilgrims’ days were full in Leyden that year. There
were long secret meetings after which the men looked more
serious, and often the women’s eyes held tears. Ellen knew
what was being talked about. Ships were now being filled
with provisions at Southampton. Secretly the Pilgrims at
Leyden were sorting out and packing their belongings for
the great adventure of sailing to keep a new faith in a new
land. Each family was ready to give up all it owned in the
cause, but each also had precious things which it was hard
to leave behind. The ships were very small. There was little
shelter for the Pilgrims and their needed food and goods
in the space between decks. One of the leaders, Master
Brewster, had decided that he must take an ancient carved
chest with him on the voyage, and his old family mirror.
Seeing this, Ellen became nervous that there would be no
room for her belongings. She had told her doll that never,
never should she be left behind for some little Dutch girl to
break her beautiful china head.

The plans were so well thought out that the day of sail-
ing seemed no different from the rest, only more hopeful.
The Pilgrims of Leyden had sold nearly all their household
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goods and were gathered at the edge of the canal that lay
between Leyden and Delft; but each had a small bundle of
their favorite items, which they longed to bring with them
to their new home.

Master Brewster’s chest and mirror were already on
board one of the small boats that would take the Pilgrims
to Southampton. There was also a stuffed chair marked
“Cheapside, 1614.” It had come with the Winslow family
from England to Holland because it exactly suited Master
Winslow’s back. It was a very stylish chair, as well as com-
fortable, and had graced the humble living room of their
Leyden home.

Edward Winslow had given up great wealth for his
faith. He had brought beautiful Mistress Elizabeth and his
little adopted daughter, Ellen More, from an English estate
to the small brick house on a Holland canal. This chair
that had been bought on London’s street of fine shops,
Cheapside, was all that they had kept of their beautiful
furniture. Here it was ready to go on the voyage, but there
were also Mistress Winslow’s items—her silk laced dresses,
her quilted coats and petticoats, her lace collars, and her
russet colored and purple capes. The Winslows had more
than their share of luggage.

“We must take the chair, my dearest Elizabeth,” Master
Winslow insisted. “Undo your bundle and give some of your
belongings to these Hollanders who have shared their town
with us so very kindly.”

“But I must have all these gowns and shoes, my dearest
Edward,” said Mistress Winslow. “Who can tell when I shall
be able to shop in London again?”

Ellen More carefully opened the bundle of clothing she
had helped Mistress Winslow pack. It could scarcely be
smaller for so lovely a lady. She set a gown and a pair of
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tiny satin dancing slippers on the grass of the canal bank;
beside them she set her china doll from Kriss Kringle’s pack.
Without the gown, slippers, or the doll the bundle would be
a little smaller. Ellen looked at Mistress Winslow’s sad face
and the droop of her shoulders. She was still so young a lady,
so delicate and fragile like the doll. Although she had never
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worn them in Leyden, the dancing slippers made her happy
just to look at them. Keeping back her tears, Ellen wrapped
up the slippers again and gave the china doll a last hug and
kiss as she left her sitting on the green shore of the canal.

There was now a great deal of bustle. All the precious
things, the chair, the mirror, Mistress Winslow’s finery, pew-
ter dishes, tables, beds, chairs, and the Pilgrims themselves
went on board. The Pilgrim children, boys and girls, big and
little, stood beside their fathers and mothers as they slowly
sailed away. They went down the Leyden Canal toward Delft,
and waved good-bye to the Old Kirk where the summer sun
lighted the quaint windows. Then they passed through the
water gate at Delft, and from there sailed toward a wider
canal and a fine city called The Hague. Early in August the
Mayflower, carrying Edward Winslow and his family and
the other Pilgrims, sailed out of the harbor at Southampton
toward the unknown land of their hopes.

Summer changed to fall. Storms rocked the frail boat
with its crowded people and cargo. Strong winds swept
the sea, and food and water gave out. Weeks dragged into
months, and still the Mayflower had not sighted land. The
Pilgrims had not lost courage, but many of the women had
never experienced such hardships, and Mistress Winslow
was ill from the cold and lack of food. Ellen tried to care for
her as a mother would. If her hands felt empty because of
the doll she had left behind in Holland, there were plenty of
things for them to do. Ellen More was the youngest of the
girls on board the Mayflower, but she had the courage of
the older ones. Remember and Mary Allerton, Constance
and Damaris Hopkins, and Elizabeth Tilley knew and loved
her. Bartholomew Allerton, who had brought his drum and
was learning to play it, learned bravery from Ellen More.
She alone could stop little Resolved White’s crying when
the wind roared in the Mayflower’s sails. And when a baby,
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Oceanus, was born on the ship, Ellen felt as if her precious
doll had been given back to her.

No one thought now of those things that had seemed
to him so important when they had sailed from Holland.
The question was whether they would live to set their feet
on land. The women were brave indeed, and the children as
well, trying to quiet the fear that went to sleep with them
at night and awoke them in the morning. So the Mayflower
struggled on until the late fall when, in November of the
year 1620, the Pilgrims found our shores.

We can see Ellen More standing in the fog of Christmas
morning on the shore of a Holland canal waiting for Kriss
Kringle. We see her the next year a young daughter of
America bravely helping to wash and bake and keep the
Winslows’ log house at Plymouth as bright and cheer-
ful as the house at Leyden. All the other Pilgrim boys and
girls were trying to do their share, too. They would not see
Kriss Kringle again, but they had discovered something the
Spanish and other early explorers on America’s shores had
failed to find. Although there was not a nugget of gold any-
where near Cape Cod, they had found a chance to work and
reap the rich benefits of their labor.

Mistress Winslow’s dancing slippers never wore out. We
may see them today together with Elder Brewster’s mirror
in a museum. We do not know much else about Ellen More,
except that her unselfish service and the sunshine of her
smiles helped the Pilgrims in cheerfully establishing their
new community. The Pilgrims’ great adventure came in the
form of planting, building, reaping and harvesting, found-
ing a faith, and feeling thankful for small blessings. The
brave children of Plymouth, including Ellen More, have a
special place in this story of the discoverers.
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Vocabulary
assemble: gather
beckoning: signaling; waving
bustle: noisy activity

Choir Alley: a street in Leyden, Holland, on which
many English lived

curtsey: a bow made by women and girls by bending
their knees

Kriss Kringle: another name for Santa Claus
0ld Kirk: a church

petticoat: skirt

provisions: a stock of food and supplies
russet: reddish-brown

settle: wooden bench

Comprehension Questions

1. Who was dressed up as Kriss Kringle? What clues in the
story helped you to draw this conclusion?

Describe the special gift that Kriss Kringle gave Ellen.

3. How does Ellen show her humility and generosity right
before they leave Holland? How does she show it on the
ship? How does she show it in Plymouth?

4. Read Philippians 2:3. Explain how this verse relates to
the story.

Extension Activity

Understanding Personification:

Personification is when an author gives an object the qualities or
actions of a human being. Authors use personification to make their
writing more interesting. Here is an example of how the author used
personification in the story to make a sunrise more interesting:
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The sun was trying to show its face—round, red, and
cheerful—above the rim of the water.
The sun is an object. The author gives it a human quality when she says

it tries to show its face. Therefore, this is an example of personifica-
tion. Here are some others from the story:

The fog bell was usually not a cheerful sound, but today
it sang a holiday song as the doors opened along one
street and then another to let out the eager little Dutch
boys and girls.

As the children ran after Kriss Kringle on his way to the
Leyden Inn, their wooden shoes screamed with joy.

Now it is your turn to write sentences that include personification.
Write a sentence for each pair of words.

Example:

wooden floor, complained: The wooden floor complained
loudly as the big dog walked across it.

rain, kissed:

daisies, nodded:

car engine, coughed:






