America for Me

A Puritan girl of about12 stood on the dock .  She wore a dark, green dress with a stiff white collar, a black shawl and a white cap.  She had knee-length hair that was black and was put into a braid.  Her eyes were brown.  Her height was  5 feet, and she had a short little  nose and a small forehead.  Standing before her was what appeared to her to be a very large ship.  

     She asked,  “Mother, is that the ship that we are to sail on?”  

     “Yes, I believe so.  Ask your father, Peace.” replied her mother.  

     She just couldn’t move.  “ Just think, to be sailing on a ship like the ones she  had seen so many times in Holland.”  So she stood there motionless, thinking her thoughts, until her mother woke her from her dream world and told her to hurry and come along.  

     She picked up her bag and ran along so she could catch up with her mother, father, and younger brother, Will.  They walked up the plank right on to the ship she had been looking at.  It impressed her to be standing on a ship.  The sailors looked rough and mean, so she decided to stay away from them.  

     She saw a girl about her age standing near the edge.   Her brown hair wasn’t very long, and what there was of it was pulled back into a bun.  She wore a dark, red dress and had a white cap on and a white collar with stitching on it.   

     “PEACE,” yelled Will.  That stopped her from observing the other girl.   

 “I’m coming, I’m coming,” she said.  She walked over to him and impatiently asked, “WHAT?” 

     He asked, “Will you play marbles with me?”  

     She replied, “Why don’t you find a boy your age to play with?”  He said nothing.  

     Finally she got enough courage to ask the other girl what her name was.  She replied, “Mercy.” 

     In a couple of weeks, they were wonderful friends.  They did everything together.  They even found out that they were both born on the same day.  

     One day when they were stuck down below, and everyone was sick, except the two of them, they were beginning to feel a little sick because the boys were all trying to make them sick.  All of the sudden, someone declared that there was a leak.  Mercy’s father sprang up along with papa, and they, with all of the other men were running off to help try to repair the leak.  Mr. Whipple was the one to think of using a screw that they had brought from somewhere to plug up the leak. 

     After this, Peace was always afraid of another leak, and she began to hate the ship.  She didn’t think that she would be able to stand staying on the ship for one more minute. Mercy tried to comfort her, but it was impossible.  “I must go back to Holland,” she thought.  “Why did we ever have to leave?”  

     One day while Peace was felling especially glum, Mercy came in all flushed and said, “There is a stowaway on board, and I found him.”  

     “Him, stowaway, what are you talking about?”  Said Peace.  

     Mercy replied, “In one of the long boats covered with a blanket, there is a boy of well, maybe 12, asleep.  You should come see him.” 

     “Mother, I think that Mercy is going crazy.”

     “SSSHHH!!  I’m not crazy, and you should come and see. Now come on.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

     And Mercy was right.  There was a stowaway on board, and he did look like he was about 12.   

     “What should we do?  I mean, should we tell?”  Asked Peace.  

     “I’m not sure,” replied Mercy.  

     “We can’t just leave him alone with no food or water. Maybe if we tell the captain, he will let him stay on board,” said Peace.  

     “I don’t know.  You know how rough and mean the captain looks,” said Mercy.  

     “Yes, I know, but it’s worth a try,” pleaded Peace.                

     “Well, first let’s get some food and water for him,” said Mercy.  

 “How are we to do that?” asked Peace.  

     “Save some from your breakfast,” answered Mercy.  

     “OK,” said Peace in an interjective voice.  

     So they each took a little bag that they had kept there belongings in and filled them with leftovers from their breakfast, and they each took their own cup and saved some of the water which all fit into one cup.  They put it in the boat where they left him not yet awake.

     The next day when they got to the longboat, he was still asleep, but the food was gone.

     Peace whispered to Mercy, “Should we wake him?”

     “No, I don’t think so.  He might cry out.”

     “Yes, you are right,” said Hope, another friend that Peace and Mercy had let in on the secret.  Peace agreed.  And they left.  

     “I wonder what his name is?” said Hope in a sly voice.  

     “I don’t know,” said Peace, “but you wouldn’t dare to go and wake him, would you?”  

     “Of course not,” said she in a sort of angry voice.

     “All right,” said Peace, “all right.”  “You don’t have to get all angry.”  

     “I wasn’t,” she said.  

     “Sorry,” said Peace. 

     “Would you two stop fighting and listen” inquired Mercy.  

     “Sorry, Mercy,” they both said at the same time.

     They laughed for a minute.  Then Mercy began to talk, and they listened.  “I think that we should tell the captain that there is a stowaway onboard.” 

     “So do I,” agreed Peace.  “But who” asked Peace. Hope and Mercy both looked at Peace.

     





“Why me?” she said as she began to make her way to the captain’s cabin.  “Why in the world would they pick me?”  

     She took a big gulp and knocked on the door.  She was so scared until the door opened and she met the eyes of the rough and mean looking captain, but they seemed to turn soft when they saw her.  He asked her into the cabin, and she sat down and said, “Well, uh, sir, captain, um, well, there is a stowaway onboard,” and it all came out, and she told him every thing.  

     After she was done, he asked her to show him where the boy was.  And so she took him to the long boat and there they found the boy awake and eating his food. 

     “Where did he get the food?” the captain asked Peace.

     She replied, “From our breakfast this morning.”                                                         

     The captain took the boy with him into his cabin, and they talked for at least an hour.  When they were done, there was a new cabin boy on board and also there was a new friend.  
Jim, Hope, Mercy, and Peace, were the best of friends now, and Jim was to come with Peace’s family when they got to the new land, which they were just told was called America.  

     Every one could hardly wait.  That included the Captain, with whom Peace had become friends.  She had found out that he was a Separatist.  Mr. Brewster last night named us the Pilgrims. “I like it very much, but I think that some disagree with me,” said Peace, looking Hope right in the eye.  

     “Would you leave her alone?  Different people have different opinions,” said Mercy.  

     “Well then, how come you like it so much and you’re siding with her?” said Peace.  

     “I’m not siding with…”  

     “Would you two stop fighting,” said Hope cutting in.

     “Sorry, Hope, we didn’t mean to,” said Mercy.

     “Yes, we’re sorry.” Said Peace.             

     “If you two had been listening, you would have heard that Jim was deathly sick,” said Hope in a worried voice.  

     “What?” said Peace and Mercy at the same time?

      “ Yes, that’s why we haven’t seen him all morning,” said Hope.  

     “What’s he got?” said Peace.  

     “Typhoid,” answered Hope.  

     “Oh, no,” said Mercy.  “My baby brother got that once and came very close to dying.  But Jim is one of our best friends.  We must pray.”  

     They did pray.  They prayed earnestly for weeks on end, and Jim would get worse and then better and then worse and then better.  When Peace and Mercy weren’t there in the cabin with Jim, they were praying.  Everyone was because Jim was a favorite on board the Mayflower.  Everyone liked him very much, but especially the girls.  

     “God can’t let him die; He just can’t,” Peace kept saying to herself.  If He did, I would die she thought over and over again to herself.  

     Mercy was the same.  It was as though a cloud had passed over the ship.   Everyone still prayed for land but their main concern was for Jim.  

     One night very late, the girls (that is Peace and Mercy) were called in from their beds to speak with Jim.  He had woken from his delirium and had been asking to see them, so they went up to his cabin and saw him.  He was looking so much better already, and he talked for a while.  Then the doctor made them leave and insisted that Jim sleep.  

     The next morning, the doctor came up from below and told the girls, “He’ll be better soon- at least within 3 weeks.”  

     “Sis,” said Will.  

     “What?” said Peace.  

     “You remember that your birthday is in 3 weeks, so Jim will be better by your birthday.  

     “Oh, yes, I suppose that you’re right,” said Peace.  But we’re not even doing any thing for my birthday.

     “That’s true,” said Will, but he had a twinkle in his eye.  

      3 weeks passed by slowly and when the fifteenth of September, 1620, came, Peace had almost forgotten that it was her and Mercy’s birthday.  Jim was better, and the sailing was going smoothly.  The short days of September were going by like molasses.  The captain was getting nicer and nicer to the “younguns,” or so he called them, and he was the one that reminded Peace that it was her birthday.  

     She started to wonder how he knew and why come every one started to tell her and Mercy “Happy Birthday.”  Later that night she found out her parents had told him.  There was a little gift to each one of them lying on their beds that night, and when they opened them; they found that they were little necklaces.  Since both their fathers were gold smiths, and Peace’s Mother was a painter, they knew whom they were from.  They promised to each wear theirs, and every time they looked at them, they would think of each other.  And that was what happened on their birthday.

Then right after their 13th birthday, about three days later, there was a brand new baby that was named Oceanes.  Right after that, another baby named Atlanticus was born.  They were both very cute and cuddly, but no one believed that they would live long.              


“We’re supposed to see some land here soon, Captain,” the first mate said.  “We should have three days ago, sir.”  

     “Oh, is that so?  

     “Yes, sir.”  

     “Oh, well, I suppose that you are the map keeper then,” said the captain.  

     “No, sir, the map keeper told me that we should have been there three days ago, sir.”  

     “Oh,” said the captain, and he went to tend to his business.  

This, the girls had watched with great interest and were pondering on until someone shouted, “LAND HO.”  Then everything was sort of blurry because everyone was trying to get a glimpse of the land.  The captain came up from his cabin, and even he went crazy over the New World, America.  

     They were soon all on the land.  It felt wonderful to have solid ground under her feet, thought Peace as she whispered in Mercy’s ear, “I think that it’s America for me, Mercy.”  

     Mercy smiled and said, “I think that it’s America for me too, Peace… me too.”                                                                   


                           THE  END.     Noelle Robertson, August 1997 – 11 yrs old
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