
FIRST THANKSGIVINO 141

There were not very many of them, jngt one little
village in a big forest land, and by the edge of a great
ocean. Here, on the map, is where they lived. It is on
the north-eastern shores of the United States and is called
Plymouth. The people I am telling you about gave it
that name when they came to it, nearly two years before
they had their first Thanksgiving Day. It was the name
of the last town they had seen in England. Here, on the
map, IS the English Plymouth, and you see what a long
trip they had in their little vessel, called the Mayflower,
to their new home.

You still wonder why they travelled so far to make
new homes for themselves. It was because they wanted
to worship God in their own way that they left England.
TTiey were not afraid of the long voyage and all its hard-
ships; for they felt sure they were doing as Qod wished
them to do. They arrived safely, too, and built their
little village by the sea—the new Plymouth. One of the
first buildings they put up was a little log church.

The first year was very hard for everybody. The
winter was colder than any they had ever known in Eng-
land, and their houses were small and poorly built. They
oiuld not get any letters or news from their friends in
England for many months. Pood was not scarce, for
there was always plenty of game and fish. But it was
such a change from their old way of living that many
people became ill, and in the spring there were many
graves. But the worst thing about the new land was the
Indians. These English people were afraid of them—
and with good reason, ioo, for they were very fierce and
sometimes very cruel. They tried not to let the Indians
know how few they were, and even planted grain about
the graves in the churchyard so that the Indians could not
count how many had died.
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